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1 fatter my ſelf that in many 
of the Incidents of the Plays, 
will find hat thay not be 


- | diſagreable to that Equal Tem- 
1 per, which reliſhes the Spirit of 
EF Mirth, without the Noiſe of i it; 


and in other Parts You will ob- 
| ſerve, what will fall in with that 
> |} fincereand inward Su periority of 
8 Mind, Which can enj y the Senſe 
of Grandeur without the Oſten- 
; tation of it. 


It will, My Lok p, be the 
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Some AccounT of the AUTHORS 


and their Writings. 


"EEK Beaumont, Eſq; was de- 
ſcended from the Ancient Family 
of that Name, at Gracedieu in 

== Leiceſterſhire, and Brother to 

Sir 3 Beaumont, Knight of the ſamePlace; 

his Grandfather was John Beaumont, Maſter - 
of the Rolls; and his Father Francis Beau- 


60 


(TTL 


| ui Ml! 


mont, judge of the Common Pleas, who mar- 


ried Anne Daughter of George Pierrepont of 
| Home-Pierrepont, Nottinghamſhire. He was 
_ Educated at Cambridge, and after at the Inner- 


Temple. He died before he was 30 Vears of 
Age, and was buried the 9th of March 1615, 
at the Entrance into St. Benedict's Chappel in 
Weſtminſter Abby. He left one Daughter be- 
hind him, Mrs. Framces Beaumont, who died 


A 3 in 


v4 PREFACE. 


in Leiceſterſpire ſince the Year 1700: She had 
been poſſeſſed of ſeveral Poems of her Fa- 
ther's Writing, but they were loſt at Sea 


coming from Ireland, where ſhe had ſome- 
time lived in the Duke of Ormond's Family. 


There was publiſh'd, after our Author's Death, 
a ſmall Book containing ſeveral Poems un- 


der his- Name, and among them the Story of 
Salmacis from the Metamorphoſes of Ovid; 
and a Tranſlation of the Remedy of Love, from 


the ſame Author. The Poem of Baſevorth 


Field, which has been univerſally eſteem'd, 


was written by his Brother John Beaumont. 
John Fletcher, Eſq; (Son of Dr. . 


Fletcher, who was created by Queen Eu-. 
abeth Biſhop of Briſtol, and after removed 


to MWorceſter, and from thence, in the Vear 1593, 
to London,) was Educated at Cambridge, 


and probably at Benner College, to which his 
Father was by his Will a Benefactor. He died 


of the Plague in the firſt Year of the Reign 


ofKio g Charles the Firſt, and was buried i in 
St. Mary Overy's Church in Southwark, Anguſt 


the 19th, 1625, in the 49th:Year of his 7 7 


Several of their Plays were Printed in | 
Quarto while the Authors were living ; . an d 
in che Vear 1645 , (twenty Years after the 4 4 


Death of Fletcher, and thirty . alter that of 


ob laut) there Was Publihd in ae e a2 
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Collection of ſuch of their Plays as had not 

before been Printed, amounting to between 
thirty and forty. At the beginning of this 
Volume are incerted a great many Commen- 


datory Verſes, written in Praiſe of the Au- 
thors by Perſons of. their Acquaintance, and 


the moſt Eminent of that Age for Wit and 
Quality. This Collection was Publiſhed by 


Mr, Shirley after the ſhutting up of the 
Theaters, and Dedicated to the Earl of Pem- 
broke by ten of the moſt famous Actors, who 


profeſs to have taken great Care in the Editi- 


on; they lament their not being able to pro- 
cure any Picture of Mr. Beaumont, from which 
to take his Effigies, as they had done that of 
Mr. Fletcher : But, through the favour of the 
preſent Earl of Dor/er, that is now ſupply- 
ed, the Head of Mr. Beaumont, and that of 


Mir. Fletcher, being taken from Originals in the 


noble Collection his Lordſhip has at Knowles. 
In the Year 1679, there was an Edition in 


Folio of all their Plays Publiſh'd, contain- 


ing thoſe formerly Printed in Quarto, and thoſe. 


in the before-mention'd Folio Edition. Se- 
veral of the Commendatory Verſes are left 
out before that Impreſſion ; but many of them 


relating to Particulars of the Authors, or their 


Plays, wa are all prefix d to this, and a large 


"A 4 | : of 
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VIII 


of Thierry and Theodoret, is ſupply'd ir " 


The bear ind rest Audiences that ſo. 
2ral of their Plays continue to bring, ſuffici- 
ently declares the Value this*Age has for them 


is equal to that of the former; and three ſuch 


extraordinary Writers as Mr. Waller, the Duke 
of Buckingham, and John late Earl of Ro- 
cheſter, ſelecting each of them one of their 


Plays to alter for the „ adds not a little to 


their Reputation. | 

The Maids Tragedy was very Fan Act- 
a after the Reſtoration, and with the great- 
eſt Applauſe; Mr. Hart playing Amintor, Ma- 


jor Mohun, Melantius, and Mrs. Marſhal, 


Evadne, equal to any other Parts for which 


they were deſervedly famous. But the latter 
ending of that Play, where the King was kill'd, 


making it upon ſome particular occaſion not 


thought proper to be farther repreſented, it 


was by private Order from the Court ſilenc'd. 


This was the Reaſon Mr. Waller undertook 
the altering the latter part of that Play, as 
it is now printed in the laſt Edition of his 
Works. Upon which Alteration, this fol- 
P Rene Was made 1 an Eminent : 


Hand. 
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ler s'Temper to ſo ten the rigour of the Tra- 

| gedy, as he expreſſes it ; but whether it be agree- 

able to the Nature of Tragedy it ſelf, to make 
every thing come of eaſily, I leave to the Crt- 5 
ticks. A 

The Duke of Buckingham, fo Celebrated 

fie Writing the Rehearſal, made the two laſt 

Acts of the Chances almoſt New. Mr. Hart 
play'd the Part of Don John to the higheſt _- 
Satisfaction of the Audience; the Play had a 
great run, and ever fince has been follow'd as 
one of the beſt Entertainments of the Stage. 

His Grace, after that, beſtow'd ſome time in 
altering another Play of our Authors, called 
Philaſter, or Love lies a Bleeding; ; He made 
very conſiderable Alterations in it, and took 

it with him, intending to finiſhit the laſtJour- * — » 
ney he made to 7orkſhire in the Year 1686. Fe 

I cannot learn what is become of the Play 

with his Grace's Alterations, but am very well 

inform'd it was ſince the Revolution in the 

Hands of Mr. Nevi/ Payn, who v was Impriſon d 
at Edinburgh 1 in the Year 1689. — 
Ile Alterations in Valentinian, by the Earl 
4 of Rocheſter, amount to about a third Part of 2 
the whole; but his Lordſhip died before 3 
had done all he intended to it. It was Acted 
with very great Applauſe, Mr. Goodman play- 
1 ing V. * Mr. Batterton, Acins, and — 
2 LS Mrs. 


** - WWW 
. F K R 5 3 
8 es 8 . „ % T 
n + * mz Ph. 3 0; TIRES e 3 
. 2 A 


[IE 
et Wer, 
n 77 
N 
n 
Jo OL > n 


Sp; 


: * 
8 1 
— ©: * 22k I ER. FF 
893 2 =" e 
2 5 FRE s 8 
dg * 8 
Fx ee 2 ce * 
4 2 "IS: — 2 
Aon. 2 * %, 
"© k 


e 


\ 


r FI 2 


— — 
—— — 


- Iu 
n — 


— ———9— 


O w” hc ; A — — — 
— OR 24 e 
2 | 


o 
ky - 
* 4 4 a 1 — <6 af BED „ —— ä — —œ — . 2 2 
- — 2 A 288 _ "=" * - 
av — a4 ———— — FLA — ts. — — ̃ — ————_—— — rhe - 
abs 4 209 a—_— 1 * _ GROSS | E — — < — * - * 
9 5 - * * 


3 — are — p 
- 


— 


„ Fe 


Mrs. Barry, Luciua. My Lord died in the 
Year 1680, and the Play was acted in the 
Year 1684, and the ſame Year publiſh'd by 


Mr. Robert Wolfly, with a Preface, giving 
a large Account of my Lord, and his Writ- 
ings. ThisPlay, with the Alterations, is Printed 


at the end of his Lordſhip's Poems in Octavo. 
Mr. Dryden, in his Eſſay of Dramatick Poo- 


try, Page 17, (in the firſt Volume of the Folio 
Edition of his Works) in a Compariſon of the 
French and Engliſh Comedy, ſays, As for 
Comedy, Repartee is one of its chiefeſt 
« Graces. The greateſt Pleaſure of an Audi- 


_*- © ence is a Chaſe of Wit kept up on both 
« ſides, .and ſwiftly manag'd : And this our 
< Fore-fathers (if not we) have had in Her- 
chers Plays, to a much higher Degree of Per- 

fection than the French Poets can arrive at. 


And in the ſame Eſſay, Page 19, he ſays, 
BgHeaumont an] Fletcher had, 


« their Precedent, great Natural Gifts, im- 


© prov'd by Study. Beaumont eſpecially being 


« ſo accurate a Judge of Plays, that Ben John- 


_ © /on, While he liv'd, ſubmitted all his Writ- 
< ings to his Cenſure, and 'tis thought us'd 
his Judgment in correcting, if not contriving 
all his Plots. What Value he had for him 


ö IE: by the Verſes he wrote to him, 
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with tbe 
« Advantage of Shakeſpear's' Wit, which was 


and therefore I need ſpeak no farther of it. 
The firſt Play that brought Fletel er and 
him in eſteem} was Philaſter; for before 
« that, they had written two or three very 
-< unſucceſsfully; as the like is reported of Ben 
* Johnſon, before he writ Every Man in his 
Humour: Their Plots were generally more 
regular than Shakeſpear's, eſpecially thoſe 
that were made before Beaumont's Death: 
And they Underſtood and Imitated the 
Converſation of Gentlemen much better; 
whoſe wild Debaucheries, and quickneſs of Wit 
in Repartees, no Poet can ever Paint as they 
have done. Humour, which Ben Johnſon 
deriv'd from particular Perſons, they made 
git not their Buſineſs ) deſcribe ; they re- 
« preſented all the Paſſions very lively, but a- 
bove all Love. I am apt to believe the Eng- 
liſh Language in them arrived to its higheſt 
Perfection; what Words have ſince been 
e taken in, are rather Superfluous than Ne- 
ceſſary. Their Plays are now the moſt plea- 
ſant and frequent Entertainments of the 
Stage, two of theirs being Acted through 
© the Year, for one of Shakeſpear's or Fohu- 
* ſo's ; the Reaſon is, becauſe there is a cer- 
« tain-Gaiety'1n their Comedies, and Pathos 
* inctheir, more ſerious Plays, which ſuits ge- 
"0 * with all 2 Humour. HHaleſpear's 
< Lan- 
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oh 
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gt Language i 1s likewiſe a little Obſolete, and 


* Ben fohnſon's Wit comes ſhort of theirs. 


This Eſſay of Mr. Bader was written in : 


55 the Vear 1666. 


In the Year 1577, Mr. Romer (now Hiſto- 
riographer Royal) publiſh'd The Tragedies of 
the laſt Age conſider d, in a Letter to Fleet- 


wood Shepherd, E/q; In this Treatiſe he Cri- 


ticiſes upon Rollo Duke of Normandy, The 
Maids Tragedy, and The King andno King; all 
three written by our Authors, and the moſt 


taking Plays then Acted. He has there en- 


 deavour'd to the utmoſt the expoſing their Fail- 


ings, without taking the leaſt Notice of their 


Beauties; Mr. Rymer ſent one of his Books 


as a Preſent to Mr. Dryden, who on the Blank 
Leaves, before the Beginning, and after the 


End of the Book, made ſeveral Remarks, as 
if he deſign'd an Anſwer to Mr, mer's Re- 
flections; they are of Mr. Dryden's own Hand 


Writing, and may be ſeen at the Publiſher's of 


this Book; 'tis to be wiſh'd he had put his laſt 


Hand to em, and made the Connection clo- 
ſer, but juſt as he left them be pleas'd to take 17 


them here verbatim inſerted. 


He who undertakes to Anſwer this Ex- 
cellent Critick of Mr. Nymer, in behalf of 
< our Engliſh Poets againſt the Greeh, ought to h 


© doitin this manner. 20152 


s Either 


A 


/ 
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Either by yielding to him the greateſt part i 


* of what he contends for, which conſiſts in 
c this, that the wIG (i. e.) the Deſign 
and Conduct of it is more conducing 
in the Greeks, to thoſe Ends of Tragedy 
which Ariſtotle and he propole, namely, 


to cauſe Terror and Pity; yet the granting 


this does not ſet the Greeks above the Eng- 
* liſh Poets. 


But the Anſwerer aca to prove two 
things; Firſt, That the Fable is not the 
greateſt Maſter-Piece of a Tragedy) tho 
it be the Foundation of it. 

© Secondly, That other Ends, as ſuitable to 
the Nature of Tragedy, may be found in 
the Enghſh, which were not in the Greek. 

« Ariſtotle places the Fable firſt ; not vi 


A 


© dignitatem, ſed quoad fundamentum ; for a 
c Fable never ſo Movingly contriv'd, to thoſe 
Ends of his, Pity and Terror, will operate 


nothing on our Aﬀections, except the Cha- 


« raters, Manners, Thoughts and Words are 
© ſuitable. N 


80 that! it remains for Mr. Nymer to prove, 


* That in all thoſe, or the greateſt part off 
them, we are inferior. to Sophocles and Eu- 


* ripidgs; And this he has offer'd at in ſome 


« meaſure, but, I Wink a little partially to the 
6 Ancients. 4 
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bor whether what they did was not very cali 
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To make a true Judgment. i in this Com- 


petition, between the Greek Poets and the 85 
© Engliſh in Tragedy, Conſider, 


* I; How Ariſtotle has defin'd a Tragedy. 
II. What he aſſigns the End of it to be. 
III. What he thinks the Beauties of It, 
© IV. The Means to attain the End pro- 
6 pos d- Compare the Greek and Engliſh Fra- 
gick Poets juſtly and without Partiality, ac- 
© cording to thoſe Rules. 


Then, Secondly, confider, whether Ari- 
© ſtotle has made a juſt Definition of Tra- 
e gedy, of its Parts, of its Ends, of its 


Beauties; and whether he having not ſeen 


any otliers but thoſe of Sophocles,, Enry- - 


© phdes,, &. had or truly could determine 
6: ""_ all the Excellencies of Tragedy are, 
2 wherein they conſiſt. 


ext ſhow in what ancient Tragedy was 
"0 - deficient ; for Example, in the narrowneſs 


« of its Plots, and fewneſs of Perſons; and try 


© whether that be not a Fault in the Greek 
Poets; and whether their Excellency was ſo 


great, when the Variety was viſibly ſo little; 


© to do. 


Then make 4 judgment on what the Bugs 
© liſh have added to their Beauties: as for 
Example, not only more Plot, but alſo new 

0 Faſſions . 


$ PREFACE wow 
. 3c Paſſions; as namely, that of Love, ſcarce 
ctouch'd on by the Ancients, except in this 
one Example of Phædra, cited by Mr. Ry- 
mer, and in that how ſhort they were of 
FHercber. 
2 © Prove alſo that Love, being an Heroique 
2 © Paſſion, is fit for Tragedy, which cannot be 
deny d; becauſe of the Example alledged of 
” © Phedra: And how far Shakeſpear has out. 
done them in Friendſhip, Gc. 
Is sõ return to tite beginning of this Enqui- 
y, conſider if Pity and Terror be enoug i 
+ © for Tragedy to move, and I believe upon a 4 
true definition of Tragedy, it will be found 5 
t that its Work extends farther, and that it is 1 
2 © to reform Manners'by delightful Repreſen- 4 
t tation of Human Life in gteat Perfons, by |} 
way of Dlalogue. If this be true, then not 
2 © only Pity and Terror are to be mov'd as the 4 
4 © only Means to bring us to Virtue, but gene- 1 4 
2 © rally Love to Virtue, and Hatred to Vice, _— 
I by ſhewing the Rewards of one, and Pu- = 
2 © niſhments of the other; at leaſt by rendring — 
; 3 , . Virtue always amiable, though it be ſhown = 1 
dg unfortunate; and Vice deteſtable, tho? it be 1 
4 6 * ſhown Triumphant. © Lo 
lf then the Fneouragemient of Virtne, | 
W and Diſcouragement of Vice, be the proper 
4 End of wy in . "ey and Terror, 1 
AM : o# tho . 
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_ © tho? good Means, are not the only: For all . 


. the Paſſions in their turns are to be ſet 1 ina. 


Ferment; as Joy, Anger, Love, Fear, are. 
© to be uſed as the Poets common Places; and 


© a general Concernment for the principal. 
Actors is to be rais d, by making them ap- 


pear ſuch in their Characters, their Words 
and Actions, as Will ] tereſt the Audience | in, 


C their Fortunes. © © 
And if after all, in a cs Senſe, Pity, com- 
© prehends this Concernment for the Good, 
c and Terror includes Deteſtation for the Bad; 


* then let us conſider whether the Engliſh have 
© not anſwer'd this End, of Tragedy, as well 


© as the Ancients, or perhaps better. 


And here Mr. Rymer's Objections againſt 
4 theſe Plays are to be impartially weigh'd ; 
c that we may ſee whether they are of weight 


enough to turn the Ballance againſt our Coun: 
$ e. 1 775 


4 Tis evident thoſe Plays lh he arraigns 


4 have movd both thoſe Paſſions i in a high 
© Degree upon the Stage. | 


To give the Glory of this away from the 


Poet, and to place it upon the Actors, ſeems 
unjuſt. | A 

One Deaths. 18, becauſe whatever AQors 
© they have found, the Event has been the ſame, 


f chat is, the {ame Paſſions have been always 


0 mov d; 
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mov'd : which ſhows, that there is ſome- 


thing of Force and Merit in the Plays them 


ſelves, conducing to the Deſign of Raiſing 


thoſe two Paſſions: And ſuppoſe them ever 


to have been excellently acted, yet Action 
only adds Grace, Vigour, and more Life 


upon the Stage, but cannot give it wholly 


where it is not firſt. But Secondly, I dare 
* < appeal to thoſe who have never ſeen them 
! © acted, if they have not found thoſe two Paſſi- 

ons mov'd within them; and if the general 

Voice will carry it, Mr. Rymer's Prejudice 
will take off his ſingle Teſtimony. 
„This being matter. of Fact, is reaſonably 
to be Eſtabliſhed by this Appeal : As if one 
Man fay ?tis Night, when the reſt of the 
World conclude it to be Day, there needs 


no further Argument againit him that it is 


< 1 he urge, that the general Taſte is de- 


prav'd; his Arguments to prove this can 


at beſt but evince, that our Poets took not 
the beſt way to raiſe thoſe Paſſions; but 
Experience proves againſt him, that thoſe 


18 Means which they have us d, have been ſuc- 
dCeſsful, and have produc'd them. | 


And one Reaſon of that Succeſs is, in my 


= Opinion, this, that Shakeſpear and Fletcher 


have Written to the Genius of the Age and 
i a © 4 Nation 


Ly 
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Nation in which they liv'd: For tho'Nature, | 
« as he objects, is the ſame in all Places, and 


KReaſon too the ſame ; yet the Climate, the 
« Age, the Diſpoſitions of the People to whom 


« aPoet writes, may be ſo different, that what 


ple as'd the Greeks, would not ſatisfie an Exg- 
liſb Audience. 


And if they proceeded upon a Foundation 


of truer Reaſon to pleaſe the Athenians, than 
« Shakeſpear and Fletcher to pleaſe the Engliſh, 


it only ſhows that the Athenians were a more 


«© judicious People: But the Poet's buſineſs | is 


certainly to pleaſe the Audience. 1 
Whether our Engliſh Audience have been 
< pleas'd hitherto with Acorns, as he calls it, 

or with Bread, is the next Queſtion; that is, 


© whether the Means which Shakeſpear and 
' © Fletcher have us'd in their Plays to raiſe thoſe | 


better applied to 
« the ends by the Greek Poets than by them; 
and perhaps we ſhall not grant him this whol- 


Paſſions before- named, 
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ly. Let it be yielded that a Writer is not to 


run down. with the Stream, or to 


pleaſe 
© the People by their own uſual Methods, but 


rather to reform their Judgments: It ſtill re- 


mains to prove that our Theater needs this 


total Reformation. 


The Faults which he has found | in a their De-| [i 


Ip figns, are rather wittily aggravated in many 
5 „ be 


JJ 
places, than reaſonably urg d; and as much 
may be return'd on the Greeks, by one who 
were as witty as himſelf. 
© Secondly, They deſtroy not, if 7 are 
granted, the Foundation of the Fabrick, only 
take away from the Beauty of the Symmetry: 
For Example: The faults in the Character of 
the King and no King, are not, as he makes 
them, ſuch as render him deteſtable; but on- 
ly Imperfections which accompany human Na- 
« ture, and for the moſt part excus'd by the 
Violence of his Love; fo that they deſtroy 
not our Pity or Concernment for him. This 
3 Anſwer may be applied to moſt of his Ob- 
jections of that kind. 
And Rollo commirtingmany Murders,when | 
he is anſwerable but for one, is too ſeverely 
c arraign'd by him; for it adds to our Horror 
and Deteſtation of the Criminal: And Poe- 
_ © tique Juſtice is not neglected neither, for we 
& ſtab him in our Minds for every Offence 
£ which he commits ; and the point which the 
Poet is to gain upon the Audience, is not ſo 
much in the Death of an Offender, as the 
raiſing an Horror of his Crimes. 85 
bat the Criminal ſhould neither be whol- 


= ly Guilty, nor wholly Innocent, but ſo par- 


. © ticipating of both, as to move both Pity and 
Js. Is certainly a good Rule; but no 


A 1 perpe- 


1 
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perpetually to be obſerved, for that \ were to 
make all Tragedies too much alike ; which 
Objection he foreſaw, but has not fully an- 


C . 


ſwered. 


To conclude cee e if the Plays of the 
Ancients .are more correctiy Plotted, ours 


are more beautifully written; and if we can 


raiſe Paſſions as high on worſe Foundations, 
it ſhows our Genius in Tragedy is greater, 


for in all other parts of it the Enghiſs have 
manifeſtly excell'd them. 


For the Fable it ſelf, tis in the Engliſh 


more adorn'd with Epiſodes, and larger than 
in the Greek Poets, conſequently more di- 
verting; for, if the Action be but one, and 
that plain, without any Counterturn of 


Deſign or Epiſode (i. e.) Under- plot, how can 
it be ſo pleaſing as the Engliſh, which have 


both Under-plot,.and a turn'd Deſign, which 
keeps the Audience in Expectation of the Ca- 
taſtrophe ? whereas in the Greek Poets' we 


fee through the whole Deſign at firſt ? 


„For the Char acters,they are neither ſo many 


nor fo various in Sephocles and Euripides, as 
in Shakeſpear and Fletcher ; only they are 


more adapted to thoſe ends of Tragedy which 
Arifiotle commends to us; Pity and Terror. 


© The Manners flow. from the Characters, 


and conſequently muſt partake of their Ad- 


© yahtages and Diſadvantages. The 


* 
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£ The Thoughts and Words, which are the 
fourth and fifth Beauties of Tragedy, are cer- 
tainly more Noble and more Poetical in the 
Engliſh than in the Greek, which muſt be 
proved by comparing them ſomewhat more 
Equitably than Mr. Rymer has done. 
Alfter all, we need not yield that the Eng- 
liſh way is leſs conducing to move Pity and 
Terror; be-auſe they often ſhew Virtue op- 
preſs'd, and Vice puniſh'd; where they do 
not both or either, they are not to be de- 
fended. e 
Tphat we may the leſs wander why Pity _ 
Terror are not now the only Springs on which 
our Tragedies move, and that Shakefpear 
may be more excus'd, Rapin confeſſes that 
the French Tragedies now all run upon the 
* Tendre, and gives the Reaſon, becauſe Love 
is the Paſſion which moſt Predominates in 
our Souls; and that therefore the Paſſions 
| <© repreſented become inſipid, unleſs they are 
7 < conformable to the Thoughts of the Audi. 
* ence; but it is to be concluded, that this 
« Paſſion works not now-among the French ſo 
© ſtrongly, as the other two did amongſt the 
« Ancients; Amongſt us, who have a ſtronger 
Genius for Writing, the Operations from the 
Writing are much ſtronger; for the raiſingof 
1 e s Paſſions are more from the Ex- 
. cellency 


La 


© Thoughts. 
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« cellency of the Words and Thoughts, than 
« the Juſtneſs of the Occaſion ; and if he has 


been able to pick ſingle Occaſions, he has ne- 4 


« yer founded the whole reaſonably, yet by the 


Genius of Poetry, in Writing he has ſuc- 
3 ceeded. 


The parts of a Poem, Tragique or He- 
i roique, are, 


J. The Fable it ſelf. 
II. The Order or Manner of its Contri- 


© vance, in relation of the parts to the whole. 


„III. The Manners, or Decency of the Cha- 


_ © raQters in Speaking or Acting what is proper 


for them, and proper to be ſhewn by the 


Poet. 


Ne The Thoughts which expreſs the Man- 
ders. 


„ Words which expreſs thoſe J 


8 


© In the laſk of theſe Hine excels Virgil, 2 


TE Virgil all other ancient Poets, we Shakeſpear ; 


all Modern Poets. . 


For the ſecond of theſe, the Order; the | 
meaning is, that a Fable ought to have a be- 
< ginning, middle, and an end, all juſt and n- 


_ © tural], ſo that that part which is the middle, 


could not naturally be the beginning or end, Y 
and ſo of the reſt; all are depending one on 
0 another, like the links of a curious Chair. 
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< If Terror and Pity are only to be raisd; 
certainly this Author follows Ariſtotle's 
Rules, and Sophocles and Euripedes's Exam- 
ple; but Joy may be rais'd too, and that 
doubly, either by ſeeing a wicked Man Pu- 
niſh'd, or a good Man at laſt Fortunate ;. or 
perhaps Indignation, to ſee Wickedneſs pro- 
ſperous, and Goodneſs depreſs'd: both theſe . 
may be profitable to the end of Tragedy, 
Reformation of Manners ; but the laſt impro- 


A 


N - a K 


© perly, only as it begetsPity in the Audience; 
_ © tho? Ari/totle, I confeſs, places Tragedies of 


* this kind in the ſecond Form. 
« And, if we ſhould grant that the Greeks 
« perform'd this better; perhaps it may ad- 
mit a Diſpute whether Pity and Terror are, 
© either the Prime, or at leaſt the Only Ends 
© of Tragedy. 
© *Tis not enough that Ariſtotle has ſaid ſo, 
« for Ariſtotle drew his Models of Tragedy 
from Sophocles and Euripides; and if he had 


© ſeen ours, might have chang'd his Mind. 


And chiefly we have to ſay (what I hinted 

on Pity and Terror in the laſt Paragraph ſave 
one) that the Puniſhment of Vice, and Re- 
ward of Virtue, are the moſt Adequate ends 
of Tragedy, becauſe moſt conducingto good 


A 


A 


Example of Life; now Pity is not ſo eaſily 


rais d for a Criminal (as the Ancient Trage, 
1 ** | a F | 6 dy 


XXIV PREFACE. 
dy always Repreſents his chief Perſon ſuch) as 
« it is for an Innocent Man and the Suffering 


of Innocence and Puniſhment of the Offen- 
der, is of the Nature of Engliſh Tragedy; 
'© contraryin the Greek, Innocence is 2 


* often, and the Offender eſcapes. 


© Then we are not touch'd with the Suf. 


=> ferings of any ſort of Men ſo much as of Lo- 
5 vers; and this was almoſt unknown to the 


fo Antients ; ; ſo that they neicher adminiſtred 
_ © Poetical Juſtice (of which Mr. Rymer boaſts) 
© ſo well as we, neither knew they the beſt 


* common Place of Pity, which is Love. 
© He therefore unjuſtly blames us for not 


building upon what the Antients left us, for 
* it ſeems, upon conſideration of the Premi- 
* ſes, that we have wholly finiſhed what they 


begun. 


My Judgment on this Piece: is this; that it i 


: extreamly Learned; but that the Author of 
© it is better Read in the Greek than in the 


© EngliſhPoets; that all Writers ought to Study 
© this Critick as the beſt Account I have ever 
ſeen of the Ancients; that the Model of Trage- 
dy he has here given, is Excellent, and extrem 
Correct; but that it is not the only Model 
of all T ragedy ; becauſe it is too much cir- 
cumſcrib'd in Plot, Characters, Sc. and 


** 


K 


£ ROY, that we LC be ug here N a 


PREFACE. xx 


Admire and Imitate the Antients, without 
* giving them the Preference, with this Au- 
« thor, in Prejudice to our own Country. 
Want of Method, in this Excellent Trea- 
« tiſe, makes the Fee of the Author ſome- 
times obſcure. | 
His Meaning, that Pity and Terror are to 
ebe mov'd, is that they are to be mov'd as the 
Means conducing to the Ends of Tragedy, 
* which are Pleaſure and Inſtruction. 
And theſe two Ends may be thus diſtin- 
© puiſhid. The chief Ends of the Poet is to 
z pleaſe; for his immediate ger depends 
. J © on it. 
| © The great End of the Poem is to Inſtruct, 
which is perform'd by making Pleaſure the 
Vehicle of that Inſtruction: For Poetry i is an 
Art, and all Arts are made to Profit. 

4 Ihe Pity which the Poet is to Labour for : 
4 | is for the Criminal, not for thoſe, or him, 
whom he has murder'd, or who have been 

the Occaſion of the Tragedy : The Terror 

is likewiſe in the Puniſhment of the fame - 

T Criminal, who if he be repreſented too great 
1 an Offender, will not be pitied; if altogether 
8 Innocent, his Puniſhment will be unjuſt. 
Þ Another Obſcurity is where he ſays, Sopha- A 

x cles — Tragedy, by introducing the 
2 3 — 5 third a 
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© third Actor; that is, he meant three kinds of 

Action, one Company ſinging, or ſpeaking,ano- 

Playing on the Muſick, a third Dancing. 
c Rapin attributes more to the Dictio, that 

c is, to the Words and Diſcourſes of a Tra- 

8 gedy, than Ariſtotle has done, who places them 
in the laſt Rank of Beauties; perhaps only laſt 
in Order, becauſe they are the laſt Product of 
the Deſign of the Diſpoſition or Connexion 
ofits Parts, of the Characters, of the Manners 
© of thoſe Characters, and of the Thoughts of 
« proceeding from thoſe Manners. 

© Rapin's Words are Remarkable: 

© *Tis not the admirable Intrigue, the ſur- 
« prizing Events, and extraordinary Incidents 
that make the Beauty of a Tragedy, tis the 
= Diſcourſes, when they: are Natural and Paſſio- 
« nate. 8. 

So are Shakeſprar's. „„ 


Here Mr. Dryden breaks off. 


"Ment a Year after Mr. Rymer”s publiſhing 
his Criticiſm, he Printed a Tragedy written 
by himſelf in Rhime, called Eagar; or, the 
Engliſh Monarch; an Hetoick Tragedy, De- 
Aste to King Charles the Second; this Play 
never appear d on the Stage, the Players not 
thinking it worth their while, nor has any one 
mae ny Criticiſms upon that. 
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Mir. Dryden ſaid he had been inform'd, that af- 
ter Beaumont's Death, Mr. James Shirlywas con- 
ſulted by Fletcher in the plotting ſeveral of his 
Plays. It does ſeem that $hzr/y did ſupply ma- 
ny that were left imperfect, and that the old 
Players gave ſome Remains, or imperfect Plays 
of Fletcher's to Shirly to make up: And it is 


from hence, that in the firſt Act of Love's Pil. 


grimage, there is a Scene of an Oſtler, Tran- 
ſcribed Verbatim out of Ben John ſon's New 
Inn, Act 3. Scene 1. which Play was Written 
long after Fletcher died, and tranſplanted into 
Love's Pilgrimage after the Printing the New- 


Inn, which was in the Year 1630. And 


two of the Plays Printed under the Name of 
Fletcher, viz. the Coronation, and the Little 


Thief, have been claimed by $h1rly to be his; 


tis probable they were left imperfe& by one, 


| and finiſh'd by the other. 


Mr. Langbaine, in his Account of the Dre: 4- 
matick Poets, Printed in the Year 1691, 
very particular upon. the ſeveral Plays of our 


Authors, and therefore I hill conclude with 


Tranſcribing from him, page 204. vis. Mr. 
Beaumont was a Maſter of a good Wit, anda 
better Judgmen: „ that Mr. Johnſon himſelf 


thought it no Diſparagement to ſubmit his 


« Writings to his Correction. Mr. Fletcher”'s 
Wit was as equal to Mr. Beaumont's Judg gment 
"0 and 


XXVILL PRERACE .j 
and was ſo luxuriant, that like ſuperfluous ; 
Branches it was frequently prun'd by his Ju- 
« dicious Partner. Theſe Poets perfectly un- 
derſtood Breeding, and therefore ſucceſs- | 
fully copy'd the Converſation of Gentlemen. = 
They knew how to deſcribe the Manners of 
« the Age; and Fletcher had a peculiar Talent 
in expreſſing : all his Thoughts with Life and 
HBriskneſs. No Man ever underſtood or drew 
the Paſſions more lively than he; and his 
witty Raillery was ſo dreſs'd, that it rather 
pleas'd than diſguſted the modeſt Part of his 
Audience. In a word, Fletcher's Fancy and 
Beaumont's Judgment combin'd, produc'd 
ſuch Plays, as will remain Monuments of 
their Wit to all Poſterity. Mr. Fletcher him- 
ſelf, after Mr. Beaumont's Death, compos'd 
ſeveral Dramatick Pieces, which were wor- 
thy the Pen of ſo great a Maſter. And this 
Mr. Cartwright alludes to, in his Ver ſes before -Y 
the Book. 3 
The follow! ing Verſes, put under his Folio 
Picture, were written by Sir John Berkenhead. 
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1 Felicis evi, ac Præſulis Natus ; comes | 

Beaumontio; /c, quippe Parnaſſus, Biceps; 

: .FLETCHERUS uuam in 1 Jurcas 
„„ 

Struxit chorum FIT, 2 plicen V, ates Duplex; f 
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Plus Duplicem folus : nec ullum tranſtulit ; 
Nec transferrendus : Dramatum eterni ſales, 

Anglo Theatro, Orbi, & ibi, fi perſtitites. 

FLETICHERE, facies * vun piu- 
gitur ;. 4 | 

| Quantus! vel umbram circuit nemo tuam. 


There are fifty two plays written by theſe 
Authors, each of which! hall mention Alpha- 


Beggars Buſh, a Comedy. This Play [ have 


ſeen ſeveral times acted with Applauſe. 


Bonduca, a Tragedy. The Plot of this Play 
is borrow'd from Tacitus's Annals, Lib.14 See 
Milton's Hiſtory of England, Book 2. Ubal- 
dino de Vita delle Donne Illuſiri del Regno 


4 Inghelterra, & Scotia, pag. 7. &c. 


Bloody Brother, or Rollo Duke of Nor man- 
dy, a Tragedy much in requeſt; and notwith- 
ſtanding Mr. Rymer's Criticiſms on it, has {till 
the good fortune to Pleaſe: it being frequent- 
ly acted by the preſent Company of Actors, at 
the Queen's Play-Houſe in Dor ſet-Carden. 
The Deſign of this Play is Hiſtory : See Hero- 
dian, lib. 4. Xiphilini Epit. Dion. in Vit. Ant. 
e Part of the Language is s 
from Seneca's Thebais. 

Captain, a Comedy. 3 

| ; Chances, 


>. 
4 
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Chances, aComedy, revived by the late Duke 
of Buckingham, and very much improv'd; be- 


ing acted with extraordinary Applauſe at the 
Theatre in Dor/er-Garden, and printed with 


the Alterations, Lond. 4to, 1632, This Play is 


built on a Novel written by the Famous Spani- 


ard Miguel de Cervantes, call'd The Lady Cor- 
nelia; which the Reader may read at large i in 


a Fol. Vol. call'd Six Exemplary Novels. 
Coronation, a Tragi-comedy. 


Coxcomb, a Comedy, which was revivd at 
the Theatre-Roy al, the Prologue IR ſpoken 


by 70. Hains. 

Cupid's Revenge, a Tragedy. 

Cuſtom of the Country, a Tragi-comedy, 
This is accounted an excellent Play; the Plot 


of Rutilio, Duarte, and Guyomar, is founded 


on one of Maleſpinis Novels, Deca. 6. Nov. 6. 
Double Marriage, a Tragedy, which has 
been reviv'd ſome Years ago; as I learn from 


a new ha printed in Covent Gar ien n ; 


lei, p. | 


Elder 1 a Obs which has been 
acted with good Applauſe. 
Faithful Shepherdeſs, a Paſtoral, writ by 
Mr. Fletcher, and commended by two Copies | 


written by the Judietous Beaumont, and the 
Learned John ſon, which are inſerted among the 


Commendatory Poems at the beginning of this 


Edition. 
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5 © Edition. When this Paſtoral was firſt ated be- 
fore their Majeſties at Sommerſet-Houſe on 
7 Fe 1633. inſtead of a Prologue, 
there was a Song in Dialogue, ſung between a 
Prieſt and a Nymph, which was writ by Sir Wi/- 
iam D' Avenant; and an Epilogue was ſpoken 
by the Lady Mary Mordant, which the Rea- 
der may read in Covent- Garden — 
== pag. 86. 

Fair Maid of the Inn, Tragt. comedy, Ma- 
riana's diſowning Cæſario for her Son, and the 
Duke's Injunction to marry him, is related by Y 
* Cauſin in his Holy Court, and is tranſcrib'd by | 
Manley in his H- iftory of Man, Fol. Book = 
7 Chap. 26. 
* Falſe One, a Tragedy. This Play i is found- 
ed on the Adventures of Julius Cæſar in AÆ- 
Opt, and his Amours with Cleopatra. See 
Suetonins, Plutarch, Dion, Appian, Florus, 
Eutropius, Orofius, &c. 

Four Plays, or Moral Repreſentations in One; ; 
viz. The Triumph of Honour; The Triumph of 
Love; The Triumph of Death; The Triumph of 
Time. I know not whether ever theſe Repre- 
(ſentations appear'd on the Stage, or no. The 
® Triumph of Honour is founded on Boceace his 
| Novels, Day 10. Nov. 5. The Triumph of 
Love, on the ſame Author, Day 5. Nov. 8 
The CIT of Deus on a Novel in The For- 
| FTunate, 


0 
„ 
* . 


2 i", 


. SS r * ph 8 r 5 


XxXXII 1. o 
tunate, Decery'd, and Unfortunate Lowers, 
part 3. Nov. 3. See beſides Palace of Pleaſare, 
Nov. 40. Belleforeſt, &c. The Triumph of Time, 
as far as falls within my diſcovery, is wholly 
the Author's Invention. 
Honeſt Man's Fortune, a Tragi-Comedy. As 
to the Plot of Montaigu being prefer'd by La- 
mira to be her Husband, when he was in Ad- 
verſity, and leaſt expected : the like Story i E 
relat c by Heywood in his 1 of Women, i 
Book 9. pag. 641. = 
1 Humorous Lieutenant, a Tragi-Comedy, | 
which have often ſeen acted with Applauſe. 
The Character of- the Humorous Lieutenant 
refuſing to fight after he was cured of his 
Wounds, reſembles the Story of the Soldier 
belonging to Lucullus deſcrib'd in the Epiſtles 
of Horace, lib. 2. Ep. 2. but the very Story is 
related in Ford's Apothegms, p. 30. How near 
the Poet keeps to the Hiſtorian I muſt leave to 
N thoſe that will compare the Play with the Wri- 
ters of the Lives of Autigonus and Demetrius, 
the Father and the Son. See Plutarch's Life 
of Demetrius, Diodorus, Fuſtin, Appian, &c. 
I and Princeſs, a a Tragi-Comedy. This Play 
about three Years ago was reviv'd with Alte- 
- "dai by Mr. Tate, being acted at the Theatre 
| Royal, printed in quarto Land. 1687. and De- 
- dicated to the Right Flanourable Henry Lord 
I. eee, — Ki ng 
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PREFACE. XXXIII 


King and No King, a Tragi-Comedy, which 
notwithſtandingits Errors diſcover'd by Mr. Ry- 


mer in his Cyiticiſins, has always been acted 


with Applauſe, and has lately been reviv'd on 


our preſent Theatre with ſo great ſucceſs, that 


we may juſtly fay with Horace, 


Heæc Placuit ſemel, hac decies repetita vl | 


cebit. Tu 
Knight of the burning Peſtle, a Comedy. This 
Play was in vogue ſome Years ſince, it being 
reviv'd by the King's Houſe, and a new Pro- 
logue (inſtead of the old One in Proſe) being 
ſpoken by Mrs. Ellen Grin. The bringing the 
Citizen and his Wife upon the Stage, was poſſi- 
bly inimitation of Ben Johnſon's Staple of News, 
Who has introduc'd on the Stage Four Goſſips, 
Lady. like attir'd, who remain during the whole 
Action, and criticiſe upon each Scene. 
Knight of Malta, a Tragi-Comedy. 
Laws of Candy, a Tragi-Comedy. 
Little French Lawyer, aComedy. ThePlot 
is borrow'd from Guſman or The Spaniſh Rogue, 
part 2. ch. 4. The Story of Dinant, Clerimont, 
and Lamira, being borrow'd from Don Lewis 
de Caſtro, and Don Roderigo de Montalva. The 
like Story is in other Novels; as in Scarron's 
Novel called The Fruitle/s Precaution; and in 


"The Complaiſant — 8v0. p. 263. which 
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is copied from the above-mentioned 1 


nal. 


Love n or The Martial Maid, Ons 
Love's Pilgrimage, aComedy. This 1 take 


to be an admirable Comedy. The Foundation 


of it is built on a Novel of Miguel de Cervantes 


called The Two Damſels. The Scene in the 


firſt Act, between Diego the Hoſt of Oſuna, and 
Lazaro his Oſtler, is ſtoln from Ben Johnſon's 


Neu Inn: which I may rather term borrow'd, 
for that Play miſcarrying in the Action, Lſup- 


poſe they made uſe of it with Beu's conſent. 


Lovers Progreſz,a Tragi-Comedy. This Play 
is built ona French Romance written by M. Dau- 


| digaier, call'd Liſauder and Caliſta. 


. Loyal Subject, a Tragi-Comedy. _ 
Mad Lover, a Tragi-Comedy, The Deſign 


of Cleanthe's Suborning the Prieſteſs to give a 


falſe Oracle in favour of her Brother Syphax, 
is borrow'd from the Story of Mundus and 


Paulina, deſcrib'd at large by Joſephus Lib. 18. 
Cap. 4. This Play Sir Afton Cockain has chiefly 


commended in his Copy of Verſes on Mr. 


Edition; and Cockain's Poems, pag. LOL. 1 
Maid in the Mill, a Comedy. This Play 1 
amongſt others has likewiſe been reviy'd by po 
| the Duke's Houſe. The Plot of Antonio, Lane. = 


3 TT, 


Hercher's Plays. See the Verſes before this 


PREFACE F 
nia, and Aminta, is borrow'd from Gerardo, 
E Romance tranſlated from the Spaniſh of Don 
f onzalo de Ceſpides, and Moneces; ſee the Sto- 
ry of Don Jayme pag. 350. As to the Plot of 
T Oran s ſeizing Florimel the Miller's ſuppo- 
BW Daughter, and attempting her Chaſtity; 
Ptisborrow'd from an Italian Novel wric by Ban- 
WL. a Tranſlation of which into French, the 
eser may find in Les Hiſtoires Tragiques 
par M. Bellefurèſt, Tom. 1. Hiſt. 12. The ſame 
8 Por is related by M. Goulart; ſee Les Hi- 
1 oires admirables de notre temps, d vo. Tom. 1 
. 212. 
= Maids Tragedy, a Play which has always been 
acted with great Applauſe at the King's Thea- 
4 tre; and which had ſtill continu'd on the Eng- 
1 Wig: Stage, had not King Charles the cid; 
for ſome particular Reaſons forbid its further 
e during his Reign. It has ſince been 
95 Freviv'd by Mr. Waller, the laſt Act having 
been wholly alter'd to pleaſe the Court: as the 
. Author of the Preface to the ſecond part of his 
Poems informs us, and gives us further the fol- 
| Joving Account: »Tis not to be doubted, 
1 „ wWho-ſat for the Two Brothers Characters. 
3 was agreeable to the Sweetneſs of Mr. Wal- 
3 ler's Temper, to ſoften the Rigor of the Tra- 
0 gedy, as he expreſſes it; but whether it be 
„ . and to the Nature of Tragedy it ſelf, 
my — Ws | to. 
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wn PREFACE: 
to make every thing come off ealily, 1 leave 


Lond. 1711. 


1 nner Temple, This Maſque was written by 


Frederick and Elizabeth, Prince and Princeſs 


5 Country. 


— 


© to the Criticks. This laſt Act is publiſh'd 
in Mr. Waller's Poems, — in Octavo, 


_ Maſque of Grays-Inn Gentlemen, 4 the 


Mr. Beaumont alone, and preſented before the 
King and Queen in the Banqueting-houſe of 
Whitehall, at the Marriage of the Illuſtrious 


Palatine of the Rhine. 1 
| Monſieur Thomas, a Comedy, which not long 
ſince appear d on the preſent Stage under the 1 
Name of Trict for Trick. 7 1 
Nice V. alour, or The Paſſi onate Madman, a 
Comedy. 1 5 
Night Walker, or The Little Thief, aCome dy, 
which I have ſeen acted by the King'sServants, 
with great Applauſe, both in the City and 


Noble Gentleman, A Comedy which was lace. N 

ty reviv'd by Mr. Durfey, under the Title of 
The Fools Pre ferment, or The Three Dukes of Wh 
Dunſtable. 7 
Philaſter, or Love lies a Bleeding. a Tragi- 
Comedy which has always been acted with Su- 
ceſs; and has been the diverſion of the Stage, 
even in theſe days. This was the firſt Play 
that f hrought theſe: Excellent Authors in E- 
975 ſtteem; 
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ſteem ; and this Play was One of thoſe that 
were repreſented at the old Theatre in Lincolus- 
Iun- Fields, when the Women acted alone. The 
Prologue and Epilogue were ſpoken by Mrs. 
Marſhal, and printed in Covent-Garden Drolle- 
7y, pag. 18. About this Time there was a Pro- 
logue written on purpoſe for the Women by 
Mr. Dryden, and is printed in his Oey 
Poems in octavo, p. 285. : 

Pilgrim, a Comedy which was reviv'd ſome | 
Years ſince, and a Prologue ſpoke, which the 
Reader may find in Covent-Garden Drollery, 


p. 12. 
Propheteſs, a Tragic Hiſtory, w which has 


1 lately been reviv'd by Mr. Dryden, under the 
Title of The Propheteſs, or The Hiſtory of Dio- 
© clefian, with Alterations and Additions after 
the manner of an Opera, repreſented at the 
Queen's Theatre, and printed 470 Lond. 1690. 
For the Plot conſult Eu/eb;us Lib. 8. Nicepho- 
rus Lib. 6. and 7. Vopiſe. Car. Carin. Aur, 
5 Viftoris Epitome. E utropius yl 9. Baronius 
An. 204. &c. 8 us L. 7. C. 16. Coeffeteas 


1 L. 20, Sc. | 

= 9gueen of Corinth, a \ Tragi-C omedy. 

= Rules Wife, 2 have a Wife, a Tragi-Co- 
== medy which within this few Years has been 
= ated, with applauſe, at the Queen's Theatre in 
0 DF ſer Garden, 
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Scornſul Lady, a Comedy acted with good 


Applauſe even in theſe times, at the Theatre 
in Dor ſet-Garden. Mr. Dryden has condemn'd 
the Concluſion of this Play in reference to the 


Converſion of Moorcraft the Uſurer ; but whe- 


ther this Cataſtrophe be n 1 muſt leave 
to the Criticks. 


5 Voyage, a Comedy 1 0 Wird by 
Mr. Durfey, under the Title of The Common- 


ws of Women. This Play is ſuppoſed by 1 0 


Mr. Dryden, (as I have obſerv'd) to be copied 
from Shakeſpear s Tempeſt. 


The Storm which vaniſhd on the neighb ring 
Shore, 


f Was taught by Shakeſpear' 5 Tempeſt 2 to 


roar; 


That Innocence and Beauty which did ſmile 
In F letcher, grew on this Enchanted Iſle. 


| Spaniſh Curate, a Comedy fr 25 0 reviv'd 


with general Applauſe. The Plot of Don 


Henrique, Aſcanio, Violante, and Jaciutha, 15 
borrow'd from Cerardos Hiſtory of Don Jobn, 


Pag. 202. and that of Leanaro, Bartolus, Ama- 4 
 rantha and Lopez, from the & Spa aniſh Curate of 

the ſame Author, pag. 214. Gc. 1 
Thierry and Theodoret, a Tragedy. This 


Play is accounted by ſome an excellent old Play; "2% 
the 


l 
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4 man 
the Plot of it is founded on Hiſtory. 
P See the French Chronicles in the Reign of 
; Chtaire the Second. See Fredegarius Scholaſti- 
1 cus, Amos Monachus Floriacenſi. ap De Ferres, 
by 7] 3 Criſpin, &c. 
- Two Noble Kinſmen, a Tragi-Comedy. This 
1 Play was written by Mr. Fletcher, and Mr. 
1 0 Shakeſpear. The Story is taken from Chaucer's 
5 fa = Knight's Tale, which Mr. Dryden has admi- 
| © rably pur into \modern Engliſh ; it IS the frſt .... 
1 8 Poem in hit Fables. | 
5 Valentinian, a Tragedy reviv'd not long ago 
; by that great Wit, the Earl of Rocheſter ; acted 
A at the Theatre-Royal, and printed in quarto 
1 1685. with a Preface concerning the Author 
% . and his Writings. For the Plot ſee the Wri- 
ters of thoſe Times; as Caſſidori Chron. Amm. 
» Marcell Hiſt. Evagrius Lib. a. Procopius, &c. 


8 
* 


Mie for a Month, a Tragi-Comedy. This 


1 Way i is in my poor Judgment well worth revi- 
5 Pes ang with the alteration of a 75 


4 1 Lrederichs 0 10 to him, much eee e 

the Hiſtory of Sancho the Ei ghth, King of Leon. 

1 1 leave the Reader to the peruſal of his Story 
1 in Merians, and l Lone, de Mayeras Turgquet. 
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Mild-Gooſe Chaſe, a Comedy valued by the 
beſt. Judges of Poetry. 


Wit at ſeveral WH apone, a Comedy whichby 


ſome is thought very diverting; and poſſibly 


was the Model on which the Characters of the 


Elder Pa/latine and Sir Morglay Thwack were 
built by Sir William D' Avenant, in his Some. 


dy call'd The Wits. 


Mit without Mony, a Comedy which] wes 


ſeen aRed at the Old Houſe in little Lincolus- 
Inn- Fields with very great Applauſe; the part 
of Valentine being play'd by that compleat Actor 
Major Mohun deceas'd. This was the firſt Play 


that was acted after the Burning the King's 


Houſe in Drury lane: a New Prologue being 


writ for them by Mr. Dryden, printed in his 


| Miſcellany Poems in octavo, P. 288. 0 


Moman Hater, a Comedy. This Play was 
reviv'd by Sir William D' Avenant, and a new 
Prologue (inſtead of the old One writ in Proſe) 
was ſpoken, which the Reader may peruſe in 
Sir William's Works in Fol. p. 249. This Play 


was one of thoſe writ by Fletcher alone. 


Women Plea dd, a Tragi-Comedy. The Co- 
mieal parts of this Play throughout between 


Bartello, Lopez, Iſabella, and Claudio, are 
founded on ſeveral of Bacrace's Novels: See 


Fu. 7. Nov. 6. and 8. Day 8. Nov. 8. 


Woman's 
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Wild-Goofe Chaſe, a Comedy valued by * 
beſt Judges of Poetry. 

Wit at ſeveral Weapons, a Comedy whichby 
ſome is thought very diverting ; and poſſibly 


was the Model on which the Characters of the 
Elder Pallatine and Sir Morglay Thwack were 


built by Sir William D' Avenant, in his Goms 
dy calld The Wits. 
Mit without Mony, a Comedy which 1 3 


1 | ſeen acted at the Old Houſe in little Lincolus- 


Tnn-Fields with very great Applauſe; the part 
of Yalentinebeing play'd by that compleat Actor 


Major Mohun deceas'd. 'This was the firſt Phy. 


that was aRed after the Burning the King's 


Houſe in Drary-lane: a New Prologue being 
writ for them by Mr. Dryden, printed in his 


Miſcellany Poems in octavo, p. 285. ( 

Woman Hater, a Comedy. 
reviv'd by Sir William D' Avenant, and a new 
Prologue (inſtead of the old One writ in Proſe) 


was ſpoken, which the Reader may peruſe in 


Sir William's Works in Fol. p. 249. This Play 
was one of thoſe writ by Fletcher alone. 
Women Pleard, a Tragi-Comedy. The Co- 
mieal parts of this Play throughout between 
Bartello, Lopez, Iſabella, and Claudio, are 


founded on ſeveral of Baccace*s Novels: See = 


NN 7. Nov. 6. and 8, Day 8. Nov. 8. 


Woman's 


Thig Play was 
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Woman's Prize, or the Tamer tam'd, a Co- 
medy, written on the ſame foundation with 
Shale ſpear's Taming of the Shrew; or which 
we may better call a Second part or Counter- 
part to that admirable Comedy. This was writ 
by Mr. Fleteber's Pen likewiſe. | 
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M Unto Elyzium fled, where he alone 

5 Might his own Wit admire, and ours bemoan; 

But ſoon upon thoſe Flowry Banks, a Thronug, 

= Horthy of chaſe even Numbers which he Sung, 
Appear'd, and though thoſe Ancient Laureats ſtrive, 
When dead themſelves, whoſe Raptures ſhould ſurvive, 
For his Temples all their own Bays allows, | 

Not ſham d to ſee him Crown'd with naked Brows ; 
Homer His beautiful Achilles nam'd, 

Urging his Brain with Jove's might well be ſam' d, 
Since it brought forth one full of Beauty's Charms, 

As was his Pallas, and as bold in Arms; . 
But when he the brave Arbaſes ſaw, one King and 
That ſaved his Peoples Dangers by his u,, no King. 
And ſaw Tigranes by his hand undone ; 
Without the help of any Mirmydon, 

| He then confeſs d when next he'd Hector ſlay, 

That he muſt borrew him from Fletcher's Play; 

This might have been the ſhame, for which he bid 

His lliades in a Nut-Shell ſhould be hid: 

Virgil of his Eneas next begun, 

Whoſe God-like Form and Tongue ſo ſoon had won; 

That Queen of Carthage and of Beauty toc,” 

Two Powers the whole World elſe were Slaves unto, 

Urging that Prince for to repair bis Fanlt 

On Earth, boldly in Fell bis Miſtreſs ſought ; EY 
ut 


Ethought our Fletcher, weary of this Crowd, 
Wherein ſo few have Wit, yet all are loud, 


But when he Amintor ſaw Revenge that wroug, The Maids 5 1 5 


For which the ſad Aſpaſia figh'd ſo long Tragedy. 
F 7 himſelf, to Shades Tr 2 ; — 

ot for to make a viſit but to ſtay; 
He then did modeſtly confeſs how far 
Fletcher out- did him in a Characker. 
Now laſtly for a Refuge, Virgil peo 
The Lines where Corydon Alexis woes; 
But thoſe in oppoſition quiokly mot I 1 
The ſmooth Tungu d Perigot and Amore:  Thefaith- 
A Pair whom doubtleſs bad the others ſeen, ful Shep- 
They from their own Loves had Apoſtates been; herdeſs. 
Thus Fletcher did the fam'd Laureat exceed, 2 
Both when his Trumpet ſounded and his Reed; 
Now if the Antients yield that heretofore, * | 
None worthien than thaſe er Laurel worez  * 
The leaſt our Age can Jay wow thou art gone, 
Is that there never will be ſuch a ne 

And fince expreſs thy Worth, our Rimes too narrow be, 

To help it we'll be ample in our Prophefie. 

; | H, Howard. 


. 2 

Mr. 70 HN FLETCHER, 
8 AND HIS 3 

WORK 8, never before Publiſhed. 


" O' flatter living Fools # eafie ſlight: 
But hard, to do the living-dead Men right. 
To praiſe a Landed Lord, is gainful Art: 

But thankleſs tu pay Tribute to Deſert, 
This ſhould have been my Task: I had intent 
To bring my Rubbiſh to thy Monument, 

To ſtop ſome Grannies there, but that I found 
No need of leaſt Repair ; all fs aud ſound. 
Thy well-built Fame doth ſtill it ſelf advance 
Above the World's mad Zeal and Ignorance, 15 
Though thou dyedſt not poſſeſt of that ſame Pelf 8 
(Which nobler Souls cal Dirt,) the Gity Wealth N > 
Tet thou haſt left unto the Times ſo great 5 | 12 
A Legacy, à Treaſure ſu compleat, Hy 58 
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And yet nor Debts nor Shavers zhey can find. 


* ＋ 


That *twill be hard, I fear, #0 prove #by Will: 
Men will be wrangling, and in donbting ftill © 
How ſo vaſt ſums of Wit were left behind, 


*Twas the kind Providence of Fate, t0 lock 
Some of this Treaſure up; and keep a flock - 2 
For a Reſerve until theſe ſullen days: LEY: 

When Scorn, and Want, and Danger, are the Bays 

That Crown the Head of Merit, But now he 

bo in thy Will hath part, is rich and free. 

But there's a Caveat emer d by commana, 

None ſhould pretend, but thoſe can underſtand. 


Henry Moody, Bar. 


— . . r 


TEES 
| Mr. FLETCHER's WORKS: 


THougb Poets have a Licence which they uſe 

. As th ancient Privilege of their free Muſe; 
Tet whether this be leave enough for me 
To write, great Bard, an Enlogy for #hee : 


Or whether to commend thy Work, will ſtand 


Both with the Laws of Verſe and of the Land, 
Were to put doubts might raiſe a diſcontent 
Between the Muſes and the ------ | 

Il none of that, There's deſperate Wits that be 
(As their immortal Laurel) Thunder free; 


Whoſe perſonal Virtues, *bove the Laws of Fate, 


Supply the room of perſonal Eſtate : 
A — * enfranc hi 7407 afely — rehearſe, 
Rapt in a lofty ſtrain, their own Neck-verſe. 
For he that gives the Bays to thee, muſt then 
Firſt take it from the Military Men; 
He muſt untriumph 8 bid em ftand, 
2 the ſtrength of their victorious hand. 

e muſt act neu things, or go near the ſin, 
Reader, as near as you and ] have been: 
He muſt be that, which he that tries will ſwear 
It is not good being ſo another Tear. | 

And now that thy great Name Pre brought to this, 


To do it honour is to do amiſs : 


What's to be done to thoſe, that ſhall refuſe 
To celebrate, great Soul, thy noble Muſe? 


Shall 


, 
' 
| 
=. 7 
C | 
| 
| £ 


1 
PPP ²˙—— Soong 


r , 0 I a 
* e a ty 0 
n 


= — 
—— 2 - 


a6 W _ My <a „4 VI DOI A Ir be Ss rr es On» WIT RAI, 9" m_ . 
A K + * 4 p * * 2 fo. — of 
s 1 \ = : 


= — 8 


* 


Shall the privation of a frienaleſs life, 


Il lay thy Volume, that Huge Tome of Wit, 


Thy Lines at firſt ; 


Her voice up to the meaſures; then begin 


| Have made with Wit and Fortune fair eſcapes. 


Shall the poor State of all thoſe wandring things, 
Thy Stage once rais'd to Emperors and N Pk | 
Shall rigid forfeitures (that reach our Heirs) 
Of things that only fill with cares and fears? 


Made up of contradidtions and ſtrife? . 
Shall He be Entity, would antedate 


His own poor Name, and thine annihilate? 


Shall theſe be Fudgments great enough for one 
That dares not 2 9 e. a of IE | 
Then where am I? but now I ve thought upon t, 


III praiſe thee more than all have ventur'd on't. 


PII take thy. noble Work (and like the Trade 
Where for a heap of Salt pure Gold is laid) 


About in Ladies Cloſets, where'they ſit 
Enthron'd in their own Wills; and if ſhe be 
A Laick Siſter, ſhell ſtraight flie to tbee: 
But if a holy Habit ſhe have u, 
Or be ſome Novice, 4 ſcarce look upon 

| ut watch her then a while, 
And you fhall ſee her ſteal a gentle Smile 
Upon thy Title, put thee nearer yet, 


Breath on thy Lines a whiſper, and then ſet 


To bleſ; the hour, and happy ſtate ſhe's in. 
Now ſhe lays by her C el 224 looks < 
With a ftern 4. on all her pretty Books. 
She's now thy Votereſs, and the juſt Crown © 
She brings thee with it, is worth balf the To rt. 
PII ſend thee to the Army, they that fight 6 
Will read thy Tragedies with ſomo delight, 
Be all thy Len fancy Scars, 
And Pay too, in thy ſpeculative Wars. 
PII ſend thy Comick Scenes to ſome of thoſe 
That for a great while have plaid faſt and looſe ; 
New Univerſaliſts, by changing ſhapes, 


Then ſhall the Country, that poor Tennis-Ball 
Of angry Fate, receive thy Paſtoral, 5 

And from it learn thoſe melancholy ſtramms _ 
Fed the afiited Souls of Primitive Swains, 
Thus the whole World to Reverence will flock. 
Thy Tragick Buskin and thy Comick Stock: 
And winged Fame unto Poſterity 

Tranſmit but only two, this Age, and Thee. 


THOMAS PENrox. 
Agricola Anglo-Cantianas. 
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On the Deceaſed Au r H OR, Mr. 70 HN 
= FLETCHER, his Plays; and eſpecial- 
= ly, The Mad Lover. 
E W Hilſt his well organ'd Body doth retreat 
3 To its firſt matter, and the formal heat 
XZ Triumphant fits in Judgment tu approve 
Pieces above our Candour and our Love: 

Such as dare boldly venture to appear 

Vnto the curious Eye, and Criticks Ear: 
Lo the Mad Lover in theſe various Times 

Is preſs d to Life, Yaccnſe us of our Crimes. 

ile Fletcher liv'd, who equal to him writ 

Such laſting Monuments of natural Wit? 

Others might draw their Lines with ſweat, like thoſe 
That (with much pains) a Garriſon incloſe; 

Whilſt his ſweet fluent Vein did gently run a 
As uncontroul\d and ſmoothly as the Sun. 

After his Death our Theatres did make 
—= Him in his own unequaPd Language ſpeak: 
And now when all the Muſes out of their 
Approved modeſty ſileut appear, e 

This Play of Fletcher's braves the envious light * 
As wonder of our Ears once, now our Sight. 
Three and fourfold bleſt Poet, who the Lives 

Of Poets, and of Theaters ſurvives! 

A Groom, or Oftler of ſome Wit may bring 

His Pegaſus to the Caſtalian Spring; 

Boaſt he a Race ver the Pharſalian Plain, 

Or happy Tempe Valley dares maintain: 

Brag at one leap upon the double Cliſfe 

(Were it as high as monſtrous Tennariffe) 

Of far renown'd Parnaſſus he will get, 

And there (tamaze the World) confirm his Seat: OE 
When our admired Fletcher vaunts not ought, 
And ſlighted every thing he writ as naught: 
While all our Enghſh wondring World (in's cauſe) 
Made this great City eccho with Applauſe. 
Kead him therefore all that can read, and thoſe 
That cannot learn, if y' are not Learning's Foes, 
And wilfully reſolved to refuſe e 
The gentle Raptures of this happy Muſe. 
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Aud though they em 
| They are not ſo to them above the Sphears. 


From thy great dar ye (noble Soul) 
ook on this Kingdom, ſuffer not the whole 
ut make us entertain what pbou h den. 
guter am Thunder 3 3 
The Seas vaſt roar, and irreſiftleſs hate 
Of horrid Winds, a ſympathy compoſe ; 
So in theſe things there's Muſick in the cloſe: 
rea Diſrords in our Ears, + 


Granting theſe Muſick, hom much fezeter”s that 
Mnemoſyne' Daughters Voiter do create? 
Since Heav'n, and Earth, an Seas, and Air tvnſent 
To make an Harmony, (the I | N 
Their own agreeing ſolves) ul = 


e 


* 
1 
The Muſick which #he Deiner 9 . 


Troy's raviſpt Ganymed doth ſing to Jove, 
And Phoebus ſelf plays vn his Tyre above. 

The Cretan Gods, of gloriont Men, who will 
Tmitate right, muſt wonuer ut thy Sill, 
Beſt Poet of thy Times, of he will prove 

As mad as thy brave Memnon was with Love. 


UPON THE 


WORKS cf BEAUMONT, 


and FLETCHER. 


H OW Angels (cloyſter d in our human Cells) 
Maintain their parley, Beaumont-Fletcher tells; 
Whoſe ſtrange unimitable Interconrſe 
Tranſcends all Rules, aud flyes beyond the force 

Of the moſt forward Souls; all muſt ſubmit 

Until they reach theſe Myſteries of Wit. 

The Intellectual Language here's expreſt, 

Admir'd in better Times, and dares the Teſt 


Of ours; for from Wit, Sweetneſs, Mirth, and Senſe, 


This Volume ſprings a neu true Quinteſſence. 


Jo. Pettus, Knight. 


ON 
0 


ON THE 


Poet, Mr. JOHN FLETCHE-R, 
Never before Printed. | 


1 H. Fletcher, welcome to the World's great Stage; 
es For our two Hours, we have thee here an Age 
In thy whole Works, and may th' Impreſſion call 
The Pretor that greens thy Plays to all. 
Both to the People, and the Lords that ſway 
That Herd, and Ladies whom thoſe Lords obey, 
And what's the L cadſtone can ſuch Gueſts invite 
But moves on two Poles, Profit and Delight, 
= bich will be ſoon, as on the Rack, confeſs, 
ben every one is tickled with a Feſt: 
Aud that pure Fletcher, able to ſubdue 
A Melancholy more than Burton knew. 
And though upon the by, to his Defigus 
Toe Native may learn Engliſh from his Lines, 
And th' Alien if he can but conſtrue it, 
= May here be made free Deniſon of wit. 
But his main end does drooping Virtue raiſe, 
And Crowns her Beauty with eternal Bays ; 
= 1: Scenes where ſhe inflames the frozen Soul, 
= 1:1: Vice (ber Paint waſh'd off ) appears ſo foal; 
= She muſt this Bleſſed Ifle and Europe leave, 
Ad ſome new Quadrant of the Globe deceive : 
Or hide her Biujhes on the Africk Shoar 
Lite Marius, but ne er riſe to Triumph more; 
o Honour is reſigu'd to Fletcher's Fame; 
Ad to his Trophies, that a Poet's Name 
Late grown as odious to our Modern States 
A. :hat of King t Rome) he vindicates 
Vim black Aſpertions, caſt upon't by thoſe 
bich only are inſpir'd to lie in Proſe, _ 
= Aua, By the Court of Muſes be't Decreed, 
hat Graces ſpring from Poeſy's richer Seed, 
ben we name Fletcher hall be ſo proclaim'd, 
A all that's Royal is when Cæſar's nam d. 


Robert Stapylton, Kt. 
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' Whom Earth to Earth, or Fire 


TO THE 


Memory of my moſt Honoured Kinſman, 
Mr. FRANCIS BEAUMONT. 


not pronounce how ſtrong and clean thou writ'ſt, 
Nor by what neu hard Rules thou took'ſt thy Flights, 
Nur bow much Greek and Latin ſome refine 1 
Before they can make up fix words of thine ; 

But this I'll ſay, thou ftrik'ſt our ſenſe ſo deep, 

At once thou mak'ſt us Bluſh, Rejoice, and Weep. 
Great Father Johnſon bow'd himſelf when he 


- (Thou writ'ſt ſo nobly) vow'd he envy'd thee. 


Mere thy Mardonius arm'd, there would be more ns 
Strife for his Sword than all Achilles wore, 5 
Such wiſe juſt Rage, had he been lately try'd „ 
My Life on't he had been o'th' better fide, 
* 5 where he found falſe odds (through Gold or Sloath) 
There brave Mardonius would have beat them both. 

Behold, here's Fletcher too! the World ne er knew 
Two Potent Wits co-operate till you; 
For ſtill your Fancies are ſo wov'n and knit, 


Tua, Francis Fletcher, or John Beaumont wr:z. 


Tet neither borrow'd, nor were ſo put to't | 
To call poor Gods and Goddeſſes to dot; | 
Nor made Nine Girles your Muſes ( you ſuppoſe 
omen ne er write, ſave Love-Letters in Proſe) 
But are your own Inſpirers, and have made 
Such powerful Scenes, as when they pleaſe, invade. 
Tour Plot, Senſe, Language, All's ſo pure and fit, 
He's Bold, not Valiant, dare diſpute your Wit. 


—— 


1 


— 


On Mr. FOHN FLETCHE RSG 
n 
O ſhall we joy, when all whom Beaſts and Werms 
Had turn'd to their own Subſtances and Forms, 


ath chang'd to 
He frall behold more then at firſt ire "g's to Fire, 


- GeorgeLiſle, Knight. 
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As now we do, to ſee all thine, thine own 

In this thy Muſes Reſurrection, : 
Whoſe ſcatter*d parts, from thy own-Race, more Wonnds 
Hath ſuffer'd, than Aeon fam his Hounds ; 

Which firſt their Brains, and then their Bellies fed, 


And from their Excrements new Poets bred. 


But now thy Muſe 1nraged from her Urn 

Like Ghoſts of Murder d Bodies doth return 

To accuſe the Murderers, to right the Stage, 
And undecerve the long abuſed Age, | 
Which cafts thy Praiſe on them, to whom thy Wit 
Gives not more Gold than they give droſs to it: 
Who not content like Fellons to purloin, | 
Add Treaſon to it, and debaſe thy Coin. 

But whither am I ſtray d? I need not raiſe 
Trophies to thee from other Mens diſpraiſe; 
Nor is thy Fame on leſſer Ruins built, 

Nor wet thy juſter Title the foul guilt 

Of Eaſtern Kings, who to ſecure their Reign, 
Muſt have their Brothers, Sons, and Kindred ſlain. 
Then was Wits Empire at the fatal height, 
When labouring and ſinking with its weight, 
From thence a thouſand leſſer Poets ſprung 

Like petty Princes from the fall of Rome. 
When Johnſon, Shakeſpear, and thy ſelf did ſit, 
And ſway'd in the Triumvirate of Wit 

Yet what from Johnſon's Oil and Sweat did flow, 
Or what more eaſie Nature did beſtow | 


| 5 Oz Shakeſpear's gentler Muſe, in thee full grown 


Their (traces both appear, yet ſo, that none 
Can ſay here Nature ends, and Art begins, 


But mixt like th* Elements, and born like Twins, 
So znterweat'd, ſo like, ſo much the ſame, 
None this meer Nature, that meer Art can name: 


Twas this the Ancients meant, Nature and Skill 
Are the two tops of their Pernaſſus Hill. We | 
J. Denham. 


2 


I 


* 2 


UPON 


0 Mr. FOHN FLETCHE RS P LAS. 


1 HEetcher, to thee, we do nut only owe * 


All theſe good Plays, but thoſe of others too: 


J Wit repeated, does ſupport the Stage, 
= Credits the laſt, and entertains this Age: 


c 2 No 


No Worthies form'd by any Muſe but thine 
Could purchaſe Robes to make themſelves ſo fine: 
What brave Commmauder is not proud to ſee 
Thy brave Melantius in his Gallantry ; 

Our greateſt Ladies love to ſee their ſcorn + 
Out- done by Thine, in what themſelves have worn: 
THE impatient Widow &er the Year be done | 
Sees thy Aſpaſia weeping in her Gown: "7 
T never yet the Tragick ſtrain aſſay d | A 
Deterr'd by that inimitable Maid: bo” 
And when I venture gt the Comick Stile 

Thy Scornful Lady ſeems to muck my toil: 

Thus has thy Muſe, at once, improv'd and marr'd 
Our Sport in Plays, by rend ring it too hard. 

So when a ſort of luſty Shepherds throw 

The Bar by turns, and none the reſt outgo 

So far, but that the beſt are meaſuring caſts, 
Their Emulation aud their Paſtime laſts ;, 
But if ſome Brawny Yeoman, of the Guard 
Step in and toſs the Axel-tree a Tard 

Or more beyond the fartheſt Mark, the reſt 
Deſpairing ſtand, their ſport is at the beſt. 
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4 Io FLETCHER Reviv'd.. 
| . Je 
HY have I been Religious? what ſtrange Good 2 
Has ſcap'd me that I never underſtood ? 155 
1 Have I Hell guarded Hæreſy o'rethrown ? IS 
. Heal wounded States? made Kings and Kingdoms one? 3 
if That Fate ſhould be ſo merciful to me, 1 
13 J0 let me live t have ſaid ] have read thee. BY. 
4 Fair Star aſcend | the Foy! the Life! the Light . 
= Of this tempeſtuous Age, this dark World's ſight ! "8 
1 Oh from thy Crown of Glory dart one flame 5 
| f May ſtrike a ſacred Reverence, whilſt thy Name 9 5 
bf | (Lite holy Flamens to their God of Day) = N 
1 N We bouing, ſing; and whilſt we praiſe ue pray. 5 
1 „ Bright Spirit! whoſe Eternal Motion . 
4 Of Wit, hike Time, ſtill in it ſelf did run; mh 
Binding all others in it, and did give : | 48D 
Commiſſion, how far this or that ſhall live: £7 


Like Deſtiny of Poems, who, as ſhe 
S1gns Death to all, her ſelf can never die. 


/ 


And now thy Parple-robed Tragedy, 

In her imbroider'd Buskins, calls mine Eye, 
Where brave Aetius we ſee betray'd, | Valet. 
T' obey his Death, whom thouſand Lives obey'd; 8898885 
Whilſt that the Mighty Fool his Scepter breaks, 

And through his Genral's Wonnds his ou Doom ſpeaks, 
Weaving thus richly Valentinian 

The coſtlieſt Monarch with the cheapeſt Man. 

23 Soldiers may here to their old Glories add, 

The Lover love, and be with reaſon Mad: Þ8 me pad Io. 
Not as of old Alcides faricas, ver. 

n bo wilder than his Bull did tear the Houſe, 

Xx (Hurling his Language with the Canvas Stone) 

"Twas _—_ the gf roar d 2 ſob' rer Tone. 

But ah, when thou thy ſorrow diaſt inſpire N 
With Paſſions, black as 5 hex dark Ae, * 228 
| Virgins as Sufferers have wept to ſee 8 8 
So white a Soul, ſo red a Cruelty; 

Dat hon haſt griev'd, and with unthought redreſs, 
= Dry'd their wet Eyes who now thy Mercy bleſs ; 
e: lth to loſe thy watry Jewel, when 
Foy wip'd it off, Langhter ſtrait ſprung't agen. 
RE MANow rauddy-cheeked Mirth with Roſie Hings, Comedies. 
Han, ev'ry brow with gladneſs, whilſt ſhe fangs The Spenith 
Delight to all, and the whole Theatre 3 
1 . . | UNO 
= A Feſtival in Heaven duth appear rous Lieutenant. 
8 Nothing but Pleaſure, Love, and (like the Morn) The Tamer 
Each face a general ſmiling doth adoru, * Tam d. 
˙wÜ(; Fear ye foul Speakers, that pronounce the Air Wie oc 
0 Stews and Shoars, I will inform you where how 
And how to cloath aright your wanton Wit, 
iibout ber naſty Baud attending it. 


Axcas. 
Bell ario. 


The cuſtom of 


Minerva might have ſpoke in Venus face; 

So well diſguisd, that *twas conceiv'd by none 
But: Cupick had Diana's Linen on; 

Ad all his naked Parts ſo vail d, © expreſs ©. 
De Shape with clowding the nucomlineſs ; 

Pat if this Reformation which we 

EKeceiv'a, had not been buried with thee, | 
De Stage (as this work) might have liv'd and lowd; 
Her Lines, the auſtere Scarlet had approvd, 
And tb Actors wiſely been from that Offence 
A clear, as they are now from Audience. 
Tus with thy Genius did the Scene expire, 
MVanting iby 3 and enliv' ning fire 
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Vieuu here a looſe Thought, ſaid with ſuch a Grace, * Country. 


c3 | That 
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. ! anger Amen rotten 
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| | : 55 
= +. That now (to ſpread a darkaeſs over all,) g 
1 Nothing remains but Poeſie to fall. 
And though from theſe thy Embers we receive 
Sore warmth, ſo much as may be ſaid, we live, 
That we dare praiſe thee, bluſhleſs, in the head 
Of 1 piece Hermes to Love er read, 
at We rejoice and glory in thy Wit, 
5 And feaſt each other with remembring it, 
That we dare ſpeak thy Thought, thy Ads recite: 
Tet all Men henceforth be Had zo Write. 


. 25 Rich. Lovelace. 
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e ON 
Maſter FO HN FLETCHER's 
Dramatical POEMS. 
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= Reat tutelary Spirit of the Stage ! 
2 Fletcher! I can fix nothing but my Rage 
Before thy Works, gainſt their officious Crime, 
Who print thee now, in the worſt Scene of Time, 
For me, uninterrupted hadſt thou ſlept 
Among the Holy Shades, and cloſe hadſi * 
The Myſtery of thy Lines, till Men might, be 
Taught how to Read, and then how to Read thee, 
But now thou art expos'd to th* common fate, 
Rewive then (mighty Soul!) and vindicat 
FHDom th Ages rude Aﬀronts thy injur d . 
Inſtruct the Envious, with how chaſte Flame 7 <8 
Thou warm'ſt the Lover; how ſeverely juſt 5 . 
Thou wert to puniſh, if he burnt to Luſt. 1 
With what a Tay de didſt the Maid adorn, | © 
But tempted, with how innocent a ſcorn. 
Hou Epid: mich Errors by thy Play 
Mere langh'd out of eſteem, ſo purg'd away. 
Hou to each Senſe thou ſo didſt Virtue fr, 
| That all grew Virtuous to be thought & have Wit. 
But this was much too narrow for thy Art, 
_ 4 hou didft frame Governments, eiveRing their part, 
Teach them how near to God, while juſt they be; 
Bat bow diſſolv d, ſtretch'd forth to Tyranny, 
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How Kingdoms, in their Channel, ſafely run, 
But rudely overflowing are undone. 
Though vulgar Spirits Poets ſcorn or hate : 


Man may beget, A Poet can create. : : 
Will. Habington. 


- UPON — 
Maſter FL ETC HE R's Dramatical 
WORKS. 


30 Wu, now the Stage 1s down, darſt thou appear, 
1 Bold Fletcher in this tott'ring Hemiſphear ? 
Yes ; Poets are like Palms, which . more weight 
Vou caſt upon them, grow more ſtrong and ſtrait, 
»Tis not Fove's Thunderbolt, nor Mars his Spear, 
Or Neptune's angry Trident, Poets fear. 
Had now grim Ben been breathing, with what rage, 
And high-ſwoln fury had He laſh'd this Age; 
Shakeſpear with Chapman had grown ad and torn 

Their gentle Sock, and lofty Buskins worn, 

To make their Muſe welter up to the Chin 

In blood; of faigned Scenes no need had been, 

England ite Lucian's Eagle with an Arrow 

Of her own Plumes piercing her heart quite thorow, 

Had been a Theater and ſubject fit 

To exerciſe in real Truths their Wit: 

Tet none like high-wing'd Fletcher had been found 

This Eagles Ay, Th to ſound, - 
Rare Fletcher's Quill had ſcar'd up to the Sky, 

And drawn down Gods to ſee the Tragedy: 

Live famous Dramatiſt, let every Spring | 

Make thy Bay flouriſh, and 72 Bourgeons bring: 

Aud ſince we cannot have Thee trod 0th Stage, 

We will applaud Thee in this, filent Page. 


. Howell, P. C. C. 


£* 


c4 On 


On the EDITION. 


Fetcher (whoſe Fame no Age can ever waſte ; 
Envy of ours, and glory of the laſt) 
Is now alive again; and with his Name 
| His ſacred Ajhes wak'd into a Flame; 
Such as before did by a ſecret Charm 
The wildeſt Heart ſubdue, the coldeſt warm, 
=. Aud lend the Lady's Eyes a power more bright, 
I _ Diſpenſing thus to either, Heat and Light. 5, 8 
| He to a Sympathy thoſe Souls betray'd 
Whom Love or Beauty never could perſwade'; 
; And in each mod d Spectator could beget 
A real Paſſion by a Counterfeit: i 
When firſt Bellario Bled, what Lady there 
. Did not for every drop let fall à Tear? 
; And when Aſpaſia wept, not any Eye 
But ſeem'd to wear the ſame ſad Livery ; 
By him inſpir'd the feign'd Lucina drew 
More ſtr eam, 0 melting Sorrow than the true; 
But then the Scornful Lady did beguile | 
7 heir eaſie Griefs, and teach them all to ſmile, © 
Thus he Affections could, or raiſe or lay; 
Love, Grief and Mirth thus did his Charms obey: 
He Nature taught her Paſſions to out-do, 
How to * the ald, and create new ; 
Which ſuch a happy likeneſs ſeem'd to bear, 
As if that Nature Art, Art Natare were. 
= : Yet all. had nothing been, obſcurely 75 8 
WE. -- In the ſume Urn wherein his Duſt hath ſlept, 1 CN 
| ; Nor had he ris' the Delphick Wreath to claim, ra 1 
Had not the dying Scene expir'd his Name; ao © 
Deſpair our joy hath doubled, he ii come, 
T brice welcome by this Poſt-liminium. _ 
His loſs preſerv'd him; They that ſilencd Wit, 
Are nom the Authors to Eternige i;; 
Thus Poets are in ſpight of Fate reviv' d, 
And Plays by Intermiſſion longer liv'd. 


Tho. Stanley, 
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W On the Edition of Mr. FR ANC IS 
= BEAUMONT', and Mr. FOHN 
FLETCHER's PLAYS, never Prin- 
ted before. 


. Jan amaz'd; and this ſame Extaſie 
0 Is both my Glory and Apology. 
Sober Joys are dull Paſſions ; they muſt bear 
Proportion to the Sabject: if ſo; where 
Beaumont and Fletcher ſhall vouchſafe to be 
hat Subject; That Joy muſt be Extaſie. 
== Fry is the Complexion of great Mits; 
The Fools Diſtemper: He, that's Mad by Fits, - 
Is wiſe ſo too. It is the Poets Maſe ; 
The Prophets God; the Fools, and my Excuſe. 
For (in Me) nothing /eſs than Fleteher's Name, 
Could have begot, or ja«ſtify'd this Flame, 
rom ay Return'd! methinks it ſhould not be. 
No, not in's Works ; Plays are as Dead as He. 
The Palate of this 5 guſts nothing High; 
That has not Caſtard in't, or Bawaery. 
Folly and Madneſs fill the Stage: The Scene 
Is Athens; where, the Guilty, and the Meun, 
The Fool ſcapes well enough; Learned and Great, 
Suffer an Oſtraciſine; ſtand Exulate, 
Hankind is fallin again, ſhrunk a Degree, 
A Step below his very Apoſtacy. 
Nature her Self is out of Tune; and S:ck 
Of Tumult and Diſorder, Lanatich. 
Yet what World would not cheerfully endure 
The Torture, or Diſeaſe, t' enjoy the Cure? 

This Book's the Balſam, and the Hellebore, 
Muſt preſerve Bleeding Nature, and reſtore 
Our Crazy Stupor to a juſt quick Senſe 
Both of Ingratitude, and Providence. 
That teaches us (at Once) to feele and know, 
Two deep Points: What we ant, and what we Owe. 
Yet Great Goods have their Ills: Should we Tranſmit 
To Future Times, the Pow'r of Love and Wit, 
In this Example: would they not combine, 
To make Our Imperfetions Their Deſign ? 
| They'd ſtady our Corruptions; and take more 
Care to be Il, than to be Good, before. For 


For nothing but ſo great Infirmit 
Could make Them Saks + ſack "Remedy. 
Have 7 not ſeen the Sun's Almighty Ray 
Reſcue th* affrighted World, and redeem Day 
From black Deſpair : how his victorious Beam 
Scatters the Storm, and drowns the petty flame 
Of Lightning, in the Glory of his Eye: 
How full of Pow'r, how full of Majeſty ? 
When to-#s Mortals, nothing elſe was known, 
But the ſad doubt, whether to burn, or drown. 
Choler, and Phlegme, Heat, and dull Ignorance, 
Have caſt he People into ſuch a Trance, 
That fears and danger ſeem: Great equally, 
And no diſpute left now, but how to die. 
Juſt in this nick, Fletcher ſets the World clear 
. Of all diſorder, and reforms us here. 
The formal Jouth, that knew no other Grace, 
Or Value, but his Title, and his Lace, | 
Glaſſes himſelf: and in this faithful Mirror, 
Views, diſapproves, reforms, repents his Error. 
The Credulous, bright Girl, that believes all 
Language, (in Oaths) if Good, Canonical, 
3 Is fers and taught, here, to beware 
. Of ev'ry ſpecious Bait, of ev'ry Snare 
Save one; and that ſame Caxtion takes her more, 
| Then all the flattery ſhe felt before. . 
3g ' She finds her Boxes, and her Thonghts betray'd 
2 By the Corruption of the Chamber- Maid; | 
Then throws her W: 1 and Diſſemblings by; 
And Vous nothing but Ingenuity. 
The ſevere States-man quits his ſullen Form 
Of Gravity and Burneſs ; The Lukewarm 
Religious his Neutrality ; The hot 32 : 
Brainſicł Illuminate his Zeal ; The Sot | 
' Srmnpidiy; The Soldier his Arrears; 
The Court its Confidence; The Plebs their Fears; 
Gallants their Apifhneſs and Perjury, +00 
Women their Pleaſure and Inconſtancy ; I 
Poets their Wine; the Uſurer his Pelf; NO) 
The World its Vanity; and I my Self. . 
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9 Dramatick PoE Mus of Mr. Joun FIETCHER. 


5 | 

ES a 4 
xx 7 0zder ! who's here? Fletcher, long buried 
uV Rewind? Tis be! he's riſen from the Dead. 


5 155 ig winding Sheet put off, walks above Ground, 
hates off his Fetters, and is better bound, 

NEE fl . | 
And may he not, if rightly underſtood, 

EE Prove Plays are lawful ? he hath made them Good, 
BE any Lover Mad? ſee here Loves Cure; 


EEUmarried? to a Wife he may be ſure 


3 
7 
"* 
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1 7 A rare one, For a Month; if ſhe diſpleuſe, 
De Spaniſh Curate gives a Writ of Eaſe. 
Hall the French Lawyer ſet you free again. 
F ibe two Fair Maids take it wondrous ill, 
1 That th* Lovers Progreſs ſtopt, and they defum d; 
Here's that makes Women Pleas'd, and Tamer Tam'd. 
A, Wit at ſeveral Weapons, or elſe die? 
Nice Valour and he doubts not to engage 
tate revenge on the Falſe One, and run | 
Ve Honeſt Man's Fortune, zo he unde f 
Or 1d Humerous Lieutenant: go 20 Sea 
(A Voyage for to tarve) he's very loath, 
of R 
Dat then the Loyal Subject may have leave 
1 4 . : - 
Die Creditor, diſcharge his Debts; Why ſo, 
Lince we can't pay to Fletcher 'what we owe. 
s' ben tbat the Pilgrims ſhall return from France. 


Eiguire The Cuſtom of the Country, hen 
One of the Inn, the other of the Mill,) 55 | 
But who then plays the Coxcomb, or will try 
De Noble Gentl'man, in Love's Pilgrimage, | | | 
Lite Knight of Maltha, or elſe Captain be 
ill we are all at Peace, to Swear an Oath, 
L he from Beggar's Bufh, and undeceive 
00% could bis Propheteſs but tell one Chance, 
And once more make this Kingdom, as of late, 


e Iſland Princeſs, and we celebrate 
Double Marriage; every one to bring 


"=p To Fletcher's Memory his offering, 

Dat thus at laſt unſequeſters the Stage, 
= brings back the Silver, aud the Golden Age. 
by Dn 


1 Robert Gardiner. 
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Mas of the celebrated Poets and Fellow- 
writers, FRANCIS BEAUMONT, 
and 7O HN FLETCHER, upon 
the Printing of their Excellent Dramatick 
POEMS. 


Di not, gentle Shades, the lowly Praiſe 
| Which here I tender your immortal Bays. 
Call it not Folly, but my Zeal, that I 
Strive to Eternize you that cannot dye, 
And though no Language rightly can commend 
What you have Writ, ſave what your ſelves have penn'd ; 
Tet let me wonder at thoſe curious ſtrains | 
(The rich Conceptions of your Twin-like Brains) 
Which drew the Gods attention; who admir*d 
Jo fee our Engliſh Stage by you inſpir'd. 
| Whoſe chiming Muſes never fail d to ſing 
A Soul-affeting Muſick ; raviſhing , 
Both Ear and Intellect, while you do each 
Contend with other who ſhall higheſt reach 
In rare Invention; Confledts that beget 
New ſtrange delight, to ſee two Fancies met, 
That could receive no foil: tuo Wits in growth 
So juſt, as had one Soul informed both, | 
T hence (Learned Fletcher) ſang the Muſe alone, 
As both had done before, thy Beaumont gone. 
In whom, as thou, had he out-liv'd, ſo he 
(Snateh'd firſt away) ſurvived ſtill in thee, | 
What theugh Diſtempers of the preſent Age 0 
Have baniſb'd your ſmooth Numbers from the Stage? 
You fhall be gainers by't; it er- confer p 
Jo th' making the vaſt World your Theater ; 
The Preſs ſhall give to every Man his part, 
Aud we will all be Actors; learn by heart 
Thoſe Tragick Scenes and Comick Strains you writ, 
Unimitable both for Art and Wit; © 525 
And at each Exit, as your Fancies riſe, 
Our Hands ſhall clap deſerved Plaudities. 


2 John Web. 
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To the Deſert of the AUTHOR in his 
moſt Ingenious Pieces. 


Tx» art above their Cenſure, whoſe dark Spirits 
Reſpect but Shades of things, and ſeeming Merits ; 


| That have no Soul, nor Reaſon to their Will, 


But Rime as ragged, as a Gander's Quill: 

Where Pride blows up the Error, and transfers 

Their Zeal in Tempeſts, that ſo widely errs. 

Like Heat and Air compreſt, their blind Defires 
Mix with their Ends, as raging Winds with Fires. 


Whoſe Ignorance and Paſſions, wear an Eye 


Squint to all parts of true Humanity, 

Il 5 Apocripha ſuits not their Vein: 
For Wit, oh ye! and Learning too; prophane | 
But Fletcher hath done Miracles by Wit, 
And one Line of his may convert them yet. 
Tempt them into the State of Knowledge, and 
Happineſs to read and underſtand. 
The way is ſtrou'd with Lawrel, and ev'ry Muſe 
Brings Incenſe to our Fletcher: whoſe Scenes infuſe 
Such noble kindlings from her pregnant fire, 
As charms her Critick Poets in deſire, 
And who doth read him, that parts leſs indu'd, 
Than with ſome heat of Wit or Gratitude. 
Some crowd to touch the Relique of hi Bays, 
Some to cry up their own Wit in his Praiſe, 


And think they engage it by Comparatives, 


When from himſelf, himſelf he beſt derives. 
Let Shakeſpear, Chapman, and applauded Ben, 
Wear the Eternal Merit of their Pen, 
Here I am Love-fick: and were [I to chuſe, 
A Miſtreſs corrival, tn Fletcher's Miſe. 


George Buck. 


On Mr. BEAUMONT. 
(Written preſently after his Death.) 
PEzumont hes here; and where now ſhall we have 
A Muſe like his to ſigh upon his Grave? 


41 none to weep this with à worthy Tear, 
But he that cannot, Beaumont, that lies here. 


Who 


Who nom ſhall pay thy Tomb with ſuch a Verſe 
As thou that Lady's didft, fair Rutland's Here? 
A Monument that will then laſting be, 
When all her Marble is mere Duft than ſhe. 

In thee all's loſt: a ſudden Dearth and Want 
Hath ſeiz'd on Wit, good Epitaphs are ſcant ; 
We dare not write thy Elegy, whilſt each fears 

He nt&er ſhall match that copy of thy Tears. 
Scarce in an Age a Poet, and yet he | 
Scarce lives the third part of his Ape to ſee, 
But quickly taken off and only known, 

Is in a Minute ſhut as ſoon as ſhown, 
Why ſhould weak Nature tire her ſelf in vain 
In ſuch a piece, to daſh it ſtrait again? 
Why ſhould ſhe take ſuch Work beyond her 5kill, 
Which when ſhe cannot perfect, ſhe muſt kill? 
Alas, what ist to temper Slime or Mire, 
But Nature's puzled when ſhe works in fire: 
Great Brains (like brighteſt Glaſs) crack ſtraight, while thoſe 
Of Stone or Wood hold out, and fear not blows. 55 
And we their Ancient hoary Heads can ſee 
I hoſe Wit was never their Mortality: 
Beaumont dies young, ſo Sidney did before, 
| There was not Poetry he could live to more, 
He could not grow up higher, I ſcarce know 
BF #W Art it ſelf unto that pitch could grow, 
Meret not in thee that hadſt arri d the height 3 
Of all that Wit could reach, or Nature might. 
O when I read thoſe excellent things of thine, 
Such Strength, ſuch Sweetneſs coucht in every Line, 
Such Life of Fancy, ſuch high choice of Brain, 
Nought of the Vulgar Wit or borrowed Strain, 
Such Paſſion, ſuch E xpreſſions meet my Eye, 
Such Wit untainted with Obſcentty, 
And theſe ſo unaffeftedly expreſid, 
All in a Language purely flowing areſt, 
And all ſo born within thy ſelf, thine own, 
So new, ſo freſh, ſo nothing trod upon. 
* not now that old Menander's Vein 
ruin d to ſurvive in thee aganʒ; 
Such in his time was he of the ſume piece, 
The ſmaoth, even natural Wit, and Love of Greece. 
Thoſe few ſententious Fragments fhew more worth, 
Than all the Poets Athens e'er —_— forth; 
And I am ſorry we have loſt thoſe hours | 
Ou them, whoſe quickneſs comes far ſhort of ours, 


Aud 


And dwell not more on thee, whoſe every Page 
May be a Pattern for their Scene and Stage. 

T will nos yield thy Works ſo mean a Praiſe; 
More pure, more chaſt, more ſainted than are Plays, 
Nor with that dull ſupineneſs to be read, 

To paſs a fire, or laugh an hour in Bed. 


Ho do the Muſes ſuffer every where, 


Taken in ſuch Months cenſure, in ſuch Ears, 
That *twixt a whiffe, a Line or two rehearſe, 
And with their Rheame together ſpaule a Verſe? 
This all a Poems leiſure after Play, 
Drink or Tobacco, it may keep the Day. 

Whilſt even their very Idleneſs they think 

Is loſt in theſe, that loſe their time in drink, 

Pity then dull we, we that better know, 

Will a more ſerious hour on thee beſtow, 

Why ſhould not Beaumont in the Aiorning pleaſe, 
As well as Plautus, Ariſtophanes? 
Who if my Pen may as my Thoughts be free, 
Were ſcurril Wits and Buffoens both to thee 

Tet theſe our Learned of ſevereſt Brow 

Will deign to look en, and to note them too, 

That will defie our own, tis Engliſh tuff, 

And th* Author is not rotten long enough. 

Alas what flegme are they, compared to thee, 
In thy Philaſter, and Maids Tragedy? 

Where's ſuch an humour as thy Beflus? pray 

Let them put all their Thraſoes in one Play, 
He fhall out-bid them; their conceit was poor, 
All in a Circle of a Bawd or Whore; 

Acox' ning Dance, take the Fool away, 

And not a good jeſt extant in a Play. 

Tet theſe are Wits, becauſe they're old, and now 
Being Greek and Latin, they are Learning too: 
But thoſe their own Times were content t allow 
A 15 Fame, and thine is loweſt now, ph 
But thou ſhalt live, and when thy Name is grown 
Six Ages 12 70 be better known, 

When thou'rt of Chaucer's ſtanding in the Tomb, 


Ton ſhalt not ſhare, but take up all his room. 


q NS." Joh. Earle. 


Upon 


NS, 


UP ON 
Mr. FLETcutr's Incomparable P Lars. 


HE Poet lives; wonder not how or wh 
Fletcher revives, but that he e er for rf dye 

Safe Mirth, full Language, flow in ev'ry Page, 

At once he doth both heighten and aſſwage; 

All Innucence and Wit, pleaſant and clear, 

Nor Church nor Laws were ever LibePd here; 

But fair deductions drawn from his great Brain, 

Enough to 1 * all that's Falſe or Vain; 

He ſcatters Wit, and Senſe ſo freely flings, 

That very Citizens ſpeak handſome things, 

Teaching their Wives ſuch unaffected Grace, 

Their Looks are now as handſome as their Face, 

Nor n this violent, he ſteals upon 

The yielding Soul until the Phrenſie's gone; 

His very Launcings do the Patient pleaſe, 

As when good Muſick cures a Mad Diſeaſe. 
Small Poets rifle him, yet think it fair, | 
Becauſe they rob a Man that well can ſpare ; 
They feed upon him, owe hins every bit, 

They're all but Sub-Exciſemen of his Wit. 


an 
Mr. FRANCIS BEAUMONT. 
(Then newly Dead.) 


HE that hath ſuch Acuteneſs, and ſuch Wit, 
As would ast ten good Heads to Husband it; 
He that can write ſo well that no Man dare 
Refuſe it for the beſt, let him beware: - 
| Beaumont zs dead, by whoſe ſole Death appears, 
Wit's a Diſeaſe conſumes Men in few Tears: 


Rich. Corbet, D. D. 


— — 
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Io my Friend 
Maſter FOHN FLETCHER, upon 
| his Faithful Shepherdeſs. 


Know too well, that, no more than the Man 
That Travels through the burning Deſarts, can 

When he is beaten with the raging Sun, 

Half ſmother'd in the Dae, have power to run 

From a cool River, which himſelf doth find, 

E'er he be ſlak'd; no more can he whoſe Mind 

Joys in the Muſes, hold from that delight, 

When Nature, and his full Thoughts bid him write : 

Tet wiſh I thoſe whom I for Friends have known, 

To ſing their Thoughts to no Ears but their own, 

Why ſhould the Man, whoſe Wit ne er had a ſtain, 
pon the publitk Stage preſent his Vein, 

And make a thouſand Men in Fudgment ſit, 

To call in queſtion his undoubted u, 

Scarce two of which can underſtand the Laws 

Which they fhould judge by, nor the Parties cauſe* 

Among the rout there is not one that hath 

In his own cenſure an explicite Faith; 

One company knowing they judgment lack, 

Ground their belief on the next Man in black: 

Others, on him that makes ſigns, and is mute, 

Some like as he does in the faireſt ſuit, 

He as his Miſtreſs doth, and fhe by chance: 

Nor want there thoſe, who as the Buy doth Dance 

Between the Ads, will cenſure the whole Play; 

Some if the Wax-lights be not new that day; 

But multitudes there are whoſe Fudgment goes 
Fa thi according to the Actors Cloaths. 
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For this, theſe publick things and I, agree, 
So ili, that but to do à right for thee, 
I had not been perſwaded to have hurl d 
Theſe few, ill ſpoken Lines, into the World, 
Both to be read, and cenſur'd of by thoſe, 
Whoſe very reading makes Verſe ſenſleſs Proſe 
Such as muſt ſpend above an hour, to 8 
A Challenge on a Poſt, to know it well: 
But ſince it was thy hap to throw away 
Much Wit, for which the People did not pay, 
Becauſe they ſaw it not, I not diſlike-... 
This ſecond Publication, which my ſtrike 


Their 


b 


Their Conſciences, to ſee the thing they ſcorn'd, 
Jo be with ſo much Wit and Art adorn d. 
Beſides one vantage more in this I ſee, 
Pur Cenſurers now muſt have the Quality 
Of reading, which I am afraid is more 
Than half your ſhrewdeſt Judges had before. 


Fr. Beaumont. 


9 F 5 . : "44 
To the worthy Aur no, 
* ö 


Mr. FOHN FLETCHER, upon : 
his Faithful Shepherdeſs. | 


'F HE wiſe, and many-headed Bench that fits 
Upon the Life and Death of Plays, and Wits, 
(Compos'd of Gameſter, Captain, Knight, Knight's Man, 
Lady, or Puſill, that wears Mask or Fan, 
Velvet, or Taffata Cap, rank'd in the dark 
With the Shops Foreman, or ſome ſuch brave Spark, 
T hat may judge for his Six-pence) had, -before 
They ſaw it half, damn'd thy whole Play, and more, 
Their Motives were, ſince it had not to do 
With Vices, which they look'd for, and came to. 
I, that am glad, thy Innocence was thy Guilt, 
And wiſh that all the Muſes Blood were ſpilt 
In ſuch a Martyrdom, 20 vex their Eyes, 
Do Crows thy murdered Poem: which ſhall riſe 
A glorified work to Time, when Fire, ; 
Or Mothes ſhall eat, what all theſe Fools admire. 


hg | Ben. Johnſon. 
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To Mr. FRANCIS BEAUMONT, 
(Then living.) 


14? I ds love thee Beaumont, aud zby Muſe, 
1 That unto me doſt ſuch Religion aſe | 
Flow I do fear my ſelf, that ain aot worth 
. The leaſt iadalgent Thought thy Pen drops furth! 
At once thou mak'ſt me happy, and unmaRkft; 
And giving largely to me, more thou tat ti. 
=. hat Fate is mine, that fo it ſelf bereaues! , 
=. I bai Art is thine, that jo thy Friend deceives?. 


ben 


*% 


6 Die 
When even there where moſt thou praiſeſt me 
Fir Writing better, I maſt envy 15 : | 


BEN. JoHNnsoN, 


— TS. 
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UPON 
Maſter FLETCHER'Ss Incomparable PLA s. 


AFello fings, his Harp reſounds; give room, 

For now behold the golden Pomp is come, 
Thy Pomp of Plays which thouſands come to ſee, 
2 admiration both of them and thee : 
O Volume worthy Leaf, by Leaf and Cover 
To be with juice of Cedar waſh'd all over ; 
Here's Words with Lines, and Lines with Scenes conſent, 
To raiſe an Ad to full Aſtoniſhment; 
Here melting Numbers, words of Power to move 
Young Men to ſwoon, and Maids to die for Love. 
Lowe lies a bleeding here, Evadne there 
Swells with brave Rage, yer comely every where, 
Here's a Mad Lover; there that high deſign 
King and no King (and the rare Plot thine ;) 
So that whene'er we circumvolve our Eyes, - 
Such rich, ſuch freſh, ſuch ſweet Varieties, 
Raviſh our Spirits, that entranc d we ſee 


None writes Love's Paſſion in the World, like thee. 
Rob. Herrick. 


On the happy Collection of Mr. FLETCHER's 
 __» Worxs, never before Printed. 
H Letcher ariſe, Uſurpers ſhare thy Bays, . 
F They Canton thy — ts 70 build ! Plays: 
Fle comes] his Volume breaks through Clouds and Duſt, | 
Down, little Wits, ye muſt refund, ye muſt, | 
Nor comes he private, here's great Beaumont two ; 
Hou could one ſingle World eacompaſs too? 
For theſe Co-heirs had equal Power to teach 
All that all Wits both can and cannot reach. 
Shakeſpear was early up, and went ſo dreſk _ 
As for theſe dawning hours he knew was beſt; 
But hen the Sun fhone forth, You Two theaght fit 
To wear juſt Robes, and leave off Trunk-hoſe-Wit. 
Nm, now 'twas Perfeck; none muſt luk for New, 
Manners aud Scenes may alter, * not Lou; K 
. I | "op 
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For yours are not meer Humorous, gilded ftrains ; 
The Faſhion loſt, your maſſy Senſe remains, 

Some think your Wits of two Complexions fram'd, 
That one the Sock, th' other the Buskin claim' d; 
That fhould the Stage Embattle all its force, 
Fletcher would lead the Foot, Beaumont the Horſe, 
But, you were Both for Both; not Semi-wits, 
Each Piece is wholly Two, yet never ſplits: 

T'are not two Faculties (and one Soul ſtill, 
He th' Underſtanding, zhox the quick free Will; 
But, as two Voices in one Song embrace, 
(Fletcher's keen Trebble, and deep Beaumont's Baſe) 
Two, full, Congenial Souls; ſtill both prevaiÞd; 
His Muſe and thine were Quarter'd, zb. Impal'd: 
Both brought your Ingots, both toil'd at the Mint, 
Beat, melted, ſifted, till no droſs fluck in't, | 
| Then in each others Scales weigh'd every Grain, 
Then ſmooth'dand burniſh d, then weigh'd all again, 
Stampt both your Names upon't at one hold hit, 
Then, then "twas Coin, as well as Bullicu-Wit. 
Thus Twins : But as when Fate one Eye deprives, 
That other ſtrives to double which ſurvives: 
So Beaumont A.: yer left in Legacy 
His Rules and Standard mit (Fletcher) to thee. 
Still the ſame Planet, though not fil d ſo ſoon, 
A Two-born'd Creſcent then, now one Full- moon. 
Joint Love before, now Honour doth provoke ; 
So th old Tuin- Giants forcing a huge Oak, 
One ſlip'd his fuuring, th" other ſees him fall, 
Graſp'd the whole Tree and ſingle held up all. 
Imperial Fletcher! here begins thy Reign, 
Scenes flow like Sun-beams from thy glorious Brain, 
Thy ſwift diſpatching Soul no more doth ſlay 
Than he that built two Cities in one day; 
Ever brim-full, and ſometimes running oer 
Jo feed poor languid Wits that wait at Door, 
Who creep and creep, yet ne er above-ground ſtood, 
(For Creatures have mo Feet which have leaſt Blobd) 
But thou art ſtill that Bird of Paradiſe 
Which hath no feet, aud ever nobly flies: 
Rich, luſty Senſe, ſuch as the Poet ought, 
For Poems if not Excellent, are Naught; 
Low Wit in Scenes? in ſtate a Peaſant goes; 
Tf mean and flat, let it foot Fei Prob. | 
That ſuch may ſpell as are not Readers grown, 
"To whom be that writes Wit, ſhews he hath none. 


| Brave 


Brave Shakeſpeat flow'd, yet had his Ehbings too, 
497 above himſelf, ſometimes below, * 
hou always beſt ; if onght ſeem'd to decline, 
*Twas the unjudging Ront's miſtake, not thine: 
Thus thy fair Shepherdeſs, which the bold heap 
(Falſe to themſelves and thee) did prize ſo cheap, 
Was found (when underſtood) fit to be Crows'd, 
At worſt twas worth two hundred thouſand Pound. 
Some blaſt thy Works leſt we ſhould track their Walk, 
Where they ſteal all thoſe few good things they talk; 
Wit- Burglary 2 chide thoſe it feeds on, © 
For plunder'd folks ought 10 be raiPd upon; 
But (as ſtoln Goods goes 4 at half their warth) oe 
Thy ſtrong Seuſe palls when they purloin it forth. 
When didft thou borrow? where's the Man &er read 
Ought begg'd by Thee from thoſe Alive or Dead? 
Or from dry Goddeſſes, as ſome who when 
They ſtuff their Page with Gods, turite worſe than Mes; 
Thou waſt thine own Muſe, and hadſt ſuch vaſt odds 
Thou out-writ'ſt him whoſe Verſe made all thoſe Gods: 
Sarpaſſing thoſe our Dwarfiſh Age up-rears, 
As much as Greeks or Latines thee in Tears : 
Thy Ocean Fancy knew nor Banks nor Damms, 
22 ebb down dry to Pebble-HAnagrams; 
Dead and in 7275 all deſpairing ſit 
Loſt to behold this great Relapſe of Wit: 
What ſtrength remains, is like that (wild and fierce) 
Till Johnſon made good Poets and right Verſe, 
Such boyſProas Trifles thy Muſe would not brook, 
Save when ſhe'd ſhow how ſcurvily they look ; 
No ſavage Metaphors (things rudely Great) 
Thou doſt diſplay, not butcher a Conceit; 
Thy Nerves have Beauty, which Invades and arms; 
Looks like a Princeſs harneſs d in bright Arms. © 
Nor art thou Loud and Cloudy; thoſe that do 
Thunder ſo much, do't without Lightning too; 
Tearing themſelves, and almiſt ſplit their Brain 
To render harſh what thou ſpeak'ſt free and clean; 
Such gloomy Senſe may paſs # High and Proud, 
But true- born Wit ſtill flies above the Cloud; 
Thou know'ſt tas Impotence what they call Height; 
ho bluſters ſtrong i tb Dark, but creeps i th Light, 
And as thy Thoughts were clear, ſo, Innocent; 
Thy Phancy gave no unſwept Language vent; 
Slaunder'ft not Laws, prophas'ft uo holy Page, 
A. if thy Father's Croſier au d the Stage ;) 


d 3 High 


High Crimes were ſtill arraign'd, tho” they made ſhift 

To proſper out raking vt bs. 4 2 F 2 | 

All's ſafe, and wiſe; uo ſtiff-affedted Scene, 

Mor ſwoln, mor flat, a true full natural Vein; 
Thy Senſe (like well-areſt Ladies) cloath'd as gtiun d, 

Not all unlac d, nor City-ſtarch'd and pinu'd; 

Thou hadſt no Sloath, no Rage, no ſullen Fit, 

But Strength and Mirth, Fletcher*s à Sanguine Wit. 
Thus, two great Conſul- Poets all things ſway d, 

Till all was Fnglit Born or Engliſh Made: 3 

Mitre and Coife here into One Piece ſpun, 

Beaumont @ Judge's, this a Prelate's Son. 

What ſtrange Production is at laſt diſplay'd, 

(Got by two Fathers, without Female aid) 

| Behold, to Maſculines eſpous'd each other, 

Wit aud the World were born without a Mother, 


J. Berkenhead. 
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ON THE | 
WORKS of BEAUMONT and 
FLETCHE R, now at length Printed. 


(Ge Pair of Authors, whom one equal Star 
| Begot ſo like in Genius, that you are 

In Fame, as well as Writings, both ſo knit, 

That no Man knows where i divide your Wit, 

Mach leſs your Praiſe; you, who had equal Fire, 

And did each other mutually inſpire; 

Whether one did Contrive, the other Write, 

Or one fram'd the Plot, the other did Indite? 

Whether one found the Matter, th' other Dreſs, 

Or the one diſpoſed what th” other did expreſs? 

here: e er your Parts between your ſelves lay, we, 

Tz all things which you did but one Toread ſee, 

So evenly drawn out, ſo gently ſpan, 

That Art with Nature ne er 4, mother run. 

Where ſhall I fix my Praiſe then? or what part 

Of all your numerous Laboars hath deſert 

\ More to be fam'd than other? Shall J ſay, 

Te met 4 Lover ſo drawn in your Play, 

So paſſionately written, ſo iuam d, 

So jealouſiy inrag*d, then gently tam'd, 

That I in reading have the Perſun ſeen, 

And your Pen hath part Stage and Adtor been? Or 


—— 
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4 fall T ſay, that I can ſcarce forbear 

o clap, when Ja Captain dv meet there, 

So lively in his own vain Humour dreſt, 

So braggingly, and like himſelf expreſt, 
That modern Cowards, when they ſaw bim play'd,- 
Saw, blujh'd, departed guilty, and betraya? 
You wrote all Parts right j whatſoe'er the Stage 
Had from you, was ſeen there as in the Age, 
And had their equal Life: Vices which were 
Aanzers abroad, did grow corrected there: 
They who poſſeſt a Box, and half Crown ſpent © 
To learn Obſceneneſs, returned innocent, 

And thank d you for this Cox nage, whoſe chaſte Scene 
' Taught Loves ſo noble, ſa reforid, ſo clean, 
That they who brought foul fires, andthither came 
70 bargain, went thence with a holy flame. 

Be't to your Praiſe too, that your Stoch aud Vein 
Held both to Tragick and to Comick Strain; 
heren er you liſted to be high and grave, 

No Buskin fhew'd more ſolemn, no Quill gave 
Such feeling Objects to draw Tears from Eyes, 

: Sectators ſate part in your Tragedies. 

. And where you liſted to be low and free, 

5 Aſirth turn'd the whole Houſe into Comedy; 
7 So piercing (where you pleasd) hitting a fault, 
That Humours from your Pen iſſued all Salt. 
Nor were you thus in Works and Poems knit, 

As to be but two halfs, aud make one Wit; 

But as ſome things we ſee, have double cauſe, 
Aud yet the effect it ſelf.from both whole draws ; 
So though you were thus twiſted and combin'd 
- two Bodies, to wo one fair oo 
let if we praiſe you rightly, we muſt ſa 

Both 7 7 wy both $7 wholly make ihe Play, 
For that you could write Sings we may gueſs 
2 the divided pieces which the Preſs 

Jath ſeverally ſent forth; nor were gone ſo 

(Like ſome out Modern Authors) made to go 

Oz meerly by the help of th other, bo 

To purchaſe Fame do come forth one of tuo; 

Nor wrote you ſo, that one's part was to lick 
The other mto Shape, nor did one ſtick 

The others cold Inventions withſuch Wit, 
As ſerv'd like Spice, to make them quick and, fit ; 
Nor out of mutual Want, or Emptineſs, | 


Did you conſpire to go ſtill Twins 1 7% Preſt, 
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But what thus joined you wrote, might have come forth 
good from each, aud ſtored with the ſame worth 
hat thus united them, you did join Senſe, 
2 you *twas League, in others Impotence ; 
And the Preſs which both thus nog us ſends, 
Sends us one Poet in a pair of Friends. 


Jaſper Maine. 


UPON 
The Report of the Printing of the Dramatical | 
Po RMS of Maſter Joun FILETCBER, 


collected before, and now {et forth in one 
Volume. N 5 


Hough when all Fletcher writ, and the entire 
1 Alan was indulged unto that ſacred fire, | 
His Thoughts, and his Thoughts dreſs, * both ſuch, 
That iwas his happy fault to do too much; 
Who therefore wiſely did ſubmit each Birth 
To knowing Beaumont e'er it did come forth, 
Working again until he ſaid *twas fit, 
And made him the ſobriety of his Wit ; 
Though thus he callid his 340 e into his Fame, 
And fur that aid allou'd him Jalf the name, 
*Tis known, that ſometimes he did ſtand alone, 
* - That both the Spunge and Pencil were his own; 
* | That himſelf judged himſelf, could fingly do, 
And was at laſt Beaumont and Fletcher 200: 
Eliſe we had loſt his Shepherdeſs, à piece 
Even and ſmouth, ſpun from a finer fleece, 
Where 4 reigus, where Paſſious Paſſions greet, 
"IR Gentle aud high, as floods of Balſam meet. 
i -* Where areſi'd in white Expreſſions, fit bright Loves, 
Drawn, like their faireſt Queen, by milky Doves ; 
A piece, which Johnſon in a Rapture bid 
Come up a glorif'd Work, and ſo it did, 
Elſe had his Muſe ſet with his Friend; the Stage 
Had miſs'd thoſe Poems, which yet take the Age; 
The World had loſt thoſe rich Exemplars, where 
Art, Language, Wit, fit ruling in one Sphear, 
Where the freſh matters ſoar above old Themes, 
As Prophets Raptures do above our Dreams; 
Where in a worthy ſcorn he dares refuſe 


All other Gods, and males the thing his Muſe; - > - 
25 f Where ; 


Where he calls Paſſions up, and lays them ſo, 
As Spirits, aw'd by him to come and go ; 
Where the free Author did what-eer he would, 
And nothing wild but what a Poet ſhould. 

No vaſt uncivil bulk ſwells any Scene, 
The Strength's Ingenious, and the Vigour Clean; 
None can prevent the Fancy, and ſee through 
At the firſt Opening; all ſtund wondring . 

The thing will be until it is; which thence 

With freſh Delight ſtill cheats, ſtill takes the Senſe ; 
The whole Defign, the Shadows, the Ligbi's ſuch 
That none can ſay he ſhews or hides too much: 

Buſineſs grows 55 ripened by Juſt encreaſe, 

And by as juſt Degrees again doth ceaſe, 

The Heats and Minutes of Affairs are watch'd, 
And the nice Points of Time are met, andſuatch'd: 
Nought later than it ſhould, nought comes before; 
Chymiſts, und Calculators do err more: 

Sex, Age, Degree, Affections, Country, Place, 

The inward Subſtance, and the outward Face; 

All kept preciſely, all exactly fit, | 

What he would Write, he was before he Writ. 

*Twix'd Johnſon's Grave, and Shakeſpear's lighter Sound, 
His Muſe ſo ſteer d, that ſomething ſtill was found, 
Nor this, nor that, nor both, but 72 his own, 
That *twas his Mark, and he was by it known, 
Hence did he take true Fudgments, hence did ſtrike 
All Pallates ſame way, though not all alike : 
The God of Numbers might his Numbers Crown, 

And liſtning to them wiſh they were his own. 

Thus welcome forth, what Eaſe, or Wine, or Wit 
Darſt yet produce, that is, what Fletcher writ, - 


ANOTHER 


Fletcher, though ſome call it thy fault, that Wit 
So 6verflow'd thy Scenes, that e er tas fit 

To come upon the Stage, Beaumont was fain 

To bid thee be more dull, that's write again, 

And bate ſome of thy Fire, which from thee came 
In à clear, bright, full, but too large a Flame; 
And after all (finding thy Genius ſuch) : 
That blunted, and allay' d, *twas yet too much; 
Aaded his ſober Spunge, and did contract 

Thy Plenty to leſs Wit to male t exact; 
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Yet we through his Corredions could ſee 
Much Treaſure in thy ſuperfluity, 
IWhich was ſo fil d away, as when we do 
Cut Jewels, that that's loſt is Fewel too: 
Or as Men uſe to waſh Gold, which we know 
By loſing makes the Stream thence Wealthy grow, 
| They who do on thy Works ſeverely fit, © 
And call thy flore the Over- Births of Wit, 
Say thy Miſcarriages were rare, and when 
Thou wert ſuperfluous, that thy fruitful Pex 
Had no fault but abundance, which did lay 
Out in one Scene what might well ſerve a Play; 
And hence do grant, that what they call Exceſs 
Was to be reckon'd as thy happineſs, | 
From whom Wit iſſued in a full Spring-tide * 
Much did inrich the Stage, much flow'd beſide, 
For that thou couldſt thine awn free Fancy bind 
In ſtricter Numbers, and run ſo confin'd | 
As to obſerve tho Rules of Art, which ſway 


In the contrivance of a true born Play: 


* 


Theſe Works proclaim, which thou didſt writs reti d 


From Beaumont, by none but thy ſelf inſpir'd; 
Where we ſee 'twas not Chance that made them hit, 
Nor were thy Plays the Lotteries of Wit, 
But like to Durer s Pencil, which firſt knew 

| The Laws of Faces, and Fj Faces drew : 


Thou know'ſt the Air, the Colour, and the Place, 


The Symetry, which gives a Poem Grace: 
Parts are ſo fitted unto Parts, as do 


| Shew thou hadſt Mit, and Mathematicks too 
Knew'ſt where by Line to ſpare, where to diſpence, 


And didſt beget Ju Comedies from thence : 
Things unto which thou didſt ſuch Life bequeath, 


That they (their own Black-Friers) #nadted breath. 


1 hath writ things laſting, and Divine, 

et his Love- Scenes, Fletcher, . zo thine, 
Are cold and froſty, and eæpreſt Love ſp, *« 
As Heat with Ice, or warm Fires mix d with Snow . 
Thou, as if firuck with the ſame generous Darts, * 
Which burn and reign in noble Lovers Hearts, 
Haſt cloath'd A fections in ſuch native tires, 
And ſo deſcribd them in their own true Fires 
Such moving ſighs, ſuch undiſſembled tears, 


Oo 
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Such charms of Language, ſuch hopes mix d withfears , 


Such Grants after Denials, ſuch Parſuits 
After Deſpair, ſuch amorous Recruits, 


"05: 
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That ſome who ſate Spectators have confeſs 
Themſelves transform'd to what they ſaw expreſ}, 
And felt ſuch ſhafts ſteal through their captiv'd Sexſe, 
As made them riſe Parts, aud go Lovers thence, 
Nur was thy Stile wholly compos d of Groves, 

Or the ſoft Strains of Shepherds and their Loves; 
pen thou would'ſt Comicſ be, each ſmiling Birth 
In that kind, came into the World all Mirth, 

All point, all edge, all ſharpneſs; we did fit 

Sometimes five Acts ont in pure Jprightfel Wit, 
Which flow'd m ſuch true Salt, that we did doubt 

In which Scene we laugh d moſt two Shillings out. 
Shakeſpear 20 thee was dull, whoſe beſt Feſt lies 
Tih' Ladies queſtions, and the Fools replies; 

Old faſhion'd Wit, which ald from Town to Town, 
In turn'd Hoſe, which our Fathers call'dthe Cloun; 
Whoſe Wit our nice times would Obſceneneſs call, 
And which made Bawary paſs for Comical : 

Nature was all his Art, thy Vein was free 

As his, but without his ſcurrility . 

From whom Mirth came unforc'd, no Feſt perplex'd, 
But without labour clean, chaſt, and unvex'd, © 
Thou wert not like ſome, our ſmall Poets who 

Could not be Poets, were not we Poets too; 

Whoſe Wit is pilfring, and whoſe Vein and Wealth 
In Poetry Iyes meerly in their ſtealth ; | 
Nor a thou feel their drought, their pangs, 
Their rack in Writing, who do write for Alms, 
Whoſe wretched Genins, and dependent Fires, 
But to their Benefactors Dole aſpires. | 
Nor hadſt thou m Trick, thy ſelf to praiſe 
Under thy Friends Names; or to parchuſe Bays 
Didſt write ſtale Commenaations to thy Book, 
Which we for Beaumont's or Ben Johnſon's root: 
That Debt thou leffft to us, which none but he 
Can truly pay, Fletcher, who writes like thee, 


their qualms, 


e William Cartwright. 
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TO THE 
Memory of Maſter FLETCHER, 


Here's nothing gain d by being Witty : Fame 
Gathers but Wind to blather-ap-a Name. 7; 
Orpheus muſt leave his Lyre, or if it be 
In Heav'n, tit there a Sign, no Harmony; 
And Stones, that Felle him, may nou become 
Now Stones again, and ſerve him for his Tomb. 
The Theban Linus, that was ably skill'd 
In Muſe and Muſick, was by Phoebus lla, 
_ Though Phœbus did beget him: ſure his Art 
Had merited his Balſam, not his Dart. 
But here Apollo's Fealouſie is ſeen, 
The God of Phyſick's troubled with the Spleen ; 
Like timorous Kings he puts a period 
To high grown Parts, left he ſhould be no God, 
Hence thoſe great Maſter-Wits of Greece, that gave 
$ Te io tbe 2 could not avoid a Grave. 
XX Hence the inſpired Prophets of ald Rome, 
| Too great for Earth, 44 to Elizium. 
But the ſame Oſtraciſime benighted one, 
To whom all theſe were but Illuſion ; 
It took our Fletcher hence, Fletcher, whoſe Wit 
Was not an Accident to the Soul, but it; 
. Only diſfusd. (Thus we the ſame Sun call, 
| Mowing &th* Sphere, and ſhining on a Wall.) 
Wit, fo high plac d at firſt, it could not climb, 
Wit, that ne er grew, but only ſhow'd by time. 
No fire-work of Sack, no ſeldom ſhown | 
1 Poetick Rage, but ſtill in Motion: 
8 And with 7. more than Spherick Excelleuce 
f I mov'd, for *twas its own Intelligence. + 
Fe ſo obvious to Senſe, ſo plain, 
ond ſcarcely think't ally d unto the Brain: 
So ſweet, it gain d more ground upon the Stage 
Than Johnſon with his ſelf-admiring rage 
E'er loſt: and then ſo naturally it fell, 
That Fools would think, that they could do as well, 
This is our loſs: yet ſpight of Phœbus, we 
Will keev our Fletcher, for his Wit is He. 
ys 
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Upon the ever to be Admired Mr. JZOaHN 
FLETCHER, and his PLAYS. 


W Hat's all this Preparation for? or wh | 
Such ſudden Triumphs? Fletcher, tbe People cry! 
Juſt ſo, when Kings approach, our Conduitsrun 
Claret, as here the Spouts flow Helicon; 
See, every ſprighful Muſe dreſs'd trim and gay 
Strews Herbs, and ſcatters Roſes in his way. 
Thus th* outward Tard ſet round with Bays u have ſeen, 
l hich from the Garden hath tranſplanted been: 
Thus, at the Prætor's Feaſt, with needleſs coſts 
Some muſt V' employ'd in Painting of the Poſts: 
And ſome, as Diſhes made for fight, not taſte, 
Stand here as things for Shew to Fletcher's Feaſt, 
Oh what an Honour] what a Grace 't had been 
7 have had his Cook in Rollo ſerv'd them in! 
Fletcher zhe King of Poets ! ſuch was he, 
That earn'd all Tribute, claim d all Soveraignty ; 
And may he that denies it, learn to bluſh 
At's Loyal Subject, ſtarve at's Beggar's Buſh : 

And if not drawn by Example, Shame, nor Grace, 
Turn over tog Coxcomb, and the Wild-Gooſe Chaſe. 
Monarch of Ii it] great Magazine of Wealth! 

From whoſe rich Bank, by a Promethean-ſtealth, 

Our leſſer Flames do blaze! His the true Fire, 

When they like Gloworms, being touch'd, expire. 

"Twas firſt beliew'd, becauſe he always was, 

The Ipſe dixit, and Pythagoras 

To our Diſciple-Wits; his Soul might run | 

(By the ſame Dream't-of Tranſinigration) 7 
Into their rude and indigeſted Brain, | 

| 
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And ſo inform their Chaos lamp again 

For many ſpectons Brats of this laſt Age 

Spoke Fletcher perfectly in every Page. 

This rou'd his Rage to be abuſed thus: 

Made's Lover Mad, Lieutenant Humerous. / 
Thus Ends of Gold and Silver-Men are made 
(As th uſe to ſay) Goldſmiths of bis own trade; 
Thus Rag-Men from the Dungbil often hop, 
And publiſh forth by chance a Broker's Shop: 

But by his own Light, now, we have deſcry'd 

The Droſs, frum that hath been ſo purely try'd. 

Proteus of Wit! who reads him doth not ſee 

The Manners of each Sex, of each Degree 


His 


His full ſtor d Fancy, doth all humour, All, 

From th* Queen of Corinth te the Maid o'th* Mill ; 

His Curate, Lawyer, Captain, Propheteſs | 

Shew he was all and every one of theſe; 

He taught (ſo ſubtly were their Faxcies ſeid d) 

To Rule a Wite, and yet the Women pleas'd. 
Parnaſſus 7s thine own, Claim't as Aderit, 


Law makes the Elder Brother to iuberit. 
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G. HILLS. 


. In Honour of . x | 
Mr. FOHN FEETCH'ER. 


9 O Fletcher now preſents to Fame 
His alone ſelf and unpropt Name, 

As Rivers, Rivers entertain, 

But ſtill fall fingle into th* Main; 

So doth the Moon in Conſort ſhine 

Yet flaws alone into its Mine, | 

And though her Light be jointly thrown, 

When ſhe makes ſilver tis her owns 
Perhaps his Quill flew ſtronger, when 

"Twas weaved with his Beaumont*s Pex; f 

And might with deeper wonder hit, 

It could not ſpeu more his, more Wit; 

So Hercules came by Sex and Love, 

When Pallas ſprang from ſingle Jove ; 

He t00k his Beaumont for Embrace, 

Not to grow by him, and increaſe, 

Nor for Support did with him tine, 

He was his Friend's Friend, not his Fine. 

His Wit with Wit he did not twiſt 

To be aſſiſted, but t aſſiſt. | 

And who could ſuccour him, whoſe 92 * 

Did both run Senſe, and Senſe diſtill? 

Had Time and Art int, und the while © 

Slid even as theirs wh are only Style, 

Whether his chance did caſt it fo 

Or that it did like Rivers flow ; 
| Becauſe it muſt, or whether *twere 

A ſmootbneſs from his File and Ear, 

Not the moſt ſtrict enquiring Nail 

Cord e er find where his piece did fail 

Of entire Oneneſs; ſo the Erame, 


Was Compoſition, yet the ſame. Heu 
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How does he breed his Brother? and 
Male Wealth and Eſtate underſtand? 
Sutes Land to Wit, makes Luck match Merit, 
And makes an Eldeſt fitly inherit: 
How was he Ben, when Ben did write 
To th Stage, not to his Fudge endite? 
How did he do what Johnſon did, 
And Earn what Johnſon wox'd have ſaid? 


Jos. How of Trin. Coll. Oxon. 


Maſter JOHN FLETCHER his Drama- 


| tical WORKS now at laſt Printed. 


7 | Could praiſe Heywood now : or tell how long, 
4 Falſtaffe from cracking Nuts hath kept the throng : 
But for a Fletcher, I maſt take an Age, 
And ſcarce invent the Title for one Page. | 
Gods muſt create new Spheres, that ſhould expreſs 
The ſev'ral Accents, Fletcher, of thy Dreſs : 
The Pen of Fates ſhould only write thy Praiſe; 
And all Elizium for thee turn to Bays. 
Thou feltſt no pangs of Poetry, ſuch as they, 
Who the Heav'ns quarter ſtill before a Play, 
And ſearch the Ephemerides to find, ho 
When the Aſpect for Poets will be kind. 
Thy Poems ( ſacred Spring) did from thee flow, 
With as much pleaſure, as we read them now. 
Nor need we only take them up by fits, 
When Love er Phyfick hath diſeas'd our Wits ; 
Or conſtrue Engliſh #9 unty a not,, : 
Hid in a Line, far ſubtler than the Plot. 
With thee the Page may cloſe his Ladies Eyes, 
And yet with thee the ſerious Student Riſe : 
The Eye at ſev'ral angles darting Rays, 
Male, and then ſees, new Colours; ſo thy Plays 
To ev'ry Underſtanding ſtill appear, 
As if thou only meant ſt to take that Ear; 
The Phraſe ſo terſe and free of a juſt Poiſe, 
Where every word has weight and yet no Noiſe, 
The Matter too ſo nobly fit, no leſs _ 
Than ſuch as only could deſerve thy Dreſs: 
Witneſs thy Comedies, Pieces of ſuch worth, 
All Ages fhall ſtill lite, but ne er bring forth, 
Other in ſeaſon laſt ſcarce ſo long time, 

As coſt the Poet but to make the Rhime: 
Where, if a Lord a new way does but ſpit, 
Or change his ſhrug, this antiquates the Wit. 


— 
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That thou didſt live before, nothing would tel! 
Peſterity, could they but write ſo welt. 
Thy Cath'lick Faney will Acceptance find, © 
Not whilſt an Humour living, but Mankind, 
Thou, like thy Writings, Innocent and Clean, 
Ne'er pradtis'd a new Vice, to make one Scene, 
None of thy Ink had Gall, and Ladies can © 
Securely hear thee ſport, without a Fun. 

But whey thy Tragick Muſe would pleaſe to riſe 
Tu Majeſty, and call Tribute from our Eyes; 
Lite Scenes, we ſhifted Paſſions, and that ſo, 

Who only came to ſee, turn d Actors too. 

How aidſt then ſway the Theatre! make ns feel | 
The Players Wounds were true, and their Swords Steel! 
Nay, ſtranger yet, how often did I know = 
When the Spectators ran to ſave the blow? 

Frozen with Grief we could not ſtir away 

Until the Epilogue told us *twas a Play. 

What ſhall I do? all Commendations end, 

In ſaying only thou wert Beaumont's Friend. 

Give me thy Spirit quickly, for I ſwell, 

And like a raving Propheteſs cannot tell 

How to receive thy Genius in my Breaſt : 


0% I muſt ſleep, and then Dll ſing the reſt. 


T. PALMER of Ch. Ch. Oxon. 


Upon the Unparalelld P LAYS written by 
thoſe Renowned Twins of POETRY, 


BEAUMONT and FLETCHER. 


Hat's here? another Library of Praiſe, 
Met in a Tg Ion contemned Plays, 
And bring exploded Wit again in Faſhion ? 

I can't but wonder at this Reformation. 

Hy Skipping Soul ſurfeits with ſo much good, 

To ſee my hopes into fruition bud. 

A happy Chimiſtry! left Viper, Joy! | 
That 1 Fes h thy Mother's Bowels gnaw'ſt thy uay! 
Wits flock in Shouls, and club to re- erect 

In ſpight of Ignorance the Architect 

Of Occidental Poeſy; and turn 

Gods, to recal Wits Aſhes from their Urn. 

Like huge Colloſſes they ve together met 

- Their Shoulders, to ſupport a World of Wit. 

The Tale of Atlas (though of Truth it miſs) 


We plainly read Mythologiz'd in ibi; Orphe- 


Orpheus and Amphion, whoſe undying Stories 
Made Athens famous, are but Allegories. 

"Tis Poetry has power to crvilize . 
Men, worſe than Stones, more blockiſh than the Trees. 
1 cannot chuſe hut think (now things ſo fall) 

= That Wit ts paſt its Climactericall; | 
Aud though the Muſes have been dead and gone, 
BY / know they'il find a Reſurrection. CHA 

Tis vain to praiſe; they're to themſelves a Glory, 
And Silence is our ſweeteſt Oratory. 

For he that names but Fletcher maſt needs be 
Found guilty of a loud Hyperbole. | 
His Fancy ſo tranſcendently aſpires, 

He ſhows himſelf a Wit, who but admires, 

Here are no Volumes ſtufft with cheverle Senſe; 
The very Anagrams of Eloquence, | 
Nor long-long-winded Sentences that be, 

Being rightly ſpelPd, bat Wits Stenographie. 

Nor Words, as vsid of Reaſon, as of Khime,, 

Only cæſura'd to ſpin out the time. 

But here's a Magazine of pureſt Senſe 

Cloath'd in the neweſt Garb of Lloquence, 
Scenes that are quick and ſprighily, in whoſe Veins 
Bubbles the Quinteſſence of ſweet-high ſtrains, 
Lines like their Authors, and each word of it 
Does ſay *twas writ & a Gemini of Wit. 

How happy is our Age! how bleſt our Men 

When ſuch rare Souls live themſelves ver again. 
We err, that think a Poet dies; for this 

Shews that tis but a Metempſychoſis. 

Beaumont aud Fletcher here at laſt we ſee 

Above the reach of dull Mortality, | 

o ou of Fate: and thus the-Proverb hits 

( 


at's ſo much croſi d) Theſe Men live by their Wits; 
Alex. Brome. 


On the DEATH and WORKS 


Mr. FJONH FLETCHER. 


Name, ſo far from great, that tis not known, 


And no rude Hand, or feeble Wit ſhould dare 
To vex thy Shrine with an unlearned Tear. © 

A have' a State of Wit convok'd, which hath 
A power to take up on the common Faith ; 


Can lend uo Praiſe but what thou dſt Bluſh to ob; 


* 


hat when the ſtock of the whole Kingdom's ſpent 
In but Preparative to thy Monument, 
The prudent Council may invent freſh ways 
To get neu Contribution to thy Praiſe, 
And rear it high, and equal to thy Writ, 
Which muſt give Life and Monument to it. 

So when late Eſſex dy, the publick Face 
Wore Sorrow in't; and to add mournful Grace 
To the ſad Pomp of his lamented full, 

he Common-wealth ſerv'd at his Funeral, 

And by a ſolemn Order built his Hearſe. 

But not like thine, built by thy ſelf, in Verſe, 
Where thy advanced Image ſafely ſtands 
Above the reach of Sacrilegious hands. 

Baſe hands, how 1 ant ly you diſcloſe 
Your Rage gainſt Camden's learned Afpes, whoſe 
Defaced Statua and Martyr'd Bok, Fe 

Like au Antiquity and Fragment look. 
Nonnulla deſunt's legibl / appear, 
So truly now Camden's Reals lye there. 
Vain Malice! how he mocks #hy Rage, while breath 
Of Fame fhall ſpeak his great Elizabeth 
*Gainſt Time and thee he well provided hath, 
Britannia ig the Tomb and Epitaph. i 
Thus Princes hononrs; but Wit only gives 
A Name which to ſucceeding Ages lives, 
 Siugly we now conſult our ſelves and Fame, 
Ambitious to twift ours with thy great Name. 
Hence we thus bold to praiſe, For as aVine 
With ſubtle Wreath, and cloſe Embrace doth twine 
A friendly Elm, by whoſe tall Trunk it ſhoots 
And gathers growth and moiſture from its Roots; 
About its Arms the thankful cluſters cling 
Like Bracelets, and with purple ammelling 
The blew-cheek'd Grape ſtuck in its vernant Hair 
Hangs like rich Jewels in à beauteous Ear. 
So grow our Praiſes by thy Wit; we do 
. Borrow ſupport aud ſtrength, and lend but ſhow. 
\ And but thy Male Wit hike the youthful Sun 
Strongly begets upon our Paſſion, 
Making our ſorrow teem with Elegy, 
Thou yet unwept, and yet unprais'd might ſt be. 
But they're imperfect Births; and ſuch are all 
Produc'd by cauſes not univocal, | 
The ſcapes of Nature, Paſſives being unfit, 
And hence our Verſe ſpeaks unly Mother Wit. 
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Oh for a fit ot Father! for a Spirit 
That might but parcel of thy worth inherit ; 
For but a ſpark of that diviner fire | 
Which thy full Breaſt did animate and inſpire ; 
That Souls could be divided, thou traduce 
But à ſmall Particle of thine to us \ 
Of thine; which we admir'd when thou didſt fis 
But as a Foint-Commiſſioner in Wit; | 
When it had Plummets hung oa to ſuppreſs 
[ts too luxuriant growing mightineſs : 
ill as that Tree which ſcorns to be kept down, 
T hou grew'ft to govern the whole Stage alone. 
In which Orb thy throng'd Light did make the Star, 
Thou wer't th Intelligence did move that Sphere. 
Thy Fury was campos d; Rapture no fit 98 
That hung on thee; nor thou far gone in Wit 
As Men in a Diſeaſe; thy "AT, 2 —_— 
Muſe chaſt, as thoſe frames whence they tool their fire; 
No ſpurions Compoſures amongſt thine | 
Got in Adultery tuixt Wit aud Wine. 
And as th Hermetical Phyſicians draw 
From things that curſe of the firſt-broken Law, 
That Ens Venenum, which extracted thence 
Leaves nought but primitive Good and Innocerce : 
So was thy Spirit calcin'd; no Mixtures there — 
But perfect, ſuch as next to Simples are. 

Not like thoſe Meteor-wits which wildly flye 

In Storm and Thunder through th' amazed Sky; 
Speaking but th Als and Villames in a State, 
Which Fools admire, and wiſe Men tremble at, 
Full of Portent and Progidy, whoſe Gall 

Oft ſcapes the Vice, and on the Man doth fall. 
Nature us d all her kill, when thee ſhe meant 
A Wit at once both Great and Innocent. 

Tet thou hadſt Tooth; but *twas thy Judgment, not 
For mending ove word, a whole ſheet to blot. 
Thou couldſt Anatomize with ready art : 

And shiiful hand crimes lockt cloſe up ith' Heart. 
Thou couldſt unfold dark Plots, and ſhew that path | 0 
By which Ambition climb'd to greatueſs hath, 5 155 | 
| Thou coaldſt the riſes, turns, and falls of States, 
How near they were their Periods and Dates; 
Couldſt mad the Subject into popular Rage, | 
Aud the grown Seas of that great Storm aſſwage, 
Dethrone uſurping Tyrants, and place there ; 42 
The lawful Prince and true [uberiter ; | 4 
ey a ez Knew'ft ; 


A 


Knew'ſt all dark turnings in the Labyrinth 

Of Policy, which who but knows he finwth, 

Save thee, who un-infedted didſt walk in': 

As the great Genius of Government, | 
And when thou laidſt thy Tragick Buskin by 

To Court the Stage with gentle Comedy, 

How new, how proper th* Flumonrs, how expreſs's 
In rich variety, how neatly dreſi'd 

In Language, how rare Plots, what ſtrength of Wit 


| Shin'd in the Face and every Limb of it! 
3 The Stage grew narrow while thou grewſt to be 
= In thy whole Life an Exc'llent Comedy. 


Jo theſe. a Virgia-modeſly which firſt met 

Applanſe with bluſh and fear, as if he yet 
Had not deſerv'd; "tall bold with conſtant Praiſe 

His Brows admitted the unſeught for Bays. _ 

Nor would he raviſh Fame; bat let Men free 

To their own Vote and Ingenuity, 5 

N hen his fair Shepherdeſs on the guilty Stage, 

Was martyr'd between Ignorance and Rage; 

Could judge, grew high, cry'd Murther: though he knew 
The 1 Ha if bis Chill, © 5 RF 


33 not affecting, thus the Crown, 


John Harris. 


On Mr. FOHN FLETCHER ever to 
be aUmired Dramatical WORKS. 


17 E thought utun't; and thus I may gain Bays, 
I will commend thee Fletcher, N y Plays. | 
But none but Wits can do't, how then can I © 

Come in amongſt them, that cou d ne er come nigh ? 
There is no other way, Pll throug to ſit, 

And paſs i th Croud amongſt them for a Wit. 

Apollo knows me nut, nor I the Nine, 

All my pretence to Verſe is Love and Wine. 


By your leave Gentlemen. You Wits 0th* Age, 
You that both furniſb'd bave, and judg d the Stage. 
You, who the Poet and the Actors fright, 
Leaſt that your Cenſure thin the ſecond Night: 
Pray tell me, gallant Wits, could Criticks think 
There &er was Soleciſm in Fletcher' Ink? 

Or Lapſe of Plot, or Fancy in his Pen? 

A happineſs not ſtill allow'd to Ben! 

After of Time and Wit h'ad been at coſt, 

He of his own New-Inn was but an Hoſt. 

Inſpir'd Fletcher! here's no vain-glorious words: 

Hew ev'n thy Lines, how ſmooth thy Senſe accords. 

75 Language ſo inſinuates, each one e 
5 thy Spectators has thy Paſſion. 

Men ſeeing, valiant; Ladies amorous prove: 

Thus Hen thee their Valour and their Love: 

Scenes! chaſte yet ſatisfying! Ladies can't ſa 

Though Stephen ee that ſo did the Play : 

TFudgment could ne er to this Opinion lean 

That Lowen, Tailor, eter could grace thy Scene: 

*Tis richly good unacted, and to me | 

Thy very Farce 2 4 Comedy. 

Thy Drollery is deſign, each looſer Part 

Stuffs not thy Plays, but makes em up an Art 

The Stage has ſeldom ſeen; how often Vice 

1s ſmartly ſcourg d to check us? to intice, 

How well encourag' d Virtue is? how guarded, 


#.: 


And, that which makes us love her, how rewarded? 


Some, I dare ſay, that did with looſe T houghts ſit, 
Reclaim'd by thee, came Converts from the Pit. 
And many a fhe that to betak'n up came, 

Took up themſelves, and after left the Game. 


Henry Harington. 


To the Memory of the Deceaſed but Ev 
living Author, in theſe his POEMS, 


Mr. FOHN FLETCHER. 


ON the large Train of Fletcher's Friends tet me 
" (Retaming ſtill my wonted Modeſly,) 

Become a Waiter in my ragged Verſe, 

As Fullower to the Muſes Followers. 

Many there are of Noble Rank and Worth, 

That have, by ſtreng tb of Art ſet Fletcher forth 


In true and lively Colours, as they ſaw him, 
And had the beſt Abilities to draw him; 
Auny more are abroad, that write, and Jook 
To have their Lines ſet before Fletcher's Book; 
Some, that have known him too; ſome more, ſome leſs ; 
—_ _ Some only but b Hear ſay, ſome by Gueſs, 
* And ſome for Faſpion-ſa e would take the hint, 
—_ To try how well their Wit will ſhew in Print. 
| You that are here before me Gentlemen, 
And Princes of Parnaſſus by the Pen, 
And your juſt Judgments of bis worth, that have 
Preſerv'd this Author's Mem'ry from the Grave, 
And made it glorious; let me, at your Gate, 
Porter it here, *gainſt thoſe that come too late, 
And are unfit to enter. Something I 
Will deſerve here : For where you verfiy EW 
In flowing Numbers, lawful Weight and Time, 
Pl write, though not rich Verſes, honeſt Rhime. 
I am admit ed, Now, have at the Koat 
Of thoſe that would crowd in, but muſt my out, 
Bear back, my Maſters, Pray keep back; Forbear : 
You cannot, at this time, have Entrance here, 
Ton, that are worthy, may, by Interceſſion, 
Find Entertainment at the next Impreſſion, 
But let none then attempt it, that not know 
The Reverence due, which to this Shrine they owe : 
All ſuch muſt be excluded; and the ſort, 
That only upon Truſt, or by Repors 
\ Have taken Fletcher ap, and think it trim 
; To have their Verſes planted before Him: 
Let them read firſt his Works, and learn to know him, 
And offer, then, the Sacrifice they owe him, 
But far from hence be ſuch, as would proclaim 
Their knowledge of this Author, nut his Fame; 
And ſuch, as would pretend, of all the reſt, 
To be the beſt Wits that have known him beſt. 
Depart hence all ſuch Writers, and, before 
Inferiour ones, thruſt in, by many a Score, 
A, formerly, before Tom Coryate, 
Whoſe Work before his Praiſers had the Fate 
Toperiſh : For the witty Copies took 
Of his Encomiums made themſelves a Book. 
Here's no ſuch Subject for you to out-du, | 
O-1-fhine, out-live (though well you may do too 
In other Spheres:) For Fletcher's flour:ſhing Bays 
Muſt never fade, while Phatbus wears his Kayef. ” 
. Therefore 


Therefore forbear to preſs. upon him thus. 
Why, what are you (cr ſome) gp wood 2s ? 
Do not we know you for a flaſhy Meteor? 
And ſtill'd (at beſt) the Muſes Serving-Creatare? 
Do you comptrole? Thave had your Jeer: Sirs, no; 
But, in an humble manner, let you know 
Old Serving-Creatures oftentimes are fit 
T inform young Maſters, as in Land, in Mit, 
What they inherit; and how well their Dads 
Left one, and wiſh'd the other to their Lads. 8 
And from departed Poets I can gueſs Þ : 
Who has a greater ſhare of Wit, who leſs. 
Way Fool, another ſays, I, let him rail, 
And bout his own Ears flouriſh his Wit-Flail, 
Till with his Swingle he his Noddle break; 
While this of Fletcher and his Works TI ſpeak: 
His Works (ſays Momus) nay, his Plays you'd ſay: 
Thou haſt ſaid right, for that to him was Play 
Which was to others Brains a toil: with eaſe 
He play d on Waves, which were Their troubled Seas, 
His nimble Births have longer liv'd than theirs 
That have, with ſtrongeſt Labour, divers Tears 
Been ſending forth the Iſſues of their Brains 
Upon the Stage; and ſhall to th' Stationer's gains 
Life after Life take, till ſome Aſfter-Age 
Shall put down Printing, as this doth the Stage; 
Which nothing now preſents unto the Eye, 
But in Dumb-ſhews her own ſad Tragedy. 
"Would there had heen no ſadder Works abroad, 
Since her decay, acted in Fields of Blood. 
But tothe Man again, of whom we wrie, 
The Writer that made Writing his Delight, 
Rather than Work, He did not pump, nor drudge, 
To beget Wit, or manage it; nor tradge 
To Wit-Conventions with Note- Book, to glean 7 
Or ſteal ſome Feſts to foiſt into a Scene: 
He ſcorn'd thoſe Shifts. You, that have known him, know 
The common talk that from his Lips did flow, 
And run at waſte, did ſavour more of Wit, 
Than any of his Time, or ſince have writ, 
(But few excepted) in the Stages way: | 
Hi Scenes were Acts, and every Act a Play. 
1 knew him in his ſtrength; even then, when He 
That was the Maſter of his Art and Me 
Meoft knowing Johnſon (proud to call him Son) is 
In friendly Envy ſwore, He had ont-done 
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His very Self. I kuew him till he died; 

And, at his Diſſolution, what a Tide © 

f Sorrow overmhelm'd the Stage; which gave 

Vollies of Sighs to ſend him to his Grave, © 
And grew 47 in moſt violent Fits 

(For She had loſt the beſt part of her Wits.) 

In the firſt Tear, our famous Fletcher fell, | 
Of good King Charles, who grac'd theſe Poems well, 
Being then in Life of Action: But they dy d 
Since the King's abſence ; or were laid 2 
As 1s their Poet. Now at the Report 
Of the King's ſecond coming to his Court, 
The Books creep from the Preſs to Life, not Action, 
Crying unto the World, that n Protractiou 
May hinder Sacred Majeſty 0 give 
Fletcher, in them, leave on the Stage to live. 

Others may more in lofty Verſes move; 
only, thus, expreſs my Truth and Love, 


Richard Brome. 


a nn 
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Upon the Printing of Mr. 7 OHN 
_ FLETCHE R's Works. 


JI Hat means this numerous Guard? or do we come 
To File our Names or Verſe upon the Tomb 
Of Fletcher, and by boldly making knows , 

His Wit, betray the Nothing of our Own d 

For if me grant him dead, it is as true 

Againft our ſelves,” No Wit, no Poet now ; 

Or if he be return d from his cool Shade, 

To us, this Book his Reſarrefion's made; 

We bleed our ſelves to Death, and but contrive 

By our own Epitaphs to few him alive. 

But let him Live, and let me Propheſie, 
As I go Swan-like out, our Peace is nigh ; 
A Balm unio the wounded Age I ſing, 
And nothing now is wanting but the King. 


Ja. Shirley. 
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Olympias, 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


abe, 
Lyſippus, Brother tv the King. 


Amintor, A noble Gentleman. 


Melantius, 
* > Brothers to Evadne. 
Diphilus, 3 7 


Calianax, * old umorous Loyd, and Father | 


to Pons. 


Cleon, b 
Strato, is 


Diagoras, A Servant. 


WOMEN. 
Evadne, Wife to Amintor. 


Aſpatia, Troth- -plight Wife to Amintor. 


Antiphila, | > Waiting-Gentlewomen to Aſpatia. 


Dula, 4 Lady. 
Night, 

Cynthia, > Maskers. 
Neptune, | 


Eolus, } 
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| MAIDS TRAGEDY. 


* 


ACT 1 SCENE I 
Enter Cleon, Strato, Lyſippus, aud Diphilus. 


LEON. 
HE reſt are making ready, Sir. 
Strat. So let them, there's time enough. 
Dieb. You are the Brother to the King, 
my Lord, 5 
Well take your word. | 
| Lyf. otra to, thou haſt ſome skill in Poetry, 
W hat think'ſt thou of a Mask? will it be well? 

Strat, As well as Mask can be. 

Lyſ. As Mask can be? 

Strat. Yes, they muſt commend their King, and ſp-ak 
in Praiſe of the Aſſembly, bleſs the Bride and Bride- 
groom, in Perſon of ſome God; they're tyed to Rules of 
Flattery, , 

Cle. See, good my Lord, who is return'd! 

Enter Melantius. 
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_ Lyf. Noble Melantins! The Land by me 


Welcomes thy Virtues home to Rhodes, 

Thou that with Blood abroad buy'ſt us our Pence; 

The Breath of Kings is like the Breath of Gods; 

My Brother witht thee here, and thou art here; 

He will be too kind, and weary thee with often wel- 
Yor . comes; 
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comes; but the time doth give thee a welcome above 
this or all the World's. (of mine 
Mel. My Lord, my Thanks; but thefe ſcratch' d Limbs 
Have ſpoke my Love and Truth unto my Friends, 
More than my Tongue e'er could: my Mind's the ſame | 
It ever was to you; where J find Worth, 
I love the Keeper, till he let it go, 
And then I follow it. Diph. Hail, worthy Brother! 
He that rejoyces not at your Return 
In Safety, is mine Enemy for ever. 
Mel. I thank thee Diphilus: but thou art uf ; 

I {ent for thee to exerciſe thine Arms 
_ With me at Patria: thou cam'ſt not, Dipbilus: : Twas ill. 

Diph. My noble Brother, my Excuſe 
Is my King's ſtriet Command, which you, my Lord, 
Can witneſs with me. Ly. 'Tis true, Melantius, 
He might not come till the Solemnity 
Of this great Match were paſt. Diph. Have you heard of it? 

Mel. Yes, I have given cauſe to thoſe that 
Envy my Deeds abroad, to call me gameſome; 

I have no other Buſineſs here at Rhodes. 
: Lyſ. We have a Mask to Night, 
And you muſt tread a Soldier's meaſure. 

Mel. Theſe ſoft and ſilken Wars are not for me; 
The Muſick muſt be ſhrill, and all confus'd, | 
'That ſtirs my Blood, and then I dance with Arms: 
Bur is Amintor wed? Dipb. This Day 

Mel. All Joys upon him, for he is x4 Friend : 

His Worth 1s great; Valiant he is, =7 Temperate, 
And one that never thinks his Life his own, 

If his Friend need it: When he was a Boy, 

As oft as I return'd-(as without boaſt 

I brought home Conqueſt) he would gaze upon me, 
An] view me round, to find in what one Limb 
The Virtue lay to do thoſe things he heard : 

Then would he wiſh to ſee my Sword, and feel 
The quickneſs of the Edge, and in his Hand 
Weigh it; he oft would make me ſmile at this; 
His Youth did promiſe much, and his oy Years: 
Will ſee it all perform'd. | | 


Emer 


The Maids Tragedy. 2 
FEY Enrer Aſpatia paſſing by. 

Mel. Hail Maid and Wife E 1g 

Thou fair Aſpatia, may the holy Knot, 

That thou haſt tyed to day, laſt till the Hand 

Of Age undo't; may'ſt thou bring a Race 

Unto Amintor, that may fill the World 

Succeſſively with Soldiers. Aſp. My hard Fortunes 

Deſerve not Scorn; for I was never proud  _ 

When they were good. Mel. How's this? [Exit Aſp. 
Lyſ. You are miſtaken, for the is not Married, 
Mel. Y ou ſaid Amintor was. Dvph. *Tis true; but. 
Mel. Pardon me, I did receive | 

Letters at Patria, from my Amintor, 

That he ſhould marry her. Diph. And fo it ſtood, 

In all Opinion long; but your Arrival 

Made me imagine you had heard the Change. ws 
Mel. Who hath he taken then? Ly/. A Lady, Sir, 

That bears the Light above her, and ſtrikes dead (Siſter. 

With flaſhes of her Eye; the fair Evade, your virtuous 
Mel. Peace of Heart betwixt them: but this 1s ſtrange. 
Lyſ. The King my Brother did it, 1 

To honour you; and theſe Solemnities 8 

Are at his Charge. Mel. Tis Royal, like himſelf; 

But I am fad, my Speech bears ſo unfortunate a found 

To beautiful Aſpatia; there is Rage | 

Hid in her Father's Breaſt; Calianax 

Bent long againſt me, and he ſhould not think, 

If I could call it back, that I would take 

So baſe revenges, as to ſcorn the State 

Of his neglected Daughter: Holds he ſtill 

His Greatneſs with the King? Lyſ. Yes; but this Lady 

Walks diſcontented, with her watry Eyes 

Bent on the Earth: The unfrequented Woods 

Are her Delight; and when ſhe ſees a Bank 

Stuck full of Flowers, ſhe with a Sigh will tell 

Her Servants what a pretty place it were 

To bury Lovers in, and make her Maids 

Pluck 'em, and ſtrow her over like a Corſe. 

She carries with her an infectious Grief, 

That ſtrikes all her Beholders ; ſhe will ling 

Os F | B 3 ; 'The 
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The mournful'ft things that ever Ear hath heard, 
And ſigh, and ſing again; and when the reſt 
Of our young Ladies, in their wanton Blood, 
Tell mirthful Tales in courſe that fill the Room 
With Laughter, the will with fo ſad a Look 
Bring forth a * 1K the ſilent Death 
Of ſome forſaken Virgin, which her Grief 
Will put in ſuch a Phraſe, that &er the end, 
She'll ſend them weeping one by one away. 

Mel. She has a Brother under my Command 
Like her, a Face as womaniſh as hers, 5 
But with a Spirit that hath much out- grown 
The number of his Years. 

e Enter Amintor.. 

Cle. My Lord the Bridegroom: , 

Mel. I might run fiercely, not more haſtily 
Upon my Foe: I love thee well, Amintor, 
My Mouth is much too narrow for my Heart; 
T Joy to look upon thoſe Eyes of thine ; 
Thou art my Friend, but my diſorder'd Speech 
Cuts off my Love. Amin. Thou art Melantins 
All Love is ſpoke in that, a Sacrifice 
To thank the gods, Melantins is return'd 
In Safety; Victory ſits on his Sword 
As ſhe was wont; may ſhe build there and dwell, 
And may thy Armour be as it hath been, 7 
Only thy Valour and thy Innocence. | 
What endleſs Treaſures would our Enemies give, 
Thar I might hold thee ſtill thus (Man, 

Mel. Jam but poor in words, but credit me, young 
Thy Mother could no more but weep, for joy to fee thee 
After long abſence; all the Wounds I have e 
Fetch not ſo much away, nor all the Cries 
Of widowed Mothers: but this is Peace; 
And what was War? Amin. Pardon, thou holy God 
Of Mariage-bed, and frown not, I am forc'd, | 
In anſwer of ſuch noble Tears as thoſe, _ 

To weep upon my Wedding-day, yyy 
* Mel. I fear thou art grown too ſick; for I hear 
A Lady mourns for thee, Men ſay, to Death, _ 
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Forſaken of thee, on what terms I know not. 

Amin. She had my Promiſe, but the King forhad it, 
And made me make this worthy Change, thy Siſter, 
Accompanied with Graces above her, 

With whom I long to loſe my luſty Youth, 

And grow old in her Arms. Mel. Be proſperous. 
Enter Meſſenger. 


She ſays, but truſt me, it is Stone, no better, 
There is no place that I can challenge in't. 
But you ſtand ſtill, and here my way lies. [ Exeunt. 
Enter Calianax with Diagoras. 
Cal. Diagoras, look to the Doors better for ſhame, 
you let in all the World, and anon the King will rail 
at me; why very well ſaid, by Fove the King will have 
the Show 1'th* Court. 
Diag. Why do you ſwear fo, my Lord? 
You know he'll have it here. 
Cal. By this Light if he be wiſe he will nor. 
Diag. And if he will not be wiſe, you are forſworn, 


get thanks on no fide, I'll be gone, look to't who W.II. 
Diag. My Lord, I ſhall never keep them our. 

Pray ftay, your Looks will terrific them. 

Cal. My Looks terr ſie them, you Coxcombly Aſs you! 
PIl be judg'd by all the Company whether thou haſt not 
a worſe Face than I———— l 
Diag. I mean, becauſe they know you and your Office. 
Cal. Office! I would I could put it off, I am ſure [ 
ſweat quite through my Office, I might have made room 
at my Daughter's W | | 

mong them, And now Imult doſervice for him that hath 
25 „ B 4 forſaken 


Cal. One may wear out his Heart with ſwearing, and 


edding, they had near kill'd her a- 
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þ SR The Maids Tragedy, 


forſaken her; fork that will. [Exit Calianax. 
Diag. He's ſo humorous ſince his Daughter was for- 
ſaken: hark, hark, . there, chere, ſo, ſo, Codes, codes. 
What now! 5 [Knock within. (ius. 
Mel. Openthe Door. Dias: Who $there?. Mel. Melan- 
Diag. 1 hope. your Lordihip brings no 5 with 
a for if you do, I muſt return them. 
.. Enter Melantius, aud 2 Lach. 
Mel. None bur this Lady, Sir. 
Diag. The Ladies are all Placd above, . tho 8 . 


come in the King's Troop, the belt of Rbodes fit there, 
and there's room. 


Mel. IL thank you, Sir. When Ihave Nen you plac d, 
Madam, I muſt e the King; Wet the Mask done, 
I'll wait on you, again. 0 

Diag. Stand back there, * ho my ed 722M 
Py bear back; this is no place fe hack: Tonis and their 

rulls; let the Doors be ſhut again; ay, do your Heads itch? 
Tl ſcratch them for you: ſonow thruſt and han again, 
who is't now ? I'cannot blame my Lord Cali anax for 
going away; would he were here, he would run raging 
among them, and break a dozen wiſer Heads than his 

own in the twinkling of an Eye: what's the news now? 


Mirbin.] I pray can ou help me to the ſpeech of the 
Maſter 8055 1 N ; Fl 

Diag. If 1 open the Door Tu cook ſome of your 
Calves-heads. Peace Rogues.— en who is't? 

Mel. Melantius. WA Within. 


* 


Enter Calianax 70 Melantins. 
Cal. Let him not in. | 


_ Diog. O my. Lord: I muſt ; make room there for my 
Lord. Is your Lady plac d? [To Mel. 

Mel. Yes Sir. T thank you, ppLort ar ; Nen 
met, your cauſleſs Hate to me I hope is Buried. 

Cal. Ves, I do ſervice for your Siſtet here, 
That brings my own poor Child to timeleſs Death; | 
She loves your Friend Amintor, ſuch another falle heated | 


Lord as you. Mel. You do me N 1 
Ne moſt unmanly e and Lam flow . Ne . 
In taking Fact 5 but be VI adviv'd, 3 8 
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Cal. It may be ſo: Who plac d the Lady there ſo near 


the preſence of the King? Nel. I did. 


Cz]. My Lord, ſhe muſt not fir, there. Mel. Why? 
Cal. The place is kept for Women of more Worth. 
Mel. More Worth than ſhe? it miſ-becomes your Age 

And Place to be thus womaniſh; forbear; 

What you have ſpoke, I am content to think 

The Palfey ſhook your Tongue to. (ches. 
Cal. Why 'tis well if I ſtand here to place Mens Wen- 
Mel. E ſhall forget this Place, thy Age, my Safety, and 


through. all, cut that poor. KEY: week thou baſt to live, 


* from thee... - FE 

Cal. Nay, I now you. can fight for your Whore: 
. Mel. Bate the Ring. and be he Fleſh and Blood, | 
He lyes that ſays it; thy Mother at, fifteen 
Was black and ſinful-to her. Diag. Good my Lord! 

Mel. Some God pluck theeeTore Years from that fond 
That Imay kilf him, and not ſtain mine Honour; (Man, 
It is the curſe of Soldiers, that in Peace 
They ſhall-be brain'd by y ch noble Men, 
As (if the Land were troub 5 would with Tears 
And Knees beg Suceour from em. Would that Blood 
2 Sea of Blood) that I have loſt in fight, 

Were running in thy Meins, that it might make thee 
Apt to ſay leb, or ahle to maintain, 8 
Shouldſ thou ſay more. This Rhodes I ſee is nought 
But a Place privileg'd to 5 Men wrong. 

Cal. Ay, you may ſay your pleaſure. 

Enter Amintor. RA 

Amin. What vile r 

Has ftirr'd my worthy Friend, who i is as ſlow 


To fight with Words, as he is quick of Hand? 


Mel, That heap of Age, which I ſnould reverence 
If it were temperate; but teſty Years a 
Are moſt contemptible. 5 

Amin. Good Sir. forbear. 5 

Cal. There is . ſuch another s as your car. 


Amin, He wil Wrong vou, or me, or any Man, 
And talk as if he had no Life to loſe, h 


Ves this our Match ; The hee is colony in, ; 
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I would not for more wealth than I enjoy, 
He ſhould perceive you raging; he did hear 

You were at difference now, which haſtned him. 
N. Make room there. 

Hoboyes play within. _+ 

Enter King, Evens! Aſpatia, Lords and Ladies. 
King. Melantius, thou art welcome, and my Love 
Is with thee ſtill ; but this 1 is nat a Place 
Jo babble in; Calianax, join hands. 

Cal. He ſhall not have my hand. King. This is no time 
To force you to't, I do love you both: 
Calianax, you look well to your Office; 
And you Melantius are welcome home. Begin the Mask. 

Mel. Siſter, I joy to ſee you, and your Choice. 
You lookt with my Eyes when Por took that Man; 
Be UP y in him. | [Recorders prey: 
| wi O my deareſt Brother ! 
Your Freies is more joyful than this Day can be do 


| _ Night riſes in Miſts. | 
Night. Our Reign is come; for in the raging Sea 
The Sun! is drown'd, and with him fell the Day: 
Bright Cinthia hear my voice, I am the Night 
For whom thou bear'ſt about thy borrow'd Light; 
Appear, no longer thy pale Viſage ſhrowd, 


But ſtrike thy Silver Horn thorough a Cloud, 
And ſend a Beam upon my ſwar 85 Face, 
ace 


Buy which I may diſcover all the P 


And Perſons, and how many longing Eyes 
Are come to wait on our Solemnities. Euter Cinthia. 
How dull and black am I ? I could not find 
This Beauty without thee, I am ſo blind; 
Methinks they ſhew like to thoſe Faſtern Streaks 
That warn us hence, before the Morning breaks; 
Back, my pale Servant, for theſe Eyes know how 
| To ſhoot far more and 1 7 Rays than thou. 

Cintb. Great Queen, they be a Troop for whom done 
One of my cleareſt Moons I have put on; N 


3 : 
* ip y 


The Maids Tragedy. | — 


A Troop that looks as if thy ſelf and I 
Had pluckt our Reins in, and our W hips laid by, 
To gaze upon theſe Mortals, that appear 
Brighter than we. Nigbt. Then let us keep em here, 
And never more our Chariots drive away, 
But hold our Places, and out-ſhine the Day. [ſpeak 


Of more than may be done ; we may not break 

The Gods decrees, but when our time is come, 

Muſt drive away, and give the Day our room. 

Vet while our Reign laſts, let us ſtretch our Pow'r 

To give our Servants one contented hour, 

With ſuch unwonted folemn Grace and State, 

As may for ever after force them hat 

Our Brother's glorious Beams, and wiſh the Night 

 Crown'd with a thouſand Stars, and our cold Light: 

For almoſt all the World their ſervice bend 

To Phebus, and in vain my Light 1 lend, 

_ Gazd on unto my ſetting from my rite 

Almoſt of none, but of unquiet Eyes. EE 

NMabt. Then ſhine at full, fair Queen, and by thy pow'r 
Produce a Birth to crown this happy hour; 

Of Nymps and Shepherds let their Songs diſcover, 

Eaſie and ſweet, who is a happy Lover 

Or if thou woot, then call thine own Endymion 

From the ſweet Flowry Bed he lies upon, 

On Latmus top, thy pale Beams drawn away, 


Cimth. Thou dream'ft, dark Queen; that fair Boy was 

Nor went I down to kiſs him; Eaſe and Wine 4 

- Have bred theſe bold Tales; Poets, when they rage, 

Turn Gods to Men, and make an Hour an Age 

Bur I will give a greater State and Glory, g 

And raiſe to time a noble Memory 

Of what theſe Lovers are: Riſe, riſe, I ſay, 

Thou Pow'r of Deeps, thy Surges laid away, 

Neptune, great King of Waters, and by me 

Be proud to be commanded. * | Neptune 71fes. 
Nepr. Cinthia, fee,  _, 

Thy word hath fetcht me hither, let me know 
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Cinth. Great Queen of Shadows, you are pleas d to 
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And of this long Night let him make a Day. [not mine, 
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J: Why I aſcend. 1 1 Io. 
Cintb. Doth this Majeftick Show Art 
| Give thee no knowledge yet? MNepr. Yes, now I ſee 
= - | Something intended (Cinthia) worthy thee ; en 
Go on, Ill be a Helper. Gntb. Hie thee then, 
| And charge the Wind flie from his Rocky Den. 
1 Let looſe thy Subjects, only Boreas, 
Too foul for our Intention as he was; 
Still keep him faſt chain'd ; we muſt have none here 
| But vernal Blaſts, and gentle Winds appear, 
Such as blow Flow'rs, and through the glad Boughs fing 
11 Many ſoft welcomes to the luſty Spring. 
Theſe are our Muſick : Next, thy watry Race 
Bring on in couples; we are pleas'd to grace 
This noble Night, each in their richeſt things 
| Your own Deeps or the broken Veſſel brings, 
Be prodigal, and I ſhall be as kind, 
And ſhine at full upon you. KY 
Nept. Ho the Wind! [Enter Eolus cut of a Rock. 
Commanding Eolus ! Evol. Great Neptune! Nept. He. 
Eol. What is thy will? Nepz. We do command thee free 
Favonius, and thy milder Winds, to wait 
Upon our Cinthia, but tye Boreas ſtraight ; 
He's too rebellious. Eol. I ſhall do it. 8 
Nept. Do, great Maſter of the Flood, and all below, 
Thy full command has taken. El. Ho! the Main! 
Neptune. Nept. Here. Eol. Boreas has broke his Chain, 
And ſtruggling with the reſt, has got away. J 
Nepr. Let him alone, I'll take him up at Sea 
He will not long be thence; go ence again, 
And call out of the bottoms of the Main, 
Blue Proteus, and the reſt; charge them put on 
'Their greateſt Pearls, and the molt ſparkling Stone 
The bearing Rock breeds, till this Night is done 
By me a ſolemn honour to the Moon; | 
Fly like a full ail. El. I am gone. Cinth. Dark Night, 
Strike a full Silence, do a thorough right | 
To this great Chorus, that our Muſick may 
Touch high as Heav'n, and make the Eaſt break Day 
At Mid-night.  [Mufeck. 
* 8 O N G. 
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And court me as the Sails, my Trytons play 


The Maids Tragedy. 


"0.0. N* is: 


Cinthia 20 thy Power, and them 
Me obey. 
Foy to his great Company, 
| And no Day 
Come to ſteal this Night away, 
Till the Rites of Love are ended, 
And the luſty Bridegroom 1 ay, 
Welcome Light, of all befriended. 
Pace out, you watry powers below, 
Let your Feet 
Like the Gallies when they row, 
Even beat. 
Let your unknown Meaſures ſet 
To the ſtill Winds, tell to all 
That Gods are come immortal great, 
To honour this great Nuptial. 


The Meaſure. Second Song. 
Hold back thy Hours, dark Night, till we have done, 


The Day will come too ſoon , 
Tang Maids will curſe thee if thou ſteal ſt away, 
And leav'ſt their Bluſhes open to the Day. 
5 T {9 Are 2 
Ihe Bluſbes of the Bride. ö 3 
Stay gentle Night, and with thy Darkneſs cover 
Ihe Kiſes of ber Lover. 5 
Stay, and con found ber Tears, and ber ſbrill Cryings, 
Her weak Denials, Vows, and often Dyings; 
Stay, and hide all, 
Bin help not, though ſhe call. 


Nepr. Great Queen of us and Heav'n, 
Hear what I bring to make this hour a full one, 
If not her meaſure. . Cinth. Speak, Seas King. 
Nept. Thy Tunes my Amphitrite joys to have, 
When they will dance upon the riſing Wave, 
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Muſick to lead a Storm, III tead the Way. 
- SONG 
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+ | 0. N . Meaſure. 


To bed, to bed; come Hymen, lead the Bride 
And lay her by her Husband's Side : 
Bring in the Virgins every one, 
That grieve to Iye alone: bb hs 
That they may kiſs while they may ſay, a Maid, 
To morrow "twill be other, kiſft aud ſaid : 
Heſperus be long à ſhining, 
Whilſt theſe Lovers are a twining. 


El. Ho! Neptune! Nept. Eolus ! 
Evol. The Seas go high, 
Boreas hath rais'd a Storm; go and apply 
Thy Trident, elſe I Propheſie, e er Day 
Many a tall Ship will be caſt away: Ca Call. 
Deſcend with all the Gods, and all their power, to ſtrike 
Cntb. A thanks to every one, and to gratulate 
So great a Service done at my deſire, 
Ye ſhall have many Floods, tuller and higher 
Than you have wiſhed for; no Ebb ſhall dare 
Jo let the Day ſee where your dwellings are: 
Now back unto your Government in haſte, 
Leſt your proud Charge ſhould ſwell above the Waſte, 
And win upon the Wand. _Nepr. We obey. 
Neptune deſcends, and the Sea-gods, 
Cinth. Hold up thy head, dead Night; ſee'ſt thou not 
The Eaſt begins to lighten, I muſt'down, Day? 
And give my Brother place. Night. Oh! I could frown 
Io ſee the Day, the Day that flings his Light = 
Upon my Kingdoms, and contemns old Night ; 
Let him go on and flame, I hope to fee , 
Another wild-fire in his Axletreez  _ 
And all falſe drencht : But I forgot, ſpeak Queen; 
The Day grows on, I muſt no more be ſeem) 
Cin. Heave up thy drowſie Head again, and A 
A greater Light, a greater Majeſty, TRE << 
Bertwcen our Sect and us; whip up thy Team; 
The Day breaks here, and yon ſome flaſhing Stream 
Shot from the South; ſay, which way wilt thou go? 
Night. Fil vaniſh into Miſts. W 2 
* | | min. 
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The Maids Tragedy. 15 
Cinth. I into Day. Exit. Finis Mask. 


King. Take lights there, Ladies, get the Bride to bed 
We will not ſec you laid. Good night Amintor, 
We'll caſe you of that tedious Ceremony; 
Were it may Caſe, I ſhould think time run flow. 
If thou be'ſt Noble, Youth, get me a Boy, 
That may detend my Kingdom from my Foes. 
Amin. All Happineſs to you. | | 
King. Good night, Melantius. [ Exeunt. 


* 4 1 


EC SHOENE I 
Enter Evadne, Aſpatia, Dula, and other Ladies. 


Dula. Adam, ſhall we undreſs you for this Fight? 
The Wars are nak'd that you muſt make to 

Evad You are very merry, Dula. [Night. 

Dul. I ſhould be far merrier, Madam, if it were with 
me as it is with you. vad. Why how now Wench? 

Dula. Come Ladies will you help? 

Evad. I am ſoon undone. | 

Dula. And as ſoon done: 8 iT 
Good ſtore of Cloaths will trouble you at both. 

Evad. Art thou drunk, Dula? 5 

Dula. W hy here's none but we. 

Evad. Thou think 't, belike, there is no Modeſty 
When we are alone. r 

Dula. Ay by my Troth, you hit my thoughts aright. 

Evad. You prick me, Lady. Dula. Tis againſt my will: 
Anon you muſt endure more, and lie ſtill. l 
You're beſt to practiſe. Evad. Sure this Wench is mad. 
Dula. No faith, this is a trick that I have had 
Since I was fourteen. 

Evad. I high time to leave it. 

Dula. Nay, now T'll keep it till the trick leave me; 
A dozen wanton W ords put in your Head, 
Will make you lively in your Husband's Bed. 

Evad. Nay faith, then take it. 

Dalla. Take it Madam, where? a 
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We all, 1 hope, will take! it, that are here. 
Evad. N ay then I'll give you o'er. Dula. So will Imake 
The ableſt Man in Rhodes, or his Heart to ake. 
Evad. Wilt take my place to Night? 
Dula. III hold your Cards Sur any two I know, 
Evad. What wilt thou do? 
Dula. Madam, we'lldo't, and make 'em leave play too. 
Evad. Aſpatia, take her part. Dula. I will refuſe it. 
She will pluck down a fide, ſhe does not uſe it. 
Evad. Why, do. Dula. You will find the play 
Quickly, becauſe your Head lies well that way. = 
nt I thank thee, Dula; would thou could'ſt inſtil 
Some of thy Mirth into Aſpatia - : 
Nothing but ſad Thoughts in her Breaſt do dwell ; 
Mos mean betwixt you would do well. 
Duala. She is in Love, hang me if I were ſo, 
But I could run my Country? Ilove too 
To do thoſe things that People in Love do. 
Aſp. Ir were a timeleſs Smile ſhould prove my Cheek. 
It were a fitter hour for me to laugh, 
When at the Altar the religious Prieſt 
Mere pacifying the offended Powers 
With Sacrifice, than now; this ſhould have been 
My Night, and all your Hands have been imploy d 
In giving me a ſpotleſs Offering 
To young Amintor's Bed, as we are now 
For you: Pardon, Evadne ; would my Worth 
Were great as yours, or that the 76s or hey: =: 
Or both, thought ſo. Perhaps he found me worthleſs 
But till he did ſo, in theſe Ears of mine 
(Theſe credulous Ears) he pour d the ſweeteſt ts 
That Art or Love could frame; if he were falle, . 
Pardon it Heav'n, and if I did want 
Virtue, you ſaſely may forgive that tog ' + 
For I have left none that I had from you. * 80 
Evad. Nay, leave this ſad talk, Madan. 
Aſp. Would J could, then ſhould 1 leave the Cauſe. 
Evad. See if you have not ſpoil'd all D«ul2's Mirth. 
Aſp. Thou think'ſt thy Heart hard, but if thou he'ft 
caught, remember me; thou ſhalt perceive a Fire ſhot 
tuddenly into thee, | | Dula. 
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Dula. That's not ſo good, let em ſhoot any thing but 
Fire, J- tear , ; 
Aſp. Well Wench, thou may'ſt be taken. | 
| Foad. Ladies good Night, Fil do the reſt my ſelf. 
Dule. Nay, let your Lord do ſome. 5 
Aſp. Lay a Garland on my Hearſe of the diſmal Yew: 
Evad. That's one of your fad Songs, Madam. 
Aſp. Believe me, *tis a very pretty one. 

Evad. How is it, Madam ? | 
3. © N. | 
Aſp. Lay a Garland on my Hearſe of the diſmal Tew 
 Maidens, Willow Branches bear; ſay I died true: _ 

| My Love was falſe, but Iwas firm from my hour of Birth ; 
Upon my buried Body lay lightly gentle Earth. 


Evad. Fit oft Madam, the Words are ſo ſtrange, 
they are able to make one Dream of Hobgoblins. I coA 
never have the Power; Sing that, Dula. 


Dula. I could never hav 

I Love one above an Hour, 

But my Heart would prompt mine Eye 

On ſome other Man to flie ; 

Venus, fix mine Eyes faſt, : 
Or if not, give me all that I ſpall ſee at laſt. 

Evad. So, leave me now. | 

Dula, Nay, we muſt ſec you laid. | 

Aſp. Madam good-night, may all the Marriage joys 

Thar longing Maids imagine in their Beds, h 

Prove ſo unto. you; may no Diſcontent 

Grow 'twixt your Love and you; but if there de, 
Enquire of me, and I will guide your Moan, 

Teach you an Artificial Way to grieve, 

To keep your Sorrow waking ; love your Lord 

No worſe than I; but if you love ſo well, 

Alas, you may diſpleaſe him, fo did I. 

This is the laſt Time you ſhall look on ine: 

Ladies farewel; as ſoon as I am dead, 3 

Come all, and watch one Night about my Hearſe; 

Vor. I. .C Bring 
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'The Truth of Maids, and Perjuries of Men. 


Into this Willow Garland, and am prouder 


If 
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Bring each a Mournful Story, and a Tear, 
To offer at it when I go to Earth: 

With flatt'ring Ivy claſp my Coffin round, 
Write on my Brow my Fortune, let my Bier 
Be born by Virgins that ſhall Sing, by courſe, 


Evad. Alas, I pity thee. [Exit Evadne. 
Omnes, Madam, Good- night. 3 
1 Lady. Come, we'll let in the Bridegroom. 
Dula. Where's my Lord? | 
1 Lady. Here, take this Light. 
Enter Amintor. 
Dula. You'll find her in the Dark. (her. 
1 Lady. Your Lady's ſcarce a- Bed yet, you muſt help 
Aſp. Go, and be happy in your Lady's Love; 
May all the Wrongs that you have done to me 
Be utterly forgotten, in my Death. 
Fil trouble you no more, yet I will take 
A parting Kiſs, and will not be deny'd. | 
You'll come, my Lord, and ſèe the Virgins weep 
When J am laid in Earth, though you your ſelf 
Can know no Pity : Thus I wind my ſelf 


That I was once your Love (though now refus'd) 

Than to have had another true to me. 

So with my Prayers I leave you, and muſt try 

Some, yet unpractis'd, Way to grieve and die. 
Dula. Come Ladies, will you go? [Exit Aſpatia. 
Om. Good-night my Lord. | 

Amin. Much Happincſs unto you all. [ Exennt Ladies. 

] did that Lady wrong: Methinks I feel 

Her Grief ſhoot ſuddenly through all my Veins ; 

Mine Eyes run; this is ſtrange at fuch a Time. 

It was. the King firſt mov'd me to't, but he 

Has not my Will in keeping ——— Why do T 

Perpl:x my ſelf thus? Something whiſpers me, 

Go not to Bed. My Guilt is not fo great 

As mine own Conſcience (too ſenſible)  _ 

Would make me think; I only brake a Promiſe 

And *twas the King that fore'd me: Fimorous Fleſh, 

Why ſhak'ſt thou ſo? away my idle Fears. Enter 


ew 


I Cam'ſt thou to call me? 
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Enter Evadne. 
Yonder ſhe is, the Luſtre of whoſe Eye 

Con blot away the ſad Remembrance 

Of all theſe things: Oh my Evadne, ſpare 

That tender Body, let it not take Cold; 

The Vapours of the Night will not fall here, 

To Bed, my Love; Eymen will puniſh us 

For being {lack Performers of his Rites. 

Evad. No. 

Amin. Come, come my Love, 

And let us loſe our ſelves to one another. 
Why art thou up fo long? Evad. I am not well. 
Amin. To Bed then let me wind thec in theſe Arms, 
Till I have baniſh'd Sickneſs. 

Evad. Good my Lord, I cannot Sleep. 

Amin, Evadne, we'll watch, I mean no ſleeping. 
Evai. Pl not go to Bed. Amin. I prethee do. 
Evad. I will not for the World. | 
Amin. Why, my Dear Love? 

Evad. Why? I have Sworn I will not. 

Amin. Sworn! Evad. Ay. 

Amin. How? Sworn, Evadne? 

Evad. Yes, Sworn Amintor, and will ſwear again, 
If you will wiſh to hear me. 

Amin. To whom have you {worn this? 


Evad. If I ſhould name him, the Matter were not great. 


Amin. Come, this is but the Coyneſs of a Bride. 
Evad. The Coyneſs of a Bride? 

Amin, How prettily that Frown becomes thee ! 
Evad. Do you like it ſo? | 


Amin, Thou canſt not dreſs thy Face in ſuch a Look 


But I ſhall like it. Evad. What Look like you beſt ? 
Amin. Why do you ask? 


Evad. That I may ſhew you one leſs pleaſing to you. 


Amin. How's that? 


Evad. That 1 may ſhew you one leſs pleaſing to you. 


Amin, I prethee put thy Jeſts in milder Looks. 
It ſhews as thou wert Angry. 

Evad. So perhaps I am indeed. | 
Amin. Why, who has done thee Wro 1g? 
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Name me the Man, and by thy ſelf I ſwear, 
'Thy yet unconquer'd ſelf, I will revenge thee. (me. 
Evad. Now I ſhall try thy Truth; if thou doſt love 
Thou weigh'ſt not any ching compar'd with me: 
Life, Honour, Joys Eternal, all Delights 
This World can yield, or hopeful People feign 
Are in the Lite to come, are light as Air 
To a true Lover when his Lady frowns, = 
And bids him do this: Wilt thou Kill this Man ? 
Swear,my Amintor,and III kiſs the Sin off from thy Lips. 
Amin, I will not ſwear, ſweet Love, 
Till I do know the Cauſe. Fvad. I wou'd thou wou'dft; 
Why, it is thou that wrong'ſt me, I hate thee, 
Thou ſhouldſt have kill'd thy ſelf. 
Amin. If I ſhould know that, I ſhould quickly Ell 
The Man you hated. Evad. Know it then, and do't. 
Amin. Oh no; what Look ſoe'er thou ſhalt put on, 
To try my Faith, I ſhall not think thee falſe; 
cannot find one Blemiſh in thy Face, 
Where Falſhood ſhould abide: Leave, and to Bed; 
If you have ſworn to any of the Virgins, 
'That were your old Companions, to preſerve (means. 
Your Maiden-head a Night, it may be done without this 
Evad. A Maiden-head, Amintor, at my Years ? 
Amin. Sure the raves, this cannot be 
Thy natural Temper ; ſhall I call thy Maids? 
Either thy healthful Sleep hath left thee long, 
Or cle ſome Fever rages in thy Blood. 
Evad. Neither, Amintor; think you I am Mad, 
Pecaulc I ſpeak the Truth? 
Amin. Will you not lye with me to Night? 
Evad. To Night? You talk as if I would hereafter. 
Amin. Hereafter? Yes, I do. Evad. You are Deceiv'd. 
Put off Amazement, and with Patience mark 
What I ſhall utter, for the Oracle 
Knows nothing truer; tis not for a Night, 
Or two, that J forbear thy Bed, but for ever. 
Amin. I dream, — awake Amintor! | 


Evad. You hear right, N 
I ſooner will find out the Beds of Snakes, 
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And with my youthful Blood warm their cold Flcſh, 

Letting them curl themſelves about my Limbs, 

Than ileep one Night with thee; this is not feign'd, 

Nor ſounds it like the Coyneſs of a Bride. 

Amin. Is Fleſh fo earthly to endure all this? 

Are theſe the Joys of Marriage? Hymen, keep 

This Story (that will make ſucceeding Youth 

Neglect thy Ceremonies) from all Ears: 

Let it not riſe up for thy Shame and mine 

To after Ages; we will ſcorn thy Laws, 

If thou no better bleſs them; touch the Heart 

Of her that thou haſt ſent me, or the World 

Shall know there's not an Altar that will ſmoak 

In praiſe of thee ; we will adopt us Sons; 

Then Virtue ſhall inherit, and not Blood: 

If we do luſt, we'll take the next we meet, 

Serving our ſelves as othcr Creatures do, 

And never take Note of the Female more, 

Nor of her Iſſue. I do rage in vain, 

She can but Jeſt; Oh! pardon me my Love; 

So dear the Thoughts are that I hold of thce, 

That I muſt break forth: Satisfie my fear; 

It is a Pain, beyond the Hand of Death, 

To be in doubt; confirm it with an Oath, if this be true. 

Evad. Do you invent the Form: 

Let there be in it all the binding Words 

Devils and Conjurers can put together, 

And ] will take it; I have ſworn before, 

And here, by all things holy, do again, 

Never to be acquunted with thy Bed. 

Is your doubt over now? | 

Amin. IJ know too much, would I had doubted ſtill. 

Was ever ſuch a Marriage Night as this! 

You Pow'rs above, if you did ever mean 

Man ſhould be us'd thus, you have theught a Way 

How he may bear himſelf, and fave his Honour, 

Inſtruct me in it; for to my dull Eyes 4 

There is no mean, no mod-rate Courſe to run, 

I muſt live ſcorn'd, or be a Murderer : 

ls there a third? Why is this Night ſo Calm ? : 
"ol 2. -» Why 
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Why docs not Heay'n ſpeak in Thunder to us, 
And drown her Voice? 
Evad. This Rage will do no good. 
Amin. Evadne, hear me, they haſt ta'en an Oath, 
Bur ſuch a raſh one that, to keep it, were 
Worſe than to ſwear it ; call it back to thee; 
Such Vows as thoſe never aſcend the Heay'n 
A Tear or two will waſh it quite away : 
Have Mercy on my Youth, my hopeful Youth, 
If thou be piriful, for (without Beal ) 
This Land was proud of me : what Lady was there, 
That Men call'd Fair and Virtuous in this Iſle, 
That would have ſhun'd my Love? It is in thee 
To make me hold this Worth —— Oh! we vain Men 
That truſt out all our Reputation, 
To reſt upon the weak and yielding Hand 
Of feeble Women But thou art not Stone; 
Thy Fleſh is ſoft, and in thine Eyes doth dwell 
The Spirit of Love, thy Heart cannot be hard. 
Come lead me from the bottom of Deſpair, 
To all the Joys thou haſt; I know thou wilt; 
And make me careful, left the ſudden Change 
O'ercome my Spirits. | (environ me. 
Evad. When I call back 105 Oath, the Pains of Hell 
Amin. I ſleep, and am too temperate; come to Bed, or by 
Thoſe Hairs, which if thou haſt a Soul like to thy Locks, 
Were Threads for Kings to wear about their Arms 
Evad. Why ſo perhaps they are. 
Amin. I'll drag thee to my Bed, and make thy Tongue 
Undo this wicked Oath, or on thy Fleſh 
T'll print a thouſand Wounds to let out Life. 
Evad. I fear thee not, do what thou dar'ft to mo; 3 
Ev'ry ill-founding Word, or threatning Look 
Thou ſhew'ſt to me, will be reveng'd at full. 
Amin. It will not ſure, Evadue? 
Evad. Do not you hazard that. 
Amin. Ha' ye your Champions? | 
Evad. Alas Amintor, think'ſt thou I bite 
To ſleep with thee, becauſe I have put on 
A Maidens ſtrictneſs? look upon theſe Cheeks, 


And 
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And thou ſhalt find the hot and riſing Blood 

Unapt for ſuch a Vow; no, in this Heart 

There dwells as much Delire, and as much Will 

To put that wiſhr Act in practice, as ever yet 

Was known to Woman, and they have been ſhown 
Both; but it was the folly of thy Youth, = 
To think this Beauty (to what Land ſoc'er 

It ſhall be call'd) ſhall ſtoop to any Second. 

I do enjoy the beſt, and in that height 

Have ſworn to Stand or Die: You guels the Man. 

Amin. No, let me know the Man that wrongs me ſo, 
That I may cut his Body into Motes, | 
And ſcatter it before the Northern Wind, 

Evad. You dare not ſtrike him. 
Amin. Do not wrong me fo; 
Yes, if his Body were a pois'nous Plant, 
That it were Death to touch, I have a Soul 
Will throw me on him. Evad. Why tis the King. 
Amin, The King! Evad. What will you do now? 
Amin, *Tis not the King. MO 
Evad. What, did he make this Match for dull 4171207? 

Amin. Oh! thou haſt nam'd a Word that wipes away 
All Thoughts revengeful; in that Sacred Name, : 
The King, there lies a Terror; what trail Man 
Dares lift his Hand againſt it? let the Gods 
Speak to him when they pleaſe; 

Till when let us ſuffer, and wait. | 

Evad. Why ſhould you fill your ſelf ſo full of Heat, 

And haſte ſo to my Bed? I am no Virgin. 
Amin. What Devil put it in thy Fancy then 

To marry me? Evad. Alas, I muſt have one 

To father Children, and to bear the Name 

Of Husband to me, that my Sin may be more honourable. 


Fvad. A miſerable one; one that my ſelf am ſorry for. 
Amin. Why ſhew it then in this, | 
If thou haſt Pity, though thy Love be none, 
Kill me, and all true Lovers that ſhall live 
In atter Ages croſt in their deſires, | 
Shall blefs thy Memory, and call thee good, 

255 "Of! C Becauſe 
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= 4% 
Becauſe ſuch Mercy in thy Heart was found, 
To rid a lingring Wretch. Evad. I muſt have one 
'To fill thy Room again, if thou wert Dead, 

Elſe by this Night I would: I E thee. 

Amin. Theſe ſtrange and ſudden Injuries have fall'n 
So thick upon me, that I loſe all Senſe 
Of what they are. Methinks I am-not wrong'd, 

Nor it is ought, if from the cenſuring World 

I can but hide it Reputation, hg 0 
Thou art a Word, no more : But thou haſt ſhown 4 
An Impudence fo high, that to the World : 

I fear thou wilt betray or ſhame'thy ſelf. 

© Evad. To cover Shame I took thee, never fear 
That l would blaze my ſelf. Fo 


Amin. Nor let the King . 1 
Know I conceive he wrongs me, then mine Honour 1 
Will thruſt me into Action, that my Fleſh | 8 
Could bear with Patience; and it is ſome eaſe 1 
To me in theſe Extreams, that I knew this = 


Before I toucht thee; elſe had all the Sins 

Of Mankind ſtood betwixt me and the King, 

J had gone through em to his Heart and thine. 

1 have loſt one Deſire, tis not his Crown 

Shall buy me to thy Bed: Now I refolve 

He has Amonour d thee; give me thy Hand, 

Be careful of thy Credit, and ſin cloſe, 

Tis all I with; upon thy Chamber- floor 

III reſt to Night, that Morning Viſiters 

May think we did as Married People uſe. » 

And prethce ſmile upon me when they come, 2g 

And ſeem to toy, as if thou hadſt been pleas d i 

With what we did. Evad. Fear not, I will do this. 
Amin. Come let us practiſe, and as wantonly 5 


As ever loving Bride and Bridegroom met, ö 
Let's laugh and enter here. Evad. I am content. : 

Amin. Down all the Swellings of my troubled Heart. 
When we walk thus intwin'd, let all Eyes ſee a 
If ever Lovers better did agree. | FExeunt. 


Enter Aſpatia, Antiphila and Olympias. 
Aſp. Away, you are not fad, force it no * by 
+ 3 Good 
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Good Gods, how well you look! ſuch a full colour 
Young bathful Brides put on: Sure you are new Married. 
Ant. Yes, Madam, to your Grief. 
Aſp. Alas! poor Wenches. 
Go learn to love firſt, learn to loſe your ſelves, 
Learn to be flatter'd, and believe, and bleſs 
The double Tongue that did it; 
Make a Faith out of the Miracles of Ancient Lovers. 
Did you ne'er love yet, Wenches? ſpeak Olympras, 
duch as ſpeak Truth and dy'd in't, 
And, like me, believe all faithful, and be miſerable; 
Thou haſt an eaſie 'Temper, fit for Stamp. e 
Olymp. Never. Aſp. Nor you, Antipbila? 4 
Ant. Nor I. | 1 
Aſp. Then my good Girls, be more than Women, wile. 
At leaſt be more than I was; and be ſure 
You credit any thing the Light gives Light to, 
Before a Man; rather believe the Sca 
Weeps for the ruin d Merchant when he roars; 
Rather the Wind courts but the pregnant Sails 
When the ſtrong Cordage cracks; rather the Sun 
Comes but to kiſs the Fruit in wealthy Autumn, 
When all falls blaſted; if you needs muſt Love 
(Forc'd by ill Fate) take to your Maiden Boſoms 
Two dead cold Aſpicks, and of them make Lovers, 
They cannot flatter nor forſwear; one Kiſs 
Makes a long Peace for all; but Man, 
Oh that beaſt Man! Come let's be ſad my Girls; 
That down: caſt of thine Eye, Ohmpias, | 
Shews a fine Sorrow; mark Antipbila, 
Juſt ſuch another was the Nymph Oenone, 
When Paris brought home Helen: Now a Tear, 
And then thou art a piece expreſſing fully 
Ihe Carthage Queen, when from a cold Sea Rock, 
Full with her Sorrow, ſhe ty'd faſt her Eyes 
= To the fair Trojan Ships, and having loſt them, | 
Juſt as thine Eyes do, down ſtole a Tear, Antiphila, 
What would this Wench do, if ſhe were Aſpatia? 
Here ſhe would ſtand, till ſome more pitying God 
Turn'd her to Marble. Tis enough, my Wench 5 ; 
7 S 


. 


26 The Maids Tragedy. 


Shew me the piece of Needlework you wrought. 
Ant. Of Ariadne, Madam? Aſp. Yes, that Piece, 
This ſhould be Theſeus, he'as a coz'ning Face, 
You meant him for a Man. Ant. He was ſo, Madam. 
Aſp. Why then *tis well enough, never look back, 
You have a full Wind, and a falſe Heart, Theſens 
Does not the Story ſay, his Keel was ſplit, _ 
| Or his Maſts ſpent, or ſome kind Rock or other 
« Met with his Veſſel? Ant. Not as I remember. 
=. Aſp. It ſhould ha' been ſo; could the Gods know this, 
And not of all their number raiſe a Storm? 
But they are all as ill. This falſe Smile was well expreſt; 
Juſt ſuch another caught me; you ſhall not go ſo, Au. 
n this Place work a Quickiand, (ttphila, 
And over it a ſhallow ſmiling Water. 
And his Ship ploughing it, and then a Fear. 
Do ghat Fear to the Life, Wench. 
Ant. Twill wrong the Story. SORE 
3 Aſp. Twill make the Story, wrong'd by wanton Poets, 
Live long and be belicv'd. But where's the Lady? 
Ant. There, Madam. 
Aſp. Fie, you have miſs'd it here, Antiphila, 
ou are much miſtaken, Wench; 
Theſe Colours are not dull and pale enough, 
To ſhew a Soul ſo full of Miſery 
As this fad Lady's was; do it by me, 
Do it again by me, the loſt Aſpatia, W 
_ And you ſh:ll find all true but the wild Tflandz 
. I ſtand upon the Sea- beach now, and think 
9 Mine Arms thus, and mine Hair blown with the Wind, 
BK Wild as that Deſart, and let all about me 
_ Tell that I am forſaken, do my Face 
If thou hadſt ever fecling of a Sorrow) 


Eh 


% 


Thus, thus, Antipbila, ſtrive to make me look _ 

Like Sorrow's Monument; and the Trees about me, 

Let them be dry and leaveleſs; let the Rocks ; bu 
Groan with continual Surges, and behind me {73 
Make all a Deſolation; look, look, Wenches, | 
A miſerable Life of this poor Picture. 

Ohm. Dear Madam! 


. 


WT Giyc us new Souls. 
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Aſp. 1 have done, fit down, and let us 
V pon chat Point fix all our Eyes, that Point there; 
Make a cull Silence, 'till you feel a ſudden Sadneſ 


Enter Calianax. 
= Cal. The King may do this, and he may not do it; 
WJ My Child is wrong'd, difgrac'd, Well, how now Hu- 


BY wives? What, at your eaſe? Is this a time to fit till? up 


BY you young lazy Whores, up, or I'll ſwinge you. 

Ohm. Nay, good my Lord. 

Cal. You'll he down ſhortly, get you in and work; 
What are you grown ſo reſty? you want Ears 
We ſhall have ſome of the Court Boys do that Office. 

Ant. My Lord we do no more than we are charg'd: 

It is the Lady's pleaſure we be thus in Grief; 

She is forſaken. Os 

Cal. Therc's a Rogue too, 3 

A young diſſembling Slave; well, get you in, 

Il have a bout with that Boy; *tis high time 

Now to be valiant; I confeſs my Vouth 

Was never prone that way. What, made an Afs? 

A Court Stale? Well, I will be valiant, 

And beat ſome dozen of theſe W helps Iwill; and there's 

Another of em, a trim cheating Soldier, 

Ill maul that Raſcal, Was out-brav'd me twice; 

But now I thank the Gods I'm valiant ; 1 

Go, get you in, I'll take a courſe with all. 


* 1 7 
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ACT I. SCENE I 
Enter Cleon, Strato, and Diphilus. 


Cle. VOur Siſter is not up yet. . ENS 
Diph. Oh, Brides muſt take their Morning $ reſt, 

The Night is troubleſome. Stra. But not tedious. 
Diph. What odds, he has not my Siſter's Maidenhead 


oy 


to Night? 


Stra. No; it's odds againſt any Bridegroom living, he. 
— 


ne'er gets it while he lives. Dipb. 
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Diph. You're merry with my Siſter, you'll pleaſe u 
allow me the ſame freedom with your Mother. 
Stra. She's at your Service. . "4 
Diph. Then ſhe's merry enough of her (elf, ſhe ne, 
no tickling. Knock at the Door. £ 
Stra. We ſhall interrupt them. 
Diph. No matter, they have the Year before them. 
Good morrow, Siſter; ſpare your ſelf to Day, 
The Night will come again. 
Enter Amintor. S. 
Amin. Who's there, my Brother? I am no readi 
yet, your Siſter is but now up. | 
Dipb. You look as you had loft your Eyes to Night; 
I think you ha' not ſlept. Amin. Faith I have not. 
Diph. You have done better then. 
Amin. We ventur'd for a Boy; when he is Twelve, 
He ſhall command againſt the Foes of Rhodes. 
Stra. You cannot, you want Sleep. [ Aſide 
Amin. Tis true; but ſhe, ö 
As if ſhe had drunk Lethe, or had made 
Even with Heav'n, did fetch ſo ſtill a Sleep, 
So ſweet and ſound. Dipb. What's that? 5 
Amin. Your Siſter frets this Morning, and does tun 
Her Eyes upon me, as People on their Headſman;̃ 
She does chafe, and kiſs, and chafe again, 
And clap my Checks; ſhe's in another World. | 
 Dith. Then I had loſt; I was about to lay, you hal 
not got her Maiden-head to Night. W. 
Amin. Ha! he does not mock me; you'd loft, indeed; 
I do not uſe to bungle. Cleo. You do deſerve her. 
Amin. I laid my Lips to hers, and that wild Breath 
That was rude and rough to me, laſt Night, 
Was ſweet as April; I'll be guilty too, [ Ajide. 
If theſe by the effects. 
7, G Enter Melantius. Pe 
| Mel. Good day, Amintor, for to me the Name 
Of Brother is too diſtant; we are Friends, 
And that is nearer. Amin. Dear Melantins ! 
Let me behold thee is it poſſible? 
Mel. What ſudden gaze is this? 


4 Ami", 
: 


$ 
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Amin. Tis wond'rous ſtrange. 12 
Mel. Why does thine Eye deſire ſo ſtrict a View 
f rhat it knows ſo well? | 
here's nothing here that is not thine. 
Amin. I wonder much, Melantins, 
ro o ſcc thoſe noble Looks that make me think 
How virtuous thou art; and on the ſudden {(nour, 
rs ſtrange to me, thou ſhouldſt have Worth and Ho- 
or not be baſe, and falſe, and treacherous, 
And every ill. But- Mel. Stay, ſtay, my Friend, 
er fear this found will not become our Loves; 
No more, embrace me. Amint. Oh miſtake me not; 
; I know thee to be full of all thoſe Deeds 
That we frail Men call good; but by the courſe 
Of Nature thou ſhou'dſt be as quickly chang'd: 
As are the Winds, diſſembling as the Sea, 
That now wears Brows as ſmooth as Virgins be, 
Lempting the Merchant to invade his Face, 
And in an Hour calls his Billows up, 
And ſhoots em at the Sun, deſtroying all 
Hie carries on him. O how near am 1 Aide. 
Lo utter my ſick Thoughts! * 
Mel. But why, my Friend, ſhould I be ſo by Nature? 
Amin. I have wed thy Siſter, who hath virtuous 
Enough for one whole Family, and it is ſtrange (Thoughts 
bat you ſhould feel no want, 
Mel. Believe me, this Complement's too cunning for me. 
Dipb. What ſhould I be then by the courſe of Nature, 
They having both robb'd me of ſo much Virtue? | 
= 92. O call the Bride, my Lord Amintor, that we 
may fee her bluſh, and turn her Eyes down; it is the 
prettieſt ſport, IS 
Amin. Evadne! Evad. My Lord! [ Within, 
Amin, Come forth, my Love, 
Your Brothers do attend to wiſh you Joy. 
Evad. T am not ready yet. Amin. Enough, enough. 
Evad. They'll mock me. 8 
Amin. Faith thou ſhalt come in. 
a | Enter Evadue. 
Mel. Good morrow, Siſter; he that underſtands 


— 


Whom 


* 
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Whom you have wed, need not to with you Joy: 
You have enough, take heed you be not proud. 

_ Diph. O Siſter, what have you done! 

Evad. I done! why, what have I done? 
Stra. My Lord Amintor ſwears you are no Maid now. 
Evad. Puſh! Stra. faith he does. 
Evad. I knew I ſhou'd be mockt. 
Dipb. With a Truth. | 
Evad. It twere to do again, in faith I would not marry, 
Amin, Nor I; by Heay'n. [Aide 
Dipb. Siſter, Dula ſwears ſhe heard you cry two 

Rooms off. oY 
Evad. Fie, how you talk! Diph. Let's fee you walk. 
Evad. BY my troth you're ſpoil'd. Mel. Amintor! 
Amin. Ha! Mel. Thou art fad. 

Amin. Who, I? I thank you for that. 

Shall Diphilus, thou and I fing a Catch? Mel. How! 
Amin. Prithee let's. | 
Ae!. Nay, that's too much the other way. 

Amin. 1 am ſo lighthed with my Happiness 5 

How doſt thou, Love? kiſs me. e 

Exvad. I cannot Love you, you tell Tales of me. 
Amin. Nothing but what Becomes us. Gentlemen, 

W ould you had all ſuch Wives, and all the World, 

That I might be no wonder, You're all ſad; _ 

W hat, do you envy me? ] walk, methinks, © 

On Water, and ne'er ſink, 1 am ſo light. 

Mel. Tis well you are fo; 5 

Amin. Well? how can The other, when ſhe looks thus 

Is there no Muſick there? let's Dance. 
Mel. Why? this is ſtrange, Amintor ! 
Amin. I do not know my ſelf; 

Yet 1 could wiſh my Joy were leſs. 

Diph. I'll marry too, if it will make one thus. 


Evad. Amintor, hark. Ala. 


Amin. What fays my Love? I muſt obey. 
Evad. You do it ſcurvily, *twill be perceiv'd. 
Cle. My Lord, the King is here. 
Enter King 4nd Lyſippus. 
Amin. Where? Stra. And his Brother. 


King. 
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King. Good morrow all. 

ES 4intor, joy on, Joy fall thick upon thee! 

nd, Madam, you are alter'd ſince I faw you, 
muſt falute you; you are now another's; 
o lik'd you your Night's Reſt? Evad. IIl, Sir. 
Amin. Ay! *deed ſhe took but little. 
Ly{. You'll let her take more, and thank her too ſhortly. 
= Ks. Amintor, wert thou truly honeſt 
Till thou wert Married? 
= Amin. Yes, Sir. 
King. Tell me then, how ſhews the Sport unto thee ? 
Amin. Why well. Ring. What did you do? 
BY Amir. No more nor leſs than other Couples uſe; 

W You know what *tis; it has but a courſe Name. 
Hing. But prithee, I ſhould think; by her black Eye, 
And her red Cheek, ſhe ſhould be quick and ſtirring 
In this ſame buſineſs, ha? 


= Amin, J cannot tell, I ne'er try'd other, Sir, but 1 

W perceive ſhe is as quick as you delivered. 

= Ang. Well, you'll truſt me then, Amintor, 

= To chuſe a Wife for you again? Amin. No never, Sir. 

King. Why? like you this fo ill? 

= Amin. So well I like her. 

For this I bow my Knee in thanks to you, 

And unto Heav'n will pay my grateful Tribute 

& Hourly, and to hope we ſhall draw out 

Along contented Life together here, 

And die both full of gray Hairs in one Day; 

For which the Thanks is yours: But if the Pow'rs 

That rule us, pleaſe to call her firſt away, T4 

Without Pride ſpoke, this World holds not a Wife 

Worthy to rake her room. . 

Kling. I do not like this; all forbear the Room, 

But you, Amintor, and your Lady. I have ſome ſpeech with 

Vou, that may concern your after living well. 
Amin. Ne will not tell me that he lies with her: if he do, 

Something heav'nly ſtay my Heart, for I ſhall be apt 

Tot hruſt this Arm of mine to Acts unlawful, 

Ling. You will ſuffer me to talk with her, Amintor, 

And not have a jealous pang! N 


Amin. 
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Amin. Sir, I dare truſt my Wife 
With whom ſhe dares to talk, and not be jealous: 

King. How do you like Amintor 

Evad. As I did, Sir. King. How's that! 

Evad. As one that, to fulfil your Will and Pleaſure, 
I have given leave to call me Wife and Love. 

King. I ſee there is no laſting Faith in Sin; 
They that break word with Heav'n, will break again 
With all the World, and ſo doſt thou with me. 

Evad. How, Sir? ] 

King. This ſubtile Woman's Ignorance 
Will not excuſe you; thou haſt taken Oaths 
So great, mcthought they did not well become 
A Woman's Mouth, that thou wouldſt ne'er enjoy 
A Man but me. 5 

Evad. I never did ſwear ſo; you do me wrong: 

King. Day and Night have heard it. 

Exad. I ſwore indeed that I would never love 
A Man of lower place; but if your Fortune 9 
Should throw you from this height, I bad you truſt 
I would forſake you, and would bend to him 
That won your Throne; I love with my Ambition, 
Not with mine Eyes; but if I ever yet 
Toucht any other, Leproſie light here 
Upon my Face, which for your Royalty I would not ſtain. 
2 W hy thou diſſembleſt, and it is in meyto puniſh 
tchee. 1 

Evad. Why, it is in me then not to love you, Which will 
More afflict your Body, than your Puniſhment can mine. 

King. But thou haſt let Amintor lie with thee. 

Evad. Tha' not. King. Impudence! he ſays himſelf ſo 
Evad. He lyes. King. He does not. | 

Evad. By this Light he does, ſtrangely, and baſely, and 
Tl prove it ſo; I did not ſhun him for a Night, 
But told him I would never cloſe with him. 

King. Speak lower; tis falſe. 8 

Evad. I'm no Man to anſwer with a Blow; (true, 
Or if I were, you are the King; but urge me not, tis molt 

King. Do not I know the uncontrouled thoughts 
That Youth brings with him, when his Blood is high 
„„ 5 With 
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With Expectation, and Deſires of that 
He long hath waitcd for? Is not his Spirit, 
Though he be temperate, of a valiant Strain, 
As this our Age bath known? W hat could hedo, 
If ſuch a ſudden Speech had met his Blood, 
But ruin thee for ever? if ke had not kill'd thee, 
He could not bear it thus; he is as we, | 
Or any other wrong'd Man. Evad. It is diſſembling. 
King. Take him; farewel; henceforth J am thy Foce; 
And what Diſgraces I can blot thee, look for. 
Evad. Stay, Sir; Amintor z you ſhall hear Amintor. 
Amin. W hat, my Love? 
BY Evad. Amintor, thou haſt an ingenuous Look, 
And ſhouldſt be virtuous; it amazeth me, 
That thou canſt make ſuch baſe malicious lyes. 
Amin. What, my dear Wife? 1 
Evad. Dear Wife! I do deſpiſe thee; 
Why, nothing can be baſer, than to ſow 
Diſſention amongſt Lovers. Amin. Lovers! who? 
Evad. The King and me. Amin. O Heay'n! 
Evad. Who ſhould live long, and love without diſtaſte 
Were it not for fuch Pickthanks as thy ſelf! 
Did you lie with me? ſwear now, and be puniſht in Hell 
For this. Amin. The faithleſs Sin I made 
To fair Aſpatia, is not yet reveng'd, 
It follows me. I will not loſe a word 
To this wild Woman; but to you, my King, 
The anguiſh of my Soul thruſts out this Truth, 
You're a Tyrant; and not ſo much to wrong 
An honeſt Man thus, as to take a pride 
In talking with him of it. | 
Evad. Now, Sir, ſee how loud this Fellow ly'd. 
Amin. You that can know to wrong, ſhould know how 
Men muſt right themſelves: What Puniſhment is due 
From me to him that ſhall abuſe my Bed! 
It is not Death; nor can that ſatisfie, 
Unleſs I fend your Lives through all the Land, 
To ſhew how nobly I have freed my ſelf. | 
King. Draw not thy Sword, thouknow*ſt I cannot fear 
A Subject's Hand; but thou ſhalt feel the wait of this . 
: 7 2 — * D * | | - 
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If thou doſt rage. Amin, The weight of that? 
If you have any worth, for Heav'ns {ake think 
J tear not Swords; for as you are meer Man, 

1 dare as caſily kill you for this Decd, 7 4 
As you dare think to do it: but there is Þ | 
Divinity about you, that ſtrikes dead _ 
My riſing Paſſions; as you are my King, 


J fall before you, and preſent my Sword $ : 
To cut mine own Fleſh, if it be your will. : 
Alas! Fm nothing but a mukitude 4 
Of walking Griets; yet, ſhould I murther you, 8 7 
I might before the World take the excuſe 11 


Of Madneſs: for compare my Injuries, 
And they will well appear too ſad a weight 
For Reaſon to endure; but fall ] firſt 
Among my Sorrows, e' er my treacherous Hand 
Touch holy Things: But why? I know not what 
J have to ſay; why did you chuſe out me 
"To make thus wretched ? there were thouſand Fools 
Eaſie to work on, and of State enough, within the Iiland, Wa 
Evad. I would not have a Fool, it were no Credit for me. 
Amin. Worſe and worſe! E: 
Thou that dar'ſt talk unto thy Husband thus, 
Profeſs thy ſelf a Whore; and more than ſo, 
Reſolve to be fo ſtill; it is my Fate 
To bear and bow beneath a thouſand Griefs, 
To keep that little Credit with the World. 
But there were wiſe ones too, you might have ta'ne 
Another. Ning. No; for I believe thee Honeſt, 
As thou wert Valiant. Amin. All the Happineſs 
Beſtow'd upon me, turns into Diſgrace; 
Gods take your Honeſty again, for I 
Am loaden with it. Good my Lord the King, 
Be private in it. King. Thou may'ſt live, Amintor, 
Free as thy King, if thou wilt wink at this, 
And be a means that we may meet in ſecret. 
Amin. A Baud! hold my Breaſt, a bitter Curſe 
Seize me, if I forget not all reſpects 
That are Religious, on another word 
 Scunded like that, and through a Sea of ſins 
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9 Will wade to my Revenge, though I ſhould call 


T Pains here, and after Life, upon my Soul. 


King. Well, I am reſolute you lay not with her, 
And fo lcave you. | [en Kong, 
Eꝛvad. You mult be prating, and ſee what follows. 
Amin. Prithee vex me not. 


Leave me, I am afraid ſome ſudden ſtart 
Will pull a Murther on me. 


Evad. 1 am gone; I love my Life well. [ Exit Eyadne. 

EE Amrn. I hate mine as much. | 

EZ This 'tis to break a Troth; I ſhould be glad 

I all this tide of Grief would make me mad. Exit. 
Euter Melantius. 

Mel. Ill know the Cauſe of all Amintor's Griels, 

EZ Or Friendſhip ſhall be idle. | 

Eo Enter Calianax. 75 

Cal. O Melantius, my Daughter will die. (Room. 


| ; , Mel. Truſt me, Iam torry ; would thou hadſt ta'en her 


Cal. Thou art a Slave, a Cut-throat Slave, a bloody 


= treacherous Slave. 


Mel. Take heed old Man, thou wilt be heard to rave, 
And loſe thine Offices. Cal. I am valiant grown 


At all theſe Years, and thou art but a Slave. 


Mel. Leave, ſome Company will come, and I reſpect 
Thy Years, not thee ſo much, that I could wiſh 
To laugh at thee alone. 5 
Cal. I'll ſpoil your Mirth, I mean to fight with thee; 


E There lie my Cloak, this was my Father's Sword, 
And he durſt fight; are you prepar'd? 


Mel. Why? wilt thou doat thy ſelf out of thy Lite? 


| | Hence get thee to Bed, have careful looking to, and cat 


warm things, and trouble not me; my Head is full of 
Thoughts more weighty than thy Life or Death can be. 
Cal. You have a Name in War, when you ſtand fate 


| Amongſt a multitude; but I will try 


What 22 dare do unto a weak old Man 
In ang e fight; you'll ground, | fear: Come, draw. 
Mel. J will not draw, unleſs thou pull'ſt thy Death 


= Upon thee with a ſtroke; there's no one blow 


That thou canſt give, hath ſtrength enough to kill me. 
| 2. „„ 
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Tempt me not ſo far then; the Pow'r of Earth 

Shall not redeem thee. Cal. I muſt let him alone, 

He's ſtout and able; and to ſay the Truth, 

However I may ſet a Face, and talk, 

I am not valiant: When I was a Youth, 

I kept my credit with a teſty trick I had, 

Among Cowards, but durſt never fight. (ſtay, 
Mel. 1 will not promiſe to preſerve your Life if you do 
Cal. I would give half my Land that Idurſt fight with 

that proud Man a little: If I had Men to hold, I would 

beat him, till he ask me e 
Mel. Sir, will you be gone! | . 

Cal. I dare not ſtay, but I will go home, and beat my 

Servants all over for this. | Exit Calianax. 

Mel. This old Fellow haunts me, 

But the diſtracted carriage of mine Amintor 

Takes deeply on me, I will find the Cauſe; . 

I fear his Conſcience cries, he wrong'd Aſpatia. 

Enter Amintor. 1 
Amin. Mens Eyes are not ſo ſubtle to perceive 

My inward Miſery; I bear my Grief 

Hid from the World ; how art thou wretched then? 

For ought I know, all Husbands are like me; 

And every one I talk with of his Wife, 

Is but a well Diſſembler of his Woes , 

As Iam: Would I knew it, for the rareneſs afflicts me now. 
Mel. Amintor, we have not enjoy'd our Friendſhip of 

For we were wont to charge our Souls in talk. (late, 
Amin. Melantius, I can tell thee a good Jeſt of Strats 

and a Lady the laſt day. Mel. How waſt? 
Amin. Why ſuch an odd one. 1 & 

Mel. Ihave long' d to ſpeak with you, not of an idle Jeſt 

that's forc'd, but of matter you are bound to utter to me. 

Amin. W hat is that, my Friend? 


* 


Mel. J have obſerv'd, your words fall from your Tongue 


Wildly; and all your Carriage, 
Like one that ſtrove to ſhew his merry Mood, 
When he were ill diſpos'd: You were not wont 
Top t ſuch ſcorn into your Speech, or wear 
Upon your Face ridiculous jollity : 
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EZ ome Sadneſs fits here, which your Cunning wou'd 


Cover o'er with Smiles, and *twill not be. What is it? 
= Amin. A Sadneſs here! what Cauſe 

Can Fate provide for me, to make me 711 ip 

Am I not lov'd through all this Ifle? the King 

Rains Greatneſs on me: Have I not receiv'd 

A Lady to my Bed, that in her Eye 


2 Keeps mounting Fire, and on her tender Checks 


inevitable Colour, in her Heart 

A Priſon for all Virtue ? Are not you, 

Which is above all Joys, my conſtant Friend? 

What Sadneſs can I have? no, I am light, 

And feel the courſes of my Blood more warm 

And ſtirring than they were; faith marry too, 

And you will feel ſo unexpreſt a Joy 3 
In chaſt Embraces, that you will indeed appear another. 
Mel. You may ſhape, Amintor, 8 


; | Cauſes to cozen the whole World withal, 
And your {elf too; bur 'tis not like a Friend, 


To hide your Soul from me; 'tis not your Nature 

To be thus idle; I have ſeen you ſtand 

As you were blaſted ; midſt of all your Mirth, 

Call thrice aloud, and then ſtart, teigning Joy 

Sg 50 coldly: World! what do I here? a Friend 
Ils nothing, Heav'n! I would ha' told that Man 

My ſecret Sins; I'll ſearch an unknown Land, 

And there plant Friendſhip, all is wither'd here 

Come with a complement, I wou'd have fought 

Or told my Friend he ly'd, e'er ſooth'd him ſo; 

Out of my Boſom. Amin. But there is nothing. 
Mel. Worſe and worſe; farewel; - 

From this time have Acquaintance, but no Friend. 
Amin. Melantius, ſtay, you ſhall know what that is. 
Mel. See how you play'd with Friendſhip be advis'd 

How you give cauſe unto your ſelf to ſay, 

You h# loſt a Friend. Amin. Forgive what I have done; 

For I am ſo o' er- gone with Injuries | 

Unheard of, that I loſe Conſideration 

Ot what I ought to do oh oh. 

Mel. Do not weep ; what is't ? 


D 3 Ma; 
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May I once but know the Man 
Hath turn'd my Friend thus? 5 
Amin. I had ſpoke at firſt, but that Mel. But what? 
Amin, 1 held it moſt unfit 
For you to know; faith do not know it yet. 
Mel. Thou ſeeſt my Love, that will keep company 
With thee in Tears; hide nothing then from me; 13 
For when I know the eauſe of thy Diſtemper, =_ 
With mine own Armour I'll adorn my felt, V 
My Reſolution, and cut through thy Foes, F 
Unto thy Quiet, till I place thy Heart ES 
Ass peaccable as ſpotleſs Innocence. What is it? 
Amin. Why, tis this it is too big 
To get out, let my Tears make way awhile. 
Mel. Puniſh me ſtrangely Heav'n, if he eſcape 
Of Lite or Fame, that brought this Youth to this. 
Amin. Y our Siſter. Mel. Well ſaid. 
Amin. You'll with't unknown, when you have heardit, 
Mel. No. Amin. 1s much to blame, 
And to the King has giv'n her Honour up, 
And lives in Whoredom with him. Mel. How, this! 
Thou art run mad with Injury indeed, | 
Thou cou'dſt not utter this elſe; ſpeak again, 
For I forgive it freely; tell thy Griefs. 


Amin. She's wanton; J am loth to ſay a Whore, 
Though it be true. * f 
Mel. Speak yet again, before mine Anger grow 
Up, beyond throwing down; what are thy Griets ? 
Amin. By all our Friendſhip, theſe. 
Mel. What? am ] tame? y 
After mine Actions, ſhall the name of Friend 
Blot all our Family, and ſtrike the brand 
Of Whore upon my Siſter, unreveng'd? 
My ſhaking Fleſh be thou a Witneſs for me, 
Wich what unwillingneſs I go to ſcourge 
= This Rayler, whom my Folly hath calPd Friend; 
4 T will not take thee baſely; thy Sword 4 
Hangs near thy Hand, draw it, that I may whip : 
Thy Raſhneſs to Repentance. Draw thy Sword. * 
Amin. Not on thee, did thine Anger {well as * 
| 5 


* 
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As the wild Surges; thou ſhouldſt do me eaſe 
Here, and Eternally, if thy noble Hand 
W ou'd cut me from my Sorrows. (Lies 


Mel This is baſe and fearful ! they that uſe to utter 


EZ Provide not Blows, but Words to qualifie 
BZ The Men they wrong'd; thou haft a guilty Cauſe. 
Amin. Thou pleaſeſt mc; for {> much more like this 
il raiſe my \nger up above my Griefs, 
Which is a Paſſion eaſier to be born, 
And I ſhall then be happy: 

Mel. Take then more to raiſe thine Anger. *Tis meer 
Cowardice makes thee not draw; and L will leave thee 
However; but if thou art ſo much preſt (dead 
With Guilt and Fear, as not to dare to fight; 

I'll make thy Memory loath'd, and fix a Scandal 
Upon thy Name for ever. Amin. Then I draw, 
As juſtly as cur Magiſtrates their Swords, 

To cut Offenders off; I knew before 
*T'would grate your Ears; but it was baſe in you 
To urge a weighty Secret from your Friend, 
And then rage at it; I ſhall be at caſe 

If I be kill'd; and if you fall by me, 
I ſhall not long out-live you. Mel. Stay a while. 
The name of Friend is more than Family, 

Or all the World beſides; I was a Fool. 

Thou ſearching human Nature, that didſt wake 
To do me wrong, thou art inquiſitive, 

And thruſts me upon Queſtions that will take 
My Sleep away; would 1 had dy'd, &er known 
This fad Diſhonour. Pardon me my Friend; 

If thou wi't ſtrike, here is a faithful Heart, 
Pierce it, for I will never heave my Hand 

To thine; behold the Pow'r thou haſt in me! 
do believe my Siſter is a Whore, 

A Leprous one; put up thy Sword, young Man. 

Amin. How ſhou'd I bear it then, ſhe being ſo? 

I fear, my Friend, that you will loſe me ſhortly 
And | ſhall do a foul Act on my ſelf 
Through theſe Diſgraces. Mel. Better half the Land 


Were buried quick together; no, Amintor, 
D 4 Thou 


> DD 
— — *. 4 


————ů — do SI. — 


5 Crs ee 
8 
— Vs L 


TTT 


— — — - 


: n 
— — — 


—_ 
2 EL — 


40 The Maids Tragedy. 


Thou ſhalt have eaſe; O this Adult'rous King 
That drew her tot: where got he the Spirit 
To wrong me ſo? Amin. What is it then to me, 

If it be wrong to you! 
Mel. Why, not ſo much: The credit of our Houſe 
Is thrown away; 
But from his Iron Den I'll waken Death, 
And hurl him on this King; my Honeſty 
Shall ſteel my Sword, and on its horrid Point 
P!! wear my Cauſe, that {hall amaze the Eyes 
Of this proud Man, and be too - 
For him to look on. 
Amin. J have quite undone ns Fame. 
Mel. Dry up thy watry Eyes, 
And caſt a manly Look upon my Face; 
For nothing is ſo wild as I thy Friend, | 
Till J have freed thee : ſtill this ſwelling Breaſt; 
I go thus from thee, and will never ceaſe 
My Vengeance, till I find my Heart at Peace. 
Amin. It muſt not be ſo; ſtay, mine 9 wou d tell 
How loth I am to this; but Love and Tears 
Leave me a while, for I have hazarded © 
All this World calls happy; thou haft wrought 
A Secret from me under name of Friend, 


Which Art could ne'er have found, nor T orture mm 

From out my Boſom; give it me again, 

For I will find it, whereſoe'er it lies hid 

In the mortal part; invent a way to give it back. 
Mel. Why, wou'd you have it back? 

I will to Death purſue him with Revenge. 
Amin. Therefore I call it back from thee; for I know 

Thy Blood ſo high, that thou wilt ſtir i in this, 

And ſhame me to Poſterity ; | 

T:ice.to thy Weapon. 
A. Hear thy Friend, that bears wor Views hin thou. 
Amin. Iwill not hear: but draw, or Mel, Amintor. 
Ain Draw then, for I am full as reſolute | 

> As | Lame and Honour can inforce m. 

ann linger, draw. Mel. I do but is not 

ſhare of Credit equal with thine, if I do ſtir? 8 

min. 
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Amin. No; for it will be calld 
Honour in thee to ſpill thy Siſter's Blood, 
If ſhe her Birth abuſe, and on the King 
A brave Revenge : but on me that have walkt 8 
With Patience in it, it will fix the Name _ 
Of fearful Cuckold O that Word! be quick. 
Mel. Then join with me. E 
Amin. 1 dare not do a Sin, or elſe I would: Be ſpeedy. 
Mel. Then dare not fight with me, for that's a Sin. 
His Grief diſtracts him; call thy Thoughts again, 
And to thy ſelf pronounce the Name of Friend, 
And ce what that will work; I will not fight. 
Amin. You muſt. 4 SEE 
Mel. I will be kill'd firſt, though my Paſſions 
Offer'd the like to you; *tis not this Earth 
Shall buy my Reaſon to it; think a while, 
For you are (I muſt weep when I ſpeak that) 4 
Almoſt beſides your ſelf. Amin. Oh my ſoft Temper! 
So many ſweet Words from thy Siſter's Mouth, 
I am afraid would make me take her 
To embrace, and pardon her. I am mad indeed, 
And know not what I do; yet have a Care 
Of me, in what thou doeſt. + (or to ſave 
Mel. Why thinks my Friend I will forget his Honour, 
The Brayery of our Houſe, will loſe his Fame, 
And fear to touch the Throne of Majeſty? 
Amin. A Curſe will follow that, but rather Jive 
And ſuffer with me. | . N 
Mel. Iwill do what Worth ſhall bid me, and no more. 
Amin. Faith I am fick, and deſp'rately 1 hope, | 
Yet leaning thus, I feel a kind of Eaſe. 
Mel. Come take again your Mirth about you. 
Amin. I ſhall never do't. 1 5 
Mel. 1 warrant you, look up, we'll walk together, 
Put thine Arm here, all ſhall be well again. (why, 
Amin. Thy Love, O wretched, Il thy Love, Melantius; 
| have nothing ele. ̃ 8 
Mel. Be merry then. 8 I [Exeunt. 
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Enter Melantius again. 
Mel. This worthy Young Man may do Violence 
Upon himſelf, but I have cheriſht him 

To my beſt Pow'r, and ſent him ſmiling from me 
To counterfeit again. Sword hold thine Edge, 
My Heart will never fail me. Diphilus, 

Thy com'ſt as ſent. ne 
Enter Diphilus. 
Diph. Vonder has been ſuch laughing. 
Mel. Betwixt whom? | 0 
Diph. Why, our Siſter and the King, 
I thought their Spleens would break, 
Thy laught us all out of the Room. 
Mel. They muſt weep, Diphilus. Diph. Muſt they? 
Mel. They muſt: Thou art my Brother, and if I did be- 
Thou hadſt a baſe Thought, I would rip it out, (licve 
Lie where it durſt 175 (and find it. 
Dipb. You ſhould not, I would firſt mangle my ſelt 
Mel. That was ſpoke according to our Strain 
Come join thy Hands to mine, (thee. 
And ſwear a Firmneſs to what Project I ſhall lay befoie 
Di#h. You do wrong us both; IO 
People hereafter ſhall not ſay there paſs'd 
A Bond more than our Loves, to tie our Lives 
And Deaths together. e Wh 
Mel. It is as nobly ſaid as I would with; 
Anon I'll tell you Wonders; we are wrong'd. 
Dig#. But I will tell you now, we'll right our ſelves. 
Mel. Stay not, prepare the Armour in my Houſe ; 
And what Friends you can draw unto our Side, 
Not knowing of the Cauſe, make ready too; 

Haſte Diybilus, the Time requires it, haſte. | Exit Diphilus. 

I hope my Cauſe is juſt, I know my Blood 
Tells me it is, and I will credit it. EI 
To take Revenge, and loſe my ſelf withal, 5 
Were idle; and to {cape impoſſible, 

Without I had the Fort, which Miſery 
Remaining the Hands of my Old Enemy 
Calianax, but I muſt have it. See ; 


Euter 
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TO Enter Calianax. 5 
Where he comes ſhaking by me: Good my Lord, 
Forget your Spleen to me, I never wrong d you, 


If I durſt fight, your Tongue would lie at quiet. 
Mel. Vou're touchy without all Cauſe. 
015 e, 
Mel. By mine Honour I ſpeak Truth. 
Cal. Honour ? where is't ? | | 
Mel. See what ſtarts you make into your hatred to 
my Love and Freedom to you... 
1come with Reſolution to obtain a Suit of Jeu: (Sir. 
Cel. A Suit of me! 'tis very like it ſhould be granted, 
Mel. Nay, go not hencez- 
"Tis this; you have the keeping of the Fort, 
And I would wiſh you, by the Love you ought 
To bear unto me, to deliver it into my Hands. 
Cal. I amin hope that thou art mad, to talk to me thus. 
Mel. But there is a Reaſon to move you to it. I would 
kill the King, that wrong'd you and your Daughter. 
Cal. Out Traytor ! a (done, 
Mel, Nay but ſtay; I cannot ſcape, the Deed once 
Without I have this Fort. | 
Cal. And ſhould I help thee ? now thy Treacherous 
Mind betrays it ſelf. Mel. Come, delay me not; 
Give me a {ſudden Anſwer, or already 
Thy laſt is ſpoke; refuſe not offer'd Love, 
M hen it comes clad in Secrets. * 
Cal. If Iſay I will not, he will kill me, I do ſee't writ 
In his Looks; and ſhould I ſay Iwill, he'll run and tell the 
King. I do not ſhun your Friendſhip, dear Melantius, 


Mel. Take it I know this goes unto the King, 
But I am Arm'd. Ne: Er. Melant. 
Cal. Methinks I feel my ſelf 
But twenty now again; this fighting Fool 
Wants Policy; I ſhall revenge my Girl, 
And make her red again; I pray, my Legs 
Will laſt that Pace that wil carry them, 
I ſhall want Breath before I find the King. 
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ACTI SEENTES. 


Enter Melantios, Evadne, and a Lady. 


Mel. gon you. 
| Evad. Save you, ſweet Brother. | 
_ Mel. In my blunt Eye methinks you look, Evade. 
Evad. Come, you would make me Bluſh. - 
Mel. I would Evadne, I ſhall diſpleaſe my ends elſe. 
Evad. You ſhall, if you — me; I am baſil, 
Come Sir, how do I look? 
Mel. I would not have your Women hear me 
Break into Commendation of you, tis not ſeemly. 
Evad. Go wait me in the dee 
Met. III lock the Doorifirſt. [ Exeunt Ladies. 
Evad. Why? 
Mel. Iwill not have your gilded Things that dance 
Choke up my Buſineſs 
In Viſitation with. their Millan Skins 
Evad. You are ſtrangely diſpos'd, Sir. 
Mel. Good Madam, not to make you merry. 
Evad. No, if you praiſe me, 'twill make me TY 
Mel. Such a ſad Commendation I have for you. 
Evad. Brother, the Court hath made you witty, 
And learn to Riddle. (ching? 
Mel. 1 praiſe the Court for” tz has it learn'd you no- 
Evad. Me? 
Mel. Ay, Evadne, chou art young and handfom, 
A Lady of a ſweet Complexion, 
And ſuch a flowing Carriage, that it cannot 
Chuſe but inflame a Kingdom. Evad. Gentle Brother ! 
Aol. Tis yet in thy Remembrance, fooliſh 2 8 1 


To make me gentle. Evad. How | is this? 


Mel. Tis baſe, 


And I could bluſh at theſe Vea, thorough all 


My honour'd Scars, to come to ſuch a Parly. + 
Evad. underſtand you not. Mel. You dare not, Fool; 

They that commit thy Faults, fly the Remembrance. 
Evad. My Faults, Sir! I would have you knowl care not 


* 


* 
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Mel. Thy Body is too little for the Story, 

The Luſts * which would fill another Woman, 

Though ſhe had Twins within her. Evad. This is ſaucy; 

Look you intrude no more, there lies your Way. | 
Mel. Thou art my Way, and I will tread upon thee, 

Till I find Truth our. 

| Evad. What Truth is that you look for? hs 
Mel. Thy long-loſt Honour: would the Gods had ſot me 

One of their loudeſt Bolts; come tell me quickly, 

Do it without Enforcement, and take heed 

You ſwell me not above my Temper. 

Evad. How Sir? where got you this Report? 

Mel. Where there were People in every Place. 
Evad. They and the Seconds of it are baſe People; 
Believe them not, they lyed. . 

Mel. Do not play with mine Anger, do not Wretch, 
I come to know that deſperate Fool that drew thee 
From thy fair Life; be wiſe, and lay him open. | 

Evad. Unhand me, and learn Manners z ſuch another 
Forgetfulneſs forfeits your Life. 8 

Mel. Quench me this mighty Humour, and then tell me 
Whoſe Whore you are, for you are one, I know it. 
Let all mine Honours periſh but Pll find him, 
Though he lie lockt up in thy Blood; be ſudden; 
There is no facing it, and be not flattered; 
The burnt Air, when the Dog reigns, is not fouler 
Than thy contagious Name, till thy Repentance 
(If the Gods grant thee any) purge thy Sickneſs. 
Evad. Be gone, you are my Brother, that's your Safety. 
Mel. Tl be a Wolf firſt; tis to be thy Brother ; 
An Infamy below the Sin of 2 Coward : 
I am as far from being Part of thee, 
As thou art from thy Virtue : Seck a Kindred 
Mongſt ſenſual Beaſts, and make a Goat thy Brother, 
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A Goat is cooler, Will you tell me yet! | 0, ; 4 [1 
Evad. If you ſtay here and rail thus, Iſhall tell you, 1 
III ha' you whipt; get you to-your Command, 2 


And there preach to your Sentinels, . (at you. 
And tell them what a brave Man you are; I ſhall laugh 
Mel. You're growna glorious Whore; where be your 
| ND; | Ty Fighters? 5 


N 


F” Bn The Maids Tragedy. 

Fighters? what mortal Fool durſt raiſe thee to this daring, 
And I alive? by my juſt Sword, h'ad ſafer | 
Beſtride a Billow when they angry North : 
Plows up the Sea, or made Heav'ns Fire his Food: 
Work me no higher; will you diſcover yet? 

Evad. The Fellow's mad; ſleep, and ſpeak Senſe. (thee; 
Mel. Force my ſwoll'n Heart no further; I would fave 

Your great Maintainers are not here, they dare not, 

Would they were all, and arm'd, I would ſpeak loud ; 

Here's one ſhould thunder to em: will you tell me? 

Thou haſt no hope to ſcape; he that dares moſt, 

And damns away his Soul to do thee Service, 

Will ſooner fetch meat from a hungry Lion, 

Than come to reſcue thee; thou haſt Death about thee: 

He has undone thine Honour, poyſon'd thy Virtue, 

And, of a lovely Roſe, left thee a Canker. 

Evad. Let me conſider. Mel. Do, whoſe Child thou wert, 
Whoſe Honour thou haſtmurder'd, whoſe Grave open'd, 
And fo pull'd on the Gods, that in their Juſtice 
They muſt reſtore him Fleſh again and Life, 
And raiſe his 8 to revenge his Scandal. 

Evad. The Gods are not of my mind; they had better 
let 'em lie ſweet ſtill in the Earth; they'll ſtink here. 
Mel. Do you raiſe Mirth out of my Eaſineſs? 
Forſake e all weakneſſes ot Nature, | 
That make Men Women: Speak you W hore, ſpeak truth, 
Or by the dear Soul of 15 ſleeping Father, 
This Sword ſhall be thy Lover: tell, or P'|l kill thee: 
And when thou haſt told all, thou wilt deſerve it. 
Evad. You will not murder me | 
Mel. No, tis a Juſtice, and a Noble one, 
To put the Light out of ſuch baſe Offenders, 
vad. Help! * L 
Mel. By thy foul ſelf, no Human Help ſhall help thee, 

If thou crieſt; when I have kill'd thee, as I have 
Vow'd to do, if thou confeſs not, naked as thou haſt left 
Thine Honour, will T leave thee, 2 
That on thy branded Fleſh the World may read 
Thy black Shame, and my Juſtice. Wilt thou bend yet? 

Evad. Yes, Mel. Up and begin your Story. ; . 
| 0 — odd. 
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Fvad. Oh I am miſerable. 5 

Mel. Tis true, thou art ſpeak Truth ftill. 

Evad. I have offended, Noble Sir: forgive me. | 
= JM. With what ſecure Slave? Evad. Do not ask me, Sir. 
Mine own Remembrance is a Miſery too mighty for me. 
= Mel. Do not fall bak again; my Sword's unſheath'd yet. 
Foad. What ſhall I do? FEY 
Mel. Be true, and make your Fault leſs. 
vad. I dare not tell 
Mel. Tell, or Fll be this Day a killing thee. 

Fvad. Will you forgive me then? 


Mel. Stay, I muſt ask mine Honour firſt, I have too much ; 


fooliſh Nature in meʒ ſpeak. Evad. Is there none elſe here? 
Mel. None but a fearful Conſcience, that's too many. 
Who is't? Evad. O hear me gently; it was the King. 
Mel. No more. My worthy Father's and my Services 
Ale liberally rewarded! ns I thank thee : 
Fer all my Dangers and my Wounds, thou haſt paid me 
In my own Metal: Theſe are Soldiers thanks. 
How long have you liv'd thus, Evadne? 
Evad. Too long. wo 
Mel. Too late you find it: Can you be ſorry? 
_ Evad. Wou'd I were half as blameleſs. 
Mel. Evadne, thou wilt to thy Trade again. 
 Foad. Firſt to my Grave. 
Mel. Wou'd Gods th'hadſt been fo bleſt: 
Doſt thou not hate this King now? prethee hate him: 
Cou'dft thou not curſe him? I command thee curſe him, 
Curſe till the Gods hear, and deliver hm 
To thy juſt Wiſhes ; yet I fear, Evadne, 
You had rather play your Game out. 1 
Evad. No, I feel too many ſad Confuſions here 
To let in any looſe Flame hereafter. 
Mel. Doſt thou not feel among all thoſe one braveAnger, 
That breaks out nobly, and directs thine Arm 
To kill this baſe King? | 
Evad. All the God forbid it. 3 | 
| Mel. No, all the Gods require it, they are diſhonour'd 
Evad. Tis too fearful. 5 (in him. 
el. You're valiant in his Bed, and bold enough - 
2 CT Te 0 
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To be a ſtale Whore, and have your Madam's Name 
Diſcourſe for Grooms and Pages; and hereafter, 
W hen his cool Majeſty hath laid you by, 
To be at Penſion with ſome needy Sir 
For Meat and courſer Clothes, thus far you know no fear. 
Come, you ſhall kill him. Evad. Good Sir! 
| Mel. And 'twere to kiſs him Dead, thou'd ſmother him; 
Be wiſe and kill him: Canſt thou live, and know 
What noble Minds ſhall make thee ſee thy ſelf 
Found out with ev'ry Finger, made the Shame 
Of all Succefſions, and in this great Ruin 
Thy Brother and thy noble Husband broken? 
Thou ſhalt not live thus; kneel, and ſwear to help me 
When I ſhall call thee to it, or by all Es 
Holy in Heav'n and Farth, thou ſhalt not live 
To brew a full hour longer, not a Thought: 
Come *tis a righteous Oath z give me thy Hand, 
And both to Heav'n held up, ſwear by that Wealth 
This luſtful Thief ſtole from thee, when I fay it, 
To let his foul Soul out. Evad. Here I ſwear it, 
And all you Spirits of abuſed Ladies 
Help me in this Performance. 
Mel. Enough; this muſt be known to none 
But you and I, Evade ; not to your Lord, 
Though he be wiſe and noble, and a Fellow 
| Dares ſtep as far into a worthy Action 
As the moſt daring, ay as far as Juſtice. "0! ANN 
Ask me not why. Farewel. Exit Mel. 
Exxad. Would I cou'd ſay fo to my black Diſgrace. 
Oh where have I been all this time! how friended, 
That I ſhould loſe my ſelf thus deſperately, + 
And none for Pity ſew me how I wandred? 
There is not in the compaſs of the Light 
A more unhappy Creature: Sure I am monſtrous, 
For I have done thoſe Follies, thoſe mad Miſchief, 
Wou'd dare a Woman. O my loaden Soul, 
Be not ſo cruel to me, choak not up 
7 _ Enter Amintor. 
The way to my Repentance. O my Lord. 
Amin. How now? . 
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Evad, My much abuſed Lord! [ Kneels, 
Amin. This cannot be. 
Evad. I do nat kneel to live, dare not hope it; 
The Wrongs I did are greater; look upon me, 
Though I appear with all my Faults. Amin. Stand up. 
This is no new way to beget more Sorrow; 
Heav'n knows I have too many; do not mock me; 
Though I am tame,and bred up with my wrongs, 
Which are my Foſter-brothers, I may leap 
Like a Hand-wolf into my natural Wildneſs, 
And do an Outrage: pray thee do not mock me. 
Evad. My whole. Life is ſo leprous, it infects 
All my Repentance: 1 wou'd buy your Pardon 
Though at the higheſt ſet, even with my Life: 
That flight Contrition, that's no Sacrifice 
For what I have committed. Amin. Sure dazle: 
There cannot be a Faith in that foul Woman 


That knows no God more mighty than her Miſchiefs: 


Thou doſt till worſt, ſtill number on thy Faults, 
To preſs my poor H-art thus. Can l believe 
There's any ed of Virtue in that Woman 
Left to ſhoot up, that dares go on in Sin 
Known, and ſo known as thine is, O Evadne 
Wou'd there were any ſafety in thy Sex, 
That I might put a thouſand Sorrows off,  - 
And credit thy Repentance. But I muſt not; 
Thou haſt brought me to the dull Calamity, 
To that ſtrange Misbelief of all the World, 
And all things that are in it. that I fear 

1 ſhall fall like a Tree, and find my Grave, 
Only remembring that I gricve. 

Evad. My Lord, 5 
Give me your Griefs: Vou are an Innocent, 
A Soul as white as Heav'n; let not my Sins 
Periſh your noble Youth: I do not fall here 
To ſhadow by diſſembling with my Tears, 
As all ſay Women can, or to make leſs N 
What my hot Will hath done, which Heav'n and you 
-Knows to be tougher than the hand of time 
o_ 0 5 Mans remembrance; no, 1 do not; 
| OL. I. | 
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I do appear the ſame, the ſame Evadne, 

Dreſt in the Shames I liv'd in, the ſame Monſter. 

But theſe are Names of Honour, to what I am; 

do preſent my felt the fouleſt Creature, 

Moſt pois'nous, jon, rn and deſpis'd of Men, 
Lerna e're bred, or Nilus; 1 am Hell, 

Till you, my dear Lord, ſhoot your light into me, 
The beams of your Forgiyeneſs: J am Soul- ſick, 

And wither with the fear of one condemn'd, 

* Fill I have got your Pardon. Amin. Riſe Evadne. 


Thoſe Heav'nly Pow'rs that put this good into thee, 4 


Grant a continuance of it: I forgive thee; 

Make thy felf worthy of it, and take heed, 

Take heed Evadne this be ſericus; 

Mock not the Pow'rs above, that can and dare 

Give thee a great example of their Juſtice 

To all enſuing Eyes, it thou playeſt 

With thy Repentance, the beſt Sacrifice. 
Evad. I have done nothing good to win belief, 

My Life hath been ſo faithlels; all the Creatures 

Made for Heav'ns Honours have their ends, and good ones, 

All but the coz' ning Crocodiles, falſe Women; 


They rei zn here like thoſe Plagues, thoſe killing Sores 


Men pray againſt; and when they die, like Tales 
Ul told, and unbeliev'd, they paſs away, 
And go to Duſt forgotten: But my Lord, 
Thoſe ſhort Days 1 thall number to my reſt, 
(As many mult not {ee me) ſhall, though roo late, 
Though in my evening, yet perceive a Will, 
Since I can do no good becauſe a Woman, 
Reach conſtantly at ſomething that is near it; 
| will redeem one minute of my Age, 
Or like another Niobe I'll weep 
Till Jam Water. 

Amin. I am now diffoly'd: - 3 
My frozen Soul melts: may each Sin thou haſt, 
Fund a new Mercy: Riſe, I am at peace: 
Hadſt thou been thus, thus excellently good, 
Before that devil King tempted thy frailty, 


* 


Sure thou hadſt made a Star. Give me thy Hand; 
ET — 


=> 


From this time I will know thee, and as far 

As Honour gives me leave, be thy Amintor. 

When we meet next, J will falute thee fairly, 

And pray the Gods to give thee happy Days: 

W My Charity ſhall go along with thee, | 

W Though my Embraces mult be far from thee. 

I ſhould ha' kill'd thee, but this ſwect Repentance 

Locks up my Vengeance, for which thus I kiſs thee, 

The laſt kiſs we muſt take; and wou'd to Heav'n 

The Holy Prieſt that gave our Hands together, 

Had giv'n us equal Virtues. Go Evade, 

The Gods thus part our Bodies, have a care 

My Honour falls no farther, Lam well then. 

Evad. All the dear Joys here, and above hereafter 
Crown thy fair Soul. Thus I take leave my Lord, 
And never ſhall you ſee the foul Evade 
Till ſhe have try'd all honour'd means that may 
Set her in reft, and waſh her Stains away. Exeunt. 

Banquet. Enter King, Calianax. Hoboyes play within, 
King. I cannot tell how I ſhou'd credit this 

From you that are his Enemy. — 

Cal. I am ſure he ſaid it to me, and I'll juſtifie it 
What way he dares oppoſe; but with my Sword. 
King. But did he break without all cireumſtance 

To you his Foe, that he wou'd have the Fort 

To kill me, and then eſcape? | | 

Cal. If he deny it, I'll make him bluſh. 

King. It ſounds incredibly. 

Cal. Ay, ſo does every thing I ſay of late. 


King. Not ſo Calianax. Cal. Yes, I ſhou'd fit mute 


Whilſt a Rogue with ſtrong Arms cuts your Throat. 
Hing. Well, I will try him, and if this be true 
Pl pawn my Lite I'll find it; if be fale, 
And that you clothe your Hate in ſuch a Lie, 
You ſhall hereafter doat in your own Houle, 
Not in the Court. N g 
Cal. Why if it be a Lie, EDS 
Mine Ears are falſe; for l'Il be ſworh I heard it: 
Old Men are good for nothing; you were belt 
Put me to death for hearing, and free him 
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; The Maids Tragedy. 
For meaning of it; you wou'd ha? truſted me 
Once, but the time is altered. (World; 

Kling. And will ſtill where I may do, with Juſtice to the 
You have no witneſs. Cal. Yes, my elf. 
King. No more I mean there were that heard it. 
Cal. How no more? would you, have more? why am 
Not I enough to hang a thouſand Rogues? 
King. But to you may hang honeſt Men too if you pleaſe. 
Cal. I may, tis like I will do ſo; there are a hundrel 
will {wear it for a need too, if I fay it. 8 
King. Such Witneſſes we need not. (rous Knave. 
Cal. And *tis hard if my Word cannot hang a boyltc- 
King. Enough; where's Strato? Stra. Sir! 
| Enter Strato. | 
King. Why where's all the Company? call Amintor in. 
Evadne, where's my Brother, and 8 2 
Bid him come too, and Diphilus; call all Exit Strato. 
That are without there: If he ſhould deſire 
The combat of you, tis not in the Pow'r 
Of all our Laws to hinder it, unleſs we mean to quit 'em. 
Cal. Why if you do thin | 
*Tis fit an old Man and a Counſellor, 
To fight for what he ſays, then you may grant it. 
Enter Amintor, Evadne, Melantius, Diphilus, Ly- 
ſippus, Cleon, Strato, and Diagoras. 
King. Come Sirs, Amintor thou art yet a Bridegroom, 
And 1 will uſe thee ſo; thou ſhalt fit down; 
Evadne ſit, and you Amintor too; | 
This Banquet is for you, Sir: Who has brought 
A marry Tale about bim, to raiſe a laughter 
Amongſt our Wine? Why Strato, where art thou? 
Thou wilt ehop out with them unſeaſonably 
When I deſire em not. | 8 
Stra. Tis my ill lack Sir, fo to ſpend them then. (fad. 
King. Reach me a Boul of Wine: Melantius, thou art 
Amin. I ſhould be Sir the merrieft here, 
But I ha' ne'er a Story of mine own 
Worth telling at this time. 
King. Give me the Wine. 
_ Melantius, I am now conſidering 
How caſie twere for zny Man we truſt 


\ — 
\ 
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To poyſon one of us in ſuch a Boul. | | 
Mel. I think it were not hard Sir, for a Knave. 
Cat. Such as you are. 4 
King. I' faith 'twere eaſie, it becomes us well 
To get plain dealing Men about our ſelves, 
Such as you all are here. Amintor, to thee, 


aud to thy fair Evadne. 


Ael. Have you thought of this, Calianax {| Aſide. 
Cal. Yes marry have I. 
Mel. And what's your Reſolution? 
Cal. Ye ſhall have it ſoundly? | RE | 
King. Reach to Amintor, Strato. Amin. Here my Love, 
This Wine will do thee wrong, for it will fer (Pity. 
Bluſhes upon thy Cheeks, and*tll thou doſt a Fault, twere 
King. Yet I wonder much Eb 1 
Of the ſtrange deſperation of theſe Men, 
That dare attempt ſuch Acts here in our State; 
He could not eſcape that did it. 
AMel. Were he known, unpoſſible. 
King. It would be known, Melantius. 
Mel. It ought to be, if he got then away 
He muſt wear all our Lives upon his Sword, 
He need not fly the Iſland, he muſt leave no one alive. 
King. No, I ſhould think no Man . 
Cou'd kill me and ſcape clear, but that old Man. 
Cal. But I! Heav'n bleſs me: I, ſhould I my Liege? 
King. I do not think thou wouldſt, but yet thou might'it, 
For thou haſt in thy hands the means to ſcape, (it well. 
By keeping of the Fort; he has, Melantius, and he has kept 
Mel. From Cobwebs Sir, I Ro 
'Tis clean ſwept : I can find no other Art (manded. 
In keeping of it now, twas nz*er Beſieg'd ſince he com- 
Cal. I ſhall be ſure of your good Word, | 
But I have kept it ſafe from ſuch as you. | 
Mel. Keep your ill temper in, I ſpeak.no Malice; 


Had my Brother kept it I ſhould ha' ſaid as much 


King. You are not merry, Brother; drink Wine, 
Sit you all ſtill! Calianax, | | Aſide. 
I cannot truſt thus: I have thrown out Words 


That would have fetcht warm Blood upon the Checks 
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54 The Maids Tragedy. 
oo guilty Men, and he is never mov'd, heknowsno ſuch 
thing. | | oy 
Cal Impudence may ſcape, whem feeble Virtue is accusd. 
King. He muſt, if he were guilty, feel an alteration 
At this our whiſper, whilſt we point at him, 
You ſee he does not. Cal. Let him hang himſelf, 
What carel what he does; this he did ſay. 
King. Melantius, you cannot eaſily conceive 
What J have meant; for Men that are in fault 
Can ſubtly apprehend when others aim 
At what they do amiſs; but I forgive 
Freely before this Man; Heav'n do ſo too: 
I will not touch thee fo much as with ſhame 
Of telling it, let it be ſo no more. 
Cal. Why this is very fine. Mel. I cannot tell 
What *tis you mean, but I am apt enough 
Rudely to thruſt into ignorant fault, 
But let me know it; happily tis nought 
But miſconſtruction, and where I am clear 
J will not take forgiveneſs of the Gods, much leſs of you. 
Hing. Nay if you ſtand ſo ſtiff, ſhall call back my Mercy. 
Mel. T want ſmoothneſs to thank a Man 
For pardoning of a Crime I never knew. (you 
King. Not to inſtruct your Knowledge, but to ſhew 
My Ears are every where, you meant to kill me, 
And get the Fort to ſcape. 
Mel. Pardon me Sir; my bluntneſs will be pardoned: 
You preſerve | 82 8 1 
A race of idle People here about you, 
Eaters, and Talkers, to defame the Worth 
Ofthoſe that do things worthy. The Man that utter'd this 
Had periſht without Food, be't who it will, 
But for this Arm that fenc'd him from the Foe. 
And if I thought you gave a Faith to this, 
The plainneſs of my Nature would ſpeak more 
Give me a Pardon (for you ought to dot) 
'To kill him that ſpake this. 
Cal. Ay, that will be the end of all, 
Then I am fairly paid for all my care and ſervice. 
- Mel. That old Man who calls me Enemy, and of whom! 
(Though Iwill never match my hate fo low) Have 
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Have no good thought, would yet, I think, excuſe me, 
And ſwear he thought me wrong'd in this. 
Cal. Who I, thou ſhameleſs Fellow! Didſt thou not 
ſpeak to me of it thy ſelf? ny, 
Mel. O then it came from 1 85 „ T5 
Cal. From me! who ſhould it come from but from me? 
Mel. Nay, I believe your Malice is enough, is Þ 
But] ha' loſt my Anger. Sir, I hope you are well fatisfied. 
King. Lifippus, chear Amintor and his Lady; there's no 
Comes from you; I will ons and do't my ſelf. {ſound 
Amin. You have done already Sir for me, | thank you. 
King. Melantius, I do credit this from him, | 
How flight {a &er you make't. 
Mel. *Tis ſtrange you ſhoulec. ; 
Cal. *Tis ſtrange he ſhould believe an old Man's word, 
That never lied in his Life. 
Mel. I talk not to thee; . | 
Shall the wild Words of this diſtemper'd Man, 
Frantick with Age and Sorrow, make a breach 
Betwixt your Majeſty and me? *Lwas wrong 
To hearken to him ; but to credit him, 
As much, atleaſt, as I have pow r to bear. 
But pardon me, whillt I ſpeak only truth, 
I may commend my (eli — I have beſtow'd 
My careleſs Blood with you, and ſhou'd be loth 
To think an Action that wou'd make me loſe 
That, and my Thanks too. When I was a Boy, 
[ thruſt my ſelf into my Country's Caule, 
And did a deed that pluckt five Years from time, 
And ſtil'd me Man then. And for you my King, 
Your Subjects all are fed by vertue of my Arm. 
This Sword of mine hath plow'd the Ground, 
And reapt the Fruit in Peace; . 
And your ſelf have liv'd at home in eaſe: 
So terrible I grew, that without Swords 
My Name hath tetcht you Conqueſt, and my Heart 
And Limbs are {till the ſame; my will is great 
To do you ſervice: Let me not be paid 
With ſuch a ſtrange Diſtruſt. 
King. Melantins, 1 held it great Injuſtice to believe 
4x r Thine 
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Thine Enemy, and did not; if I did, 
Ido not, let that ſatisfie : What, ſtruck 
With ſadneſs all? More Wine! , 
Cal. A few fine Words have overthrown my Truth: 
Ah th'art a Villain. | 
Mel. Why thou wert betterlet me have the Fort, 
Dotard, I will diſgrace thee thus for ever; | Aſide, 
There ſhall no credit lye upon thy Words; 
Think better, and deliver it. = 
Cal. My Liege, he's at me now again to do it; ſpeak, ih 
Deny it if thou canſt; examine him 
Whilſt he's hot, for he'll cool again, he will forſwear it. 
King. This is Lunacy I hope, Melantius. 
Mel. He hath loſt himſellf | 
Much, ſince his Daughter miſe'd the happineſs 
My Sitter gain'd z and though he call me Foe, I pity him. 
Cal. Pity! A Pox upon you. . 
King. Mark his di ſorder'd Words, and at the Mask. 
Mel. Diagoras knows he rag'd, and rail'd at me, 
And call'd a Lady W hore, ſo innocent 
She underſtood him not; but it becomes 
Both you and me too, to forgive Diſtraction, 
Pardon him as I do. 147 | 
Cal. I'll not ſpeak for thee, for all thy cunning if you 
will be ſaſe chop off his Head, for there was never known 
ſo impudent a Raſcal, e 
King. Some that love him, get him to Bed: Why, 
Pity ſhould not let Age make it ſelf contemptible; we 
muit be all Old; have him away. (go 
Mel. Calianax, the King believes you; come you ſhall 
Home, and reſt; you ha' Fore well; you'll give it up - 
When I have-us'd you thus a Month, I hope. | 
Cal. Now, now, tis plain Sir, he does move me ſtill; 
He ſays he knows I'll give him up the Fort. 
When he has us'd me thus a Month: 1 am Mad, 
Am I not, ſtill? Omnes. Ha, ha, ha! 
Cal. I ſhall be Mad indeed, if you do thus; 
Why would you truſt a ſturdy Fellow there 
(That has no Virtue e all's in his Sword) 
Before me? Do but take his Weapons ſrom him, gs 
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And he's an Aſs, and I am a very Fool, 
Both with him, and without him, as you uſe me. 
Onnes. Ha, ha, ha! 5 
King. Tis well Calianax; but if you uſe 
This once again, I ſhall intreat ſome other 
W To {ce your Offices be well diſcharg'd. 

W Bc merry Gentlemen, it grows ſomewhat Tate. 
Amintor, thou wouldeſt be a-bed again. Amin. Yes Sir. 
King. And you Evadne; let me take thee in my Arms, 

Melantius, and believe thou art as thou deſerveſt 
To be, my Friend ſtill, and for ever. Good Calianax, 
Slecp ſcundly, it will bring thee to thy ſelf. 
3 [{ Exeunt all but Mel. and Cal. 
Cal. Sleep ſoundly! I ſleep ſoundly now I hope, 
] cou'd not be thus elſe. How dar'ft thou ſtay 
Alone with me, knowing hoy thou bait us'd me? 
Mel. You cannot blaſt me with your Tongue, 
And that's the ſtrongeſt part you have about you- . 
Cal. Ido look for ſome great Puniſnment tor this, 
For I begin tò forget all my hate, 
And take't unkindly that mine Enemy 

Should uſe me ſo extraordinarily ſcurvily. 

Mel. I ſhall melt too, if you begin to take 

Unkindneſſes: I never meant you hurt. 

Cal. Thou'lt.anger me again; thou wretched Rogue, 

Meant me no hurt! Diſgrace me with the King; 


— 0c m — — _ wPa_ 


2 4 
— — 


x4 g's 25 8 8 
—— —— End a9 rmontes nn Ow 


. * 


— Sr og ma—— dag 


2 — —V—— — —— — — _ — 
3 fa — — er <0 A 1 — > = — 
= = \ 4 * 9K — * = 


IT IN 8 SSR ati. 
Ar I ond eat oat Vi tec ond i g 
1 e * * N RRR w; * 
: * 1 e 9 r . 9 A 


Loſe all my Offices! This is no hurt, 

Is it? I prithee what doſt thou call hurt? | 
Mel. To poiſon Men becauſe they love me not; 

To call the credit of Mens Waves 1n queſtion 5 1 

To murder Children betwixt me and Land; this is all hurt. — 
Cal. All this thou think'ſt is ſport ; £ 817 
or mine is worſe: But uſe thy will with me; 14 

For betwixt Grief and Anger I cou'd cry. 2  _— 
Ael. Be wiſe then, and be ſafe; thou mayꝰ'ſt revenge. i "F 
Cal. Ay o' th' King? I wou'd revenge of thee. - # 
Mel. That you muſt plot your ſelf. 

Cal. I am a fine Plotter. | DIEM #1. 
Mel. The ſhort is, I will hold thee with the King =_ 
In this perplexity, till peeviſhneſs 8 3 13 
n 
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And thy Diſgrace have laid thee in thy Grave: 
But if thou wilt deliver up the Fort, 

I'll take thy trembling Body in my Arms, (ſtate 
And bear x fs over Dangers; thou ſhalt hold thy wont 

Cal. If I ſhould tell the King, can'ſt thou deny't again? 

Mel. Try and believe. 

Cal. Nay then, thou canſt bring any thing about: 
Thou ſhalt have the Fort. 

Mel. Why well, here let our Hate be buried, and 
This Hand ſhall right us both; 4 e me ” aged _ 
to compaſs. : 

Cal. Nay, I do not love thes 
I cannot well endure to look of 
And if I thought it were a courteſie, 
Thou ſhould'ſt not have it: But I am diſgrac d; 
My Offices are to be ta en away; 
And if I did but hold this Fort a day, 
I do believe the King would take it from me, 
And give it thee, things are ſo ſtrangely carried; 
Ne'er thank me for't; but yer the King thall know 
There was ſome ſuch thine i in't I told him of; 
And that I was an honeſt Man. 

Mel. He'll buy that Knowledge very dearly. | 

Enter Diphilus. 
What News with thee? 
Diob. This were a Night indeed to do i It in; 
The King hath ſent for her. 

Mel. She ſhall perform it then; go Diphilus, 

And take from this good Man, my worthy Friend, 
The Fort; hell give it thee. 

Dipb. Ha' you got that? 

Cal. Art thou of the ſame breed? canſt chou deny 
This to the King too? 

Diph. With a Confidence as great as his 

Cal. Faith, like enough. _ 

Mel. Away, and uſe him kindly. . 

Cal. Touch not me, I hate the whole ſtrain: if thou 
follow me a great way off PI! give t thee up the Fort; z and 
hang your ſelves. 

Mel. Be gone. 
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Dipb. He's finely wrought. [Exeumt Cal. and Diph. 
Mel. This is a Night, in ſpight of Aſtronomers, 

To do the deed in; I will waſh the ſtain 

That refts upon our Houſe, off with his Blood. 

| Enter Amintor. 
Amin. Melantius, now aſſiſt me, if thou beeſt 

That which thou ſay'ſt, aſſiſt me: I have loſt (help me. 


All my Diſtempers, and have found a Rage ſo pleaſing; 


Mel. Who can ſee him thus, 1 
And not ſwear Vengeance? What's the matter, Friend? 
Amin. Out with thy Sword; and hand in hand with me 

Ruſh to the Chamber of this hated King. 

And ſink him with the weight of all his fins 

To Hell for ever. Mel. Twere a rath Attempt, 
Not to be done with Safety: Let your Reaſon _ 
Plot your Revenge, and not your Paſſion. 

Amin. If thou refuſeſt me in theſe extreams, 

Thou art no Friend: He ſent for her to me; 

By Heav'n to me; my ſelf; and J muſt tell ye 

I love her as a Stranger; there is worth 

In that vile Woman, worthy things, Melantius; 
And ſhe repents. I'll do't my ſelf alone, 

Though I be ſlain. Farewel. 


Mel. He'll overthrow my whole Deſign with Madneſ: . 


Amintor, think what thou doſt; I dare as much as Valour; 
But tis the King, the King, the King, Amintor, 
Wich whom thou fighteſt; I know he's Honeſt, | Aide. 
And this will work with him. 

Amin. 1 cannot tell | | 
What thou haſt ſaid; but thou haſt charm'd my Sword 
Out of my Hand, and left me ſhaking here defenceleſs. 

_ Mel. I will take it up for thee. | 

Amin. What a wild Beaſt is uncollected Man! 
The thing that we call Honour, bears us all 
Headlong unto Sin, and yet it ſelf is nothing. 

Mel. Alas, how variable are thy Thoughts! 

Amin. Juſt like my Fortunes: I was run to that 
1 purpos d to have chid thee for. 

Some Plot I did diſtruſt thou hadſt againſt the 8 
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not think Revenge. 


From this hour be diſloyal: if her Heart 


An Age cannot prevent 'em; and fo great, 
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By that old Fellow's carriage; but take heed, 
There is not the leaſt Limb growing to a King 
But carries Thunder in it. 
Mel. I have none againſt him. 
Amin. Why? come then, and {till remember we may 


_ Mel. I will remember, 


Enter Evadne, and a Gentleman. | 


Evad. IR, is the King a-bed? 
O Gent. Madam, an hour ago: riches, | 
Evad. Give me the Key then, and let none be near; 
"Tis the King's Pleaſure. 
Gent. I underſtand you, Madam, would 'twere mine. 
I muſt not wiſh good reſt unto'your Ladiſhip. 
Evad. You talk, you talk. - 
Gent. Tis all 1 dare do, Madam; but the King will 
W | - | 5 ANA 
vad. Saving your Imagination, pray good Night, Sir. 
Gent. A _—_ Night be it then, — © hin one, Ma- 
dam; I am gone. Ho WET (ea 
Evad. The Night grows horrible, and all about me 
Like my black purpoſe, O the Conſcience ¶ King a- bed. 
Of a loſt Virgin; whither wilt thou pull me? 
To what things diſmal, as the Depth of Hell, 
Wilt thou provoke me? Let no Man dare 
Be Fleſh, if ſhe have Blood, and can fear, tis a daring 
Above that deſperate Fool that left his Peace, 
And went to Sea to fight: 'tis ſo many ſins 


The Gods want Mercy for: Yet I muſt through em. 4 
I have begun a ſlaughter on my Honour, | T7 
And I muſt end it there: He Sleeps. Good Heav'ns I 
Why give you Peace to this untemperate Beaſt 

That hath ſo long tranſgreſs'd you? I muſt kill os, : 
: 175 na. : 
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And I will do't bravely: The meer joy 
W Tel's me I merit in it: Yet I muſt nor 
Ihus tamely do it as he ſleeps; that were 
To rock him to another World: My Vengeance 
Shall take him waking, and then lay before him 
The number of his Wrongs and Puniſhments. 
VIl ſhake his Sins like Furies, till I waken 
His evil Angel, his ſick Conſcience; _ | 
And then I'll ſtrike him dead. King, by your leave: 
Jes his Arms to the Bed. 
dare not truſt your Strength. Your Grace and I 
Muſt grapple upon even 'Terms no more. 
So, it he rail me not from my Reſolution, 
I ſhall be ſtrong enouad. ET 
My Lord the King, my Lord; he ſleeps 
As if he meant to wake no more; my Lord; 
Is he not dead already? Sir, my Lord. 
King. Who's that? 
Evad. O you ſleep ſoundly, Sir! 
King. My dear Evadne, | 
I have been dreaming of thee; come to Bed. 


=y 


Evad. I am come at length, Sir, but how welcome? 


King. What pretty new Device is this, Evadne 
What do you tye me to you by my Love? 
This is a quaint one: Come my Dear and kiſs me; 
I'!l be thy Mars, to Bed my Queen of Love: 

Let us be caught together, that the Gods 
wy ſee, and envy our Embraces. 

Exad. Stay, Sir, ſtay, | | 
You are too hot, and I have brought you Phyſick 
To temper your high Veins. _ 5 "IM 

King. Prithee to Bed then; let me take it warm, 

There you ſhall know the ſtate of my Body better. 

Evad. I know you have a ſurfeited foul Body, 
And you muſt bleed. . : 

King, Bleed! 


Evad. Ay, you ſhall bleed: Lye ſtill, and if the Devil, 


Your Luſt, will give you leave, repent: This Steel 
Comes to redeem the Honour that you ſtole, 
King, my fair Name, which nothing but thy Death 


Can anſwer to the World. | King. 
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Ring. How's this, Evadne 2 

Eval I am not ſhe; nor bear I in this Breaſt 
So much cold Spirit to be call'd a Woman: 
am a Tyger; I am any thing | 
That knows not Pity. Stir not, if thou doſt, 
I'll take thee unprepar'd; thy Fears upon thee, 
That make thy Sins look double, and ſo ſend thee 
(By my Revenge I will) to look thoſe Torments 
Prepar'd for ſuch black Souls. | 

King. Thou doſt not mean this; tis impoſſible: 
Thou art too ſweet and gentle. 

Evad. No, I am not: | 
Tam as foul as thou art, and can number 
As many ſuch Hells here. I was once fair, 
Once I was lovely; not a blowing Roſe 


More chaſtly ſweet, till thou, thou, thou, foul Canker, 


(Stir not) didſt poyſon me: I was a World of Virtue, 
Till your curſt Court and you (Hell bleſs you for't) 
With your Temptations on Temptations 
Made me give up mine Honour: For which ( King?) 
Jam come to kill thee. 
King. No. Evad. I am. 
King. Thou art not. 
I prithee ſpeak not theſe things; thou art gentle, 
And wert not meant thus rugged. 
Evad. Peace, and hear me. 
Stir nothing but your Tongue, and that for Mercy 
To thoſe above us; by whoſe Lights I vow, & 
Thoſe bleſſed Fires that ſhot to ſee our Sin, 
If thy hot Soul had ſubſtance with thy Blood, 
I would kill that too, which being paſt my Steel, 
My Tongue ſhall teach. Thou art a ſhameleſs Villain, 
A thing ur of the overchange of Nature 
Sent like a thick C'6ud to diſperſe a Plague 
Upon weak catching Women; ſuch a Tyrant 
That for his Luft would ſell away his — 
Ay. all his Heav'n hereafter, 
King. Hear, Evadne, | 
Thou Soul of ſweetneſs ! hear, 3 thy King, (youy 
Fvad, Thou art my Shame; lye ſtill, there — 
ithin 
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Within your Cries; all promiſes of Safety 
Are but deluding Dreams. Thus, thus, thou foul Man, 
I bus I begin my Vengeance. Stabs bim. 
King. Hold Evadne 6 | 
do command thee hold. 
Evad. I do not mean Sir, 
To part ſo fairly with you; we muſt change 
More of theſe Love-tricks yet. 
King. What bloody Villain 
Provok'd thee to this Murther ? 
Evad, Thou, thou Monſter. Arg. Oh! 
Evad. Thou kept' ſt me brave at Court, and whor'd me; 
= Then Married me to a young Noble Gentleman; 
= And whor'd me ſtil]. | 
King. Evade, pity me. | 
Evad. Hell take me then. This for my Lord Amintor; 
This for my noble Brother; and this ſtroke 
For the moſt wrong'd of Women. [ Kills him. 
Amg. Oh! 1 dit; 
Evad. Die all our Faults together; I forgive thee. | Exit. 
Enter two of the Bed-Chamber. 
1. Come now ſhe's gone, let's enter, the King ex- 
pects it, and will be angry. 5 
2. Tis a fine Wench, we'll have a ſnap at her one 
of theſe Nights as ſhe goes from him. 1 
1. Content. How quickly he had done with her! I ſec 
Kings can do no more that way than other mortal People. 
2. Howfaſtheis! Icannot hear him breathe. (pale. 
1, Either the Tapers give a feeble light, or he looks very 
2. And fo he does, pray Heav'n he be well. 
Let's look: Alas! He's tiff, wounded and dead: 
Treaſon, Treaſon! 4 
I. Run forth and call. 
* 2. 1 ] [I [Exit Gent. 
1. This will be laid on us. Who can believe 
A Woman cou'd do this? 5 
3 Enter Cleon and Liſippus. 
Cleon. How now, where's the Traitor? 
I. Fled, fled away; but there her woful act lyes ſtill. 
Cle. Her Act! a Woman! = 


7 
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. | 

Liſ. Farewel thou worthy Man; there were two Bond: 

That tied our Loves, a Brother and a King; 

The leaſt of which might fetch a flood of Tears: 

But ſuch the miſery of Greatneſs is 

They have no time to mourn; then pardon me. 

Sirs, which way went ſhe? | Euter Strato 
Stra. Never follow her, 

For ſhe, alas! was but the Inſtrument. 

Nes is now brought in, that Melantins 

Has got the Fort, and ſtands upon the Wall; 

And with a loud Voice calls thoſe few that paſs 

At this dead time of Night, delivering 

The innocent of this Ak. 

 Lif. Gentlemen, I am your King. 
Stra. We do acknowledge it. HE 
Liſ. I would I were not. Follow all; for this muſt 

have a ſudden ſtop. k?Erxenn. 
Euter Melantius, Diphilus and Calinax on the Wall. 

Mel. If the dull People can believe Lam arm'd 

Be conſtant Diphilus; now we have time, 

Either to bring our baniſht Honours home, 

Or create new ones in our Ends. 

Dipb. I fear not; 8 

My Spirit lyes not that way. Courage, Calianar. 

Cal. Wou'd J had any, you ſhould quickly knowit. 

| Mal. Speak to de People thou art eloquent. 

Cal. Iis a fine Eloquence to come to the Gallows; 

Vou were born to be my End. The Devil take you. 

Now muſt I hang for company. Tis ſtrange 

I ſhouldbe Old, and neither Wiſe nor Valiant. 
Enter Liſippus, Diagoras, Cleon, Strato, and Guard. 

Liſ. See where he ſtands, as bold!y confident 
As if he had his full Command about him. 

Stra. He looks as if he had the better Cauſe; Sir, 
Under your gracious Pardon let me ſpeak it! 
Though he be mighty- ſpirited, and forward 
To all great things; to all things of that danger 
Worle Men ſhake at the telling of; yet certainly 
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I do believe him Noble, and this Action 
Rather pull'd on than ſought z his Mind was ever 
As worthy as his Hand. 

\ Liſ. Tis my fear too; 

Heav'n forgive all. Summon him, Lord Cleor. 
Cleon. Ho from the Walls there. 
Mel. Worthy Cleon, welcome; Iv 

We could have wiſht you here I ord ; you are honeſt. 
Cal. Well, thou art as flattering a Knave, though I dar? 


ww 


J Aſidle. 
Liſ. Melantins ! | 
Mel. Sir. 


Liſ. T am ſorry that we meet thus; our old Love 
Never requir'd ſuch diſtance; pray Heav'n 
You have not left your ſelf, knd ſought this Safety 
More out of Fear than Honour; you have loft 
A noble Maſter, which your Faith, Melanti us, 
Some think might have preſerv'd; yer you know beſt. 
Lal. Whentime was I was mad; ſome that dares | 
Fight J hope will pay this Raſcal. _ (thee, 
Auel. Royal young Man, whoſe Tears look lovely on 
Had they been ſhed tor a deſerving one, 
They had been lafting Monuments. 'Thy Brother, 
While he was good, I call'd him King, and {>rv'd him 
With that ſtrong Faith, that moſt unwearicd Valcur. 
Pull'd People from the fartheſt Sun to ſeck him; 5 
And by his Friendſhip, L was then his Soldier; 
But ſince his hot Pride drew him to diſgrace me, 
And brand my noble Actions with his Luſt, 
(That never cur'd Diſhonour of my Siſter, 
Paſe ſtain of Whore; and which is worlc, 
The joy to make it ſtill ſo) like my ſelf; 
Thus havel flung him off with my Allegiance, 
And ſtand here mine own Juſtice, to revenge 
What I have ſuffer'd in him; and this old Man 
Wrong'd almoſt to Lunacy. © 5 
Cal. Who I? Vou'd draw mein. L have had ro wrong, 
I do diſclaim ye all. Fo 
__ el. The ſhort is thisz _ | 
"Tis no Ambition to lift up my ſelf, 
NY- 01. 1:8 e 
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Uvgeth me thus; I do defire again N 
To be a Subject, ſo I may be freed; 0 
If not, I know my Strength, and will unbuild 
Thisggodly Town; be ſpeedy, and be wiſe, in a Reph 
Stra. Be ſudden, Sir, to tie 1 
All again; what's done is paſt recal, 
And paſt you to Revenge; and there are thouſands I 
That wait for ſuch a troubled hour as this; MM 
Throw him the blank. SEES 
Liſ. Melantius, write in that thy choice, 
My 8 al is at it. 2 
Mel. It was our Honour drew us to this Act, 
Not Gain; and we will only work our Pardon. 
Cal. Put my Name in too. 4 8 
Dipb. You Gſca'd us but now, Calianax. 
Cal. That's all one  _. 4 
I' not be hang'd hereafter by a trick; 
Il have it in. 

Mel. You ſhall, you ſhall; 
Come to the back Gate, and we'll call you King, 
And give you up the Fort. 

_ Lif. Away, away. fans oh | Exeunt. 

Enter Aſpatia in Mans Apparel. 

_ Aſp. This is my fatal hour; Heav'n may forgive 
My raſh attemp*, that cauſeleſly hath laid 
Griefs on me that will never let me reſt: 

And put a Wemun's Heart into my Breaſt; 

1 Re Honour for you that I die; 

For ſhe that can endure the Miſery 

That 1 have on me, and be patient too, 
May live, and laugh at all that you can do. 
God ſave you Sir. Euter Servant: 
1 Ser. And vou Sir; what's your buſine's? 
* Af. With you Sir now, to do me the Office 
To help me to your Lord. 
Ser. What wou'd you ſerve him? 
Aſp. VI do him any Service; but to haſte, 3 
For my Affairs are earneſt, 1 deſire to ſpeak with him. BA 
Fer. Sir, becauſe you are in ſuch haſte, I wou'd be loth . 
delay you any longer; You cannot. TAPS.” : F 
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Aſp. It ſhall become you tho! to tell your Lord. 
Ser. Sir, he will ſpeak with no Body. 
Aſp. This is molt ſtrange: art thou gold proof? there's 


for thee; help me to him. 


Ser. Pray be not angry Sir, I'll do my beſt. ¶ Exit. 
Aſp. How ſtubbornly this Fellow anſwer'd me! 


W There is a vile diſhoneſt trick in Man, 

More than in Women: All the Men I meet 

Appear thus to me, are harſh and rude, 

And have a ſubtilty in every thing, 1 ; 
Which Love could never know; but we fond Women 
Harbour the eaſieſt and ſmootheſt Thoughts, 


And think all ſhall go ſo; it is unjuſt 


That Men and Women ſhou'd be matcht together. 


Enter Amintor, and his Man. 

Amin. W here 1s he ! 

Ser. There my Lord. 

Amin. What wou'd you, Sir ? 

Aſp. Pleaſe it your Lordihip to command your Man 
Out of the Room; I ſhall deliver things | 
Worthy your hearing. I | 

Amin. Leave us. 1 Exit Ser. 

Aſp.O that that ſhape ſhould bury fa ſhood in it. ¶ Aſide. 

Amin. Now your Will, Sir. 

Aſp. When you know me, my Lord, you needs muſt 
My buſineſs! and lam not hard to know;  {(guels 


For till the change of War mark'd this ſmooth Face 


With theſe few blemiſhes, People would call me 


LY. © 


My Siſter's Picture, and her mine; in ſhort, 


Iam the Brother to the wrong'd Aſparra. | 

Amin. The wrong'd Aſpatia! Wou'd thou wert ſo too 
Unto the wrong'd Amintor z let me kiſs 
That Hand of thine in honour that I bear 
Unto the wrong d Aſpatia : Here I ſtand 
That did it; wou'd he could not; gentle Youth, 
Leave me, for there is ſomething in thy looks 
That calls my Sins in a moſt hideous Form 
Into my Mind; and I have Grief enough | 
Without thy help. 

Aſp. Iwou'd I could wich Credit. 

* 


Since I was twelve years old I had not ſeen 


i wou'd not though; I ſhall not need to tell you 


T'or ſingle Combats, and we ſhall be ſtopt 


I durſt not do; yet to enjoy this World 


I am I know not what; if I have ought 


That wou'd fetch Tears into mine Eyes, and ſo 


Leſt I were cozen'd, and be ſure to Fi 


Dare to fight; but {uch a one as you 
4 Muſt be us'd thus. . 
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My Siſter till this hour; I now arriv'd; 
She {ent for me to ſee her Ms 
A woful one: But they that are above, 

Ha veends in every thing. She us'd few Words, 
Pur yet enough to make me underſtand 

The baſeneſs of the Injury you did her; 


That little training i have had, is War; 
may behave my {elf rudely in Peace; 


am but young; and you would be loth to loſe 
Honour, that is not eaſily gain'd again 3 | 
Fairly I mean to deal; the Age is ſtrict 


If it be publiſh'd : If you like your Sword, 
Uſe it; if mine appear a better to you, 


Change; for the ground is this, and this the time 
'To end our Difference. 


Amin. Charitable Youth, 
If thou be*{t ſuch, think not I will maintain 
So {trange a wrong; and for thy Siſter's ſake, 
Knov that I could not think that deſperate thing 


— 


1 would not ſee her; for beholding thee, 


That may content thee, take it an 

For Death is not ſo terrible as thou 

Thine Eyes ſhoot Guilt into me. 
Aſp. Thus ſhe ſwore 


Thou wou'dft behave thy ſelf, and give me Words N 


be gone; 


Thou doſt indeed; but yet ſne bade me watch, 
ght cer I return d. 
Amin. That muſt not be with me; N 
For here I'll die directly, but againſt her 
Will never hazard it. Aſp. You muſt be urg d; 
do not deal uncivilly with thoſe that 


[She ſtrikes bim. 


Amin. Prithee Vouth take heed; Thy 


us 
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Thy Siſter is a thing to me ſo much 
Above mine Honour, that I can endute 
All thisz good Gods a blow I can endure ; 
But ſtay not, leſt thou draw a timely Death upon thy (elf, 
Aſp. Thou art ſome prating Fellow, 
One that hath ſtudyed out a trick to talk 
And move ſoft-hearted People; to be kickt, ¶ She kicks him. 
Thus to be kickt hy ſhould he beſo flow | Afiae. | 
In giving me my Death? Amin. A Man can bear 
No more, and keep his Fleſh; forgive me then; 
I wow'd endure yet if I cou'd; now ſhew 
The Spirit thou pretend'ſt, and underſtand 
Thou haſt no Honour to live: [They abi. 
What doſt thou mean? 'Thou canſt not Fight : 
The blows thou mak'ſt at me are quite beſides 
And thoſe I offer at thee, thou ſpread'ſt thine Arms, 
And tak'ft upon thy Breaſt. Alas! Defenceleſs. 
Aſp. 1 have got enough, and my deſire 
There's no place ſo fit for me to die as here. 
Enter Evadne, ber Hands bloody, with a Knife. 
Evad. Amintor, I am loaden with Events 
That fly to make thee happy; I have joys 
That in a moment can call back thy wrongs, 
And ſettle thee in thy free State again; 
It is Evade ſtill that follows thee, 
But not her Miſchicts. 
Amin. Thou canſt not fool me to believe again 
But thou haſt looks and things ſo full of News 
That I am ſtaid. 5 WT 
Evad. Noble Amintor, put off thy amaze 
Let thine Eyes looſe, and ſpeak, am I not fair? 
Looks not Evadne beauteous with theſe Rites now ? 
Were thoſe hours half ſo lovely in thine Eyes, 
When our Hands met before the Holy Man? 
J was too foul within to look fair then 
Since I knew Ill, I was not free till now. 
Amin. There is Preſage of ſome important thing 
About thee, which is ſeems thy Tongue hath loſt. 
Thy Hands are bloody, 92 thou haſt a Knife. 
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Evad. In this conſiſts thy Happineſs and mine; 
Joy to Amintor, for the King is Dead. 

Amin. Thoſe have moſt Pow'r to hurt us that we loye, 
We lay our fleeping Lives within their Arms. 
Why? Thou haſt rais'd up miſchief to this height, 
And found out one to out- name thy other Faults ; 
Thou haſt no intermiſſion of- a Sins, 

But all thy Life is a continual III. 

Black is thy Colour now, Diſeaſe thy Nature. 

Joy to Amintor! Thou haft touch'd a Life, 

The very Name of which had Pow'r to chain 

Up all my Rage, and calm my wildeſt wrongs. + 
Evad. Tis done; and fince I cou'd not find a way 

To meet thy Love ſo clear as through his Life, 

I cannot now repeat t! 
Amin. Cou'dſt thou procure the Gods to ſpeak to me, 

To bid me love this Woman, and forgive, 1 

I think I ſhould fall out with them. Behold, 

Here lies a Youth whoſe Wounds bleed in my Breaft, 

Sent by his violent Fate to fetch his Death 

From my flow Hand. And to augment my Woe, 

You now are preſent ſtain'd with a King's Blood 

Violently ſhed. This keeps Night here, 

_ And throws an unknown Wilderneſs about me. | 

Aſp. Oh, oh, oh! Amin. No more, purſue me not. 

Evad. Forgive me then, and take me to thy Bed. 

Wie may not part. | TOOL” TOs. 
Amin. Forbear, be wiſe, and let my Rage go this way. 
Evad, *Tis you that I wou'd ſtay, not it. 

Amin. Take heed, it will return with me. (home. 
Evad. If it muſt be, I ſhall not fear to meet it; take me 

Amin. Thou Monſter of Cruelty, forbear. 

Evad. For Heav'ns ſake look more calm 

Thine Eyes are ſharper than thou canſt make thy Sword. 
Amin, Away, away, = 5 

Thy Knees are more to me than Violence. 

I am worſe than ſick to ſee Knees follow me 

For that I muſt not grant; for Heav'ns fake ſtand. 
Evad. Receive me then. : 

Amin, I dare not ſtay thy language; * 
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In midſt of all my Anger and my Grief, 
Thou doſt awake ſomething that troubles me, 
And ſays 1 lov'd thee once; I dare not ſtay; 
There is no end of Womens reaſoning. [ Leaves ber. 
Evad. Amintor, thou ſhalt love me once again; 
Go, I am calm; farewel; and Peace for ever. 
Fvadne whom thou hat'ſt will die for thee. Kills her ſelf. 
Amin. I have a little human Nature yet 3 
That's left for thee, that bids me ſtay thy Hand. ¶ Returns. 
Evad. T by Hand was welcome, bur it came too late ; 
Oh J am loſt! the heavy Sleep makes haſte. | She dies. 
ra Afp: Oh, oh, oh! 1 | | | 
Amin. This Earth of mine doth tremble, and I feel 
A ſtark affrighted motion in my Blood; 
My Soul grows weary of her Houſe, and I 
All over am a trouble to my ſelf. | 
There is ſome hidden Pow'r in theſe dead things 
That calls my Fleſh into em; I am cold; 
Be reſolute, and bear em Company: 
There's ſomething yet which J am loth to leave. 
There's Man cnough in me to meet the fears 
That Death can bring, and yet wou'd it were done; 
I can find nothing in the whole Diſcourſe 
Of Death, I durſt not meet the boldeſt way; 
Yet ſtill betwixt the Reaſon and the Act, 
The Wrong I to Aſpatia did ſtands up, 
I have not ſuch a fault to anſwer, 
Though ſhe may juſtly arm with Scorn 
And Hate of me, my Soul will part leſs troubled, 
When I have paid to her in Tears my Sorrow- 
Iwill not leave this Act unſatisfied, 
If all that's left in me can anſwer it. 
Aſp. Was it a Dream? There ſtands Amintor ſtill: 
Or! dream till. 5 1 (Help: 
Amin. How doſt thou? Speak, receive my Love, and 
Thy Blood climbs up to his old place again: | 
There's hope of thy Recovery. n 
Aſp. Did you not name Aſpatia? Amin I did. | 
Aſp. And talk'd of Tears and Sorrow unto her? {OI 
Amin. Tis true, and till theſe happy ſigns in thee 
„ Tr” Eq Did 
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Did ſtay my courſe, *rwas thither I was going. 
| Aſp. Thow'rt there already, and theſe Wounds are hers: 

Thoſe Threats I brought with me, ſought not Revenge, 

But came to fetch this Bleſſing from thy Hand, Lam Aſpa- 
Amin. Dare my Soul ever look abroad again? 17 (tia yet. 
Aſp. I ſhall live, Ammror z I am well: 

A kind of healthful Joy wanders within me. 
Amin. The World wants Lines to excuſe thy Joſs: 

Come let me bear thee to ſome place of help. 
Aſp. Amintor thou mult ſtay, I muſt reſt here, 

My Strength begins to diſobey my Will. 

How doſt thou, my beſt Soul? I wou'd fain live, = 

Now if I cou'd: Wou'dſt thou have lov'd me then? 
Amin. Alas! all that Tam's not worth a Hair from thee. 
Aſp. Give me thy Hand, mine Hands grope up and 

And cannot find thee; I am wondrous ſick: (down, 

Have I thy Hand, Amintor? 
Amin. hou greateſt Bleſſing of the World, thou haſt. 
Aſp. I do believe thee better than my Sense. 

Oh! I muſt go, farcwel. (water, 
Amin. She ſvoons: Aſpatia; help; for Heav'ns ſake 

Such as may chain Life for ever to this Frame. 

Aſpatia, ſpeak : what no help? yet I fool, 

Tl chafe her Temples, yet there's nothing ſtirs; 

Some hidden Pow'r tell her that Amintor calls, 

And let her anſwer me: Aſpatia, ſpeak. 

] have heard, if there be Life, but bow 

The Body thus, and it will thew it ſelf. 

Oh ſhe is gone! I will not leave her yet. 

Since out of Juſtice we muſt challenge nothing; 

Il call it Mercy if you'll pity me, % 

You heav'nly Powers, and lend, for ſome few Yeais, 

'The bleſſed Soul to this fair Scat again. 

No Comtort comes, the Gods deny me too. 

Fil bow the Body onde again: Aſpatia! 

The Soul is fled for ever, „ and I wrong 

My ſel ', ſo long to loſe her Company. 

 MuſtI talk now? Here's to be with tec Love. 

: un himſe elf. 
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285 Enter Servant. N | 

Ser. This is a great Grace to my Lord, to have the 
new King come to him; I muſt tell him, he is entring. 

O Heav'n! help, hap 2 
Enter Lyfippus, Melantius, Calianax, Cleon, Diphilus, 
S and Strato. | 

Lyſ. Where's Amintor? 

Stra. O there, there. 

Lyſ. How ſtrange is this! 

Cal. What ſhould we do here? 

Mel. Theſe Deaths are ſuch acquainted things with me, 
That yet my Heart diſſolves not. May I ſtand 
Stiff here for ever; Eyes, call up your Tears 
This is Amintor : Heart, he was my Friend; 

Melt, now it flows; Amintor, give a word 
To call me to thee. two 
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Amin. Oh! C 
Mel. Melantius calls his Friend Amintor; Oh thy Arms 

Are kinder to me than thy Tongue | 
Speak, ſpeak. _ 

Amin. What? 53 

Mel. That little word was worth all the ſounds 
That ever I ſhall hear again. 

Digh. O Brother! here lies your Siſter ſlain; 
You loſe your ſelf in Sorrow there. 

Mel. Why Diphilus, it is 

A thing to laugh at in reſpect of this; 
Here was my Siſter, Father, Brother, Son; 
All that I had; ſpeak once again; 
What Youth lies ſlain there by thee? 

Amin. "Tis Aſpatia." * 1 
My Senſes fade, let me give up my Soul 
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Into thy Boſom. _. BR. 7 

Cal. What's that? What's that? Aſpatia! (no-w̃. 1 
Mel. I never did repent the Greatneſs of my Heart til  % 

It will not burſt at need. ie 


Cal. My Daughter dead here too! and you have all 
fine new tricks to grieve; but I ne'er knew any but di- 
rect crying. wy - 

Mel. Lam a Pratler, but no more. 

Diph. Hold, Brother. | Iyſ. 
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Df. Stop him. 
b. Fie; how 8 was this Offer i in x you? 
Does this become our Strain? 
Cal. 1 know not what the matter is, but I am 
Grown very kind, and am Friends with you; 
ou have giv'n me that among you will kill me 


Quickly; but I'll go home, and live as long as I can. 


Mel. His S Nr is but poor that can be _o- 
From Death for want of Weapons. 
Is not my Hand a Weapon good enough . 
To ſtop my Breath? or if you tie down thoſe, 


I vow Amintor, I will never Eat, 


Or Drink, or Sleep, or hape to Ts with chat . 
That may — Life; this 1 ſwear to keep. 
Hſ. Look to him tho, and bear thoſe Bodies! in. 


May this a fair Example be to me, 


To Rule with Temper: For on luſtful "RR | vol 
Unlook'd for, ſudden Deaths from Heay'n are Wont 
But curſt i is he that is their Inſtrument. 12 

(Eee, Ones. 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
M E N. 


mg. 

Philaſter, Heir 70 the Crown. 

Pharamond, Prince ＋ Spain. 

Dion, 4 Lord. 1 
Di, ; Noble Gentlemen his Aſſociates. 

And old Captain. 

Five Citizens. 

A Country Fellow. 

Two Woodmen. 

The Jag s Guard and Train. 


WOMEN. 


Aa the King s Daughter. 
Galatea, a wiſe modeſt Lady attending the 


Princeſs. 
Megra, a laſcivious Cady. 
An old wanton Lady, or Croan, 
Another Lady attending the Princeſs. 
Eufraſia, Daughter of Dion, but diſguiſed like 
a Page, and call'd Bellario. 
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PHIETASFER: 


Love lyes a Bleeding. 


Enter Dion, Cleremont, and Thraſiline. 


CLEREMO NT. | 
ERE's not Lords nor Ladies. 

Dion. Credit me Gentlemen, I won- 
der at it. They receiv'd ſtrict charge 
from the King to attend here: Beſides 
lit was boldly publiſh'd, that no Officer 
| — ſhou'd forbid any Gentlemen that deſire 
to attend and hear. * 28 

de. Han you gueſs the Cauſe? | Tk 
Dion. Sir, it is plain, about the Spaniſh Prince, that's 
come to Marry our Kingdom's Heir, and be our Soveraign. 
bra. Many, that will ſeem to know much, ſay, ſhe 
looks not on him like a Maid in Love. 
Dion. O Sir, the Multitude (that ſeldom know any 
thing but their own Opinions) ſpeak that they would 
have; but the Prince, before his own approach, receiv'd 
ſo many confident Meſſages from the State, that I think 
ſhe's reſoly'd to be ruld. | $ 
Cle. Sir, it is thought, with her he ſhall enjoy both 
theſe Kingdoms of Cicily and Calabria. 
Dion. Sir, it is, without controverſic, ſo mcant. 10 
» i OWL 
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twill be a troubleſome labour for him to enjoy both theſe 
Kingdoms, with Safety, the right Heir to one of them 
living, and living ſo virtuouſly, eſpecially the People ad- 
miring the Bravery of his Mind, and lamenting his Injuries, 

Cle. Who, Philaſter? 

Dion. Yes, whoſe Father, we all know, was by our 
late King of Calabria unrighteouſly depos'd from his 
fruitful Cicily. My ſelf drew ſome Blood in thoſe Wars, 
which I would give my Hand to be waſh'd from. 

Cle. Sir, my Ignorance in State-policy, will not let 
me know why Philaſte being Heir to one of theſe King- 
doms, the King ſhould ſuffer him to walk abroad with 
ſuch free Liberty. | ; 435. 

Dion. Sir, it ſeems your Nature is more conſtant than 
to enquire aiter State news. But the King, of late, made a 
hazard of both the Kingdoms, of Cicily and his own, with 
offering but to impriſon Philaſter. At which the City 
was in Arms, not to be charm'd down by any State- order 
or Proclamation, *rill thy ſaw Philaſter ride through the 
Streets pleas'd, and without a Guard; at which they 
threw their Hats, and their Arms from them; ſome to 
make Bonefires, ſome to drink, all for his celiverance. 

Which, wiſe Men fay, is the Cauſe the King labours 
to bring in the Pow'r of a Foreign Nation, to awe his 
. own with. e 

EY Enter Galatea, Megra, and a Lady. 

* Thra. See the Ladies; what's the firſt? (the Princeſs. 

Dion. A wiſe and modeſt Genelewoman that attends 

Cle. The ſecond ? „„ 

Dion. She is one that may ſtand ſtill diſcreetly enough, 
and ill- favour'dly dance her Meaſure; ſimper when ſhe 
is Courted by her Friend, and ſlight her Husband. 

00 SREIRE: HE ĩ FH | = 

Dion. Marry I think ſhe is one whom the State keeps 

for the Agents of our Confederate Princes ; ſhe'll cog 
and ve with a whole Army before the League ſhall break: 
her Name is common through the Kingdom, and the 
Trophies of her diſhonour, advanc'd beyond Hercules- 
pre She loves to try the ſeveral Conſtitutions of Mens 
zodies; and indeed has deſtroyed the Worth of wo = 
ody, 
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Body, by making experiment upon it, for the good of 
the ommon- wealth. | | 
Ce. She's a profitable Member. | 
La. Peace, if you love mee you ſhall ſee theſe Gen- 
tlemcn ſtand their ground, and not Court us. 
Gal. What it they ſhould? Meg. W hat if they ſnould? 
La. Nay, let her alone; what if they ſhould? why, 
if they ſhould, I ſay, they were never abroad; what Fo- 
r.igner wou'd do ſo? it writes them directly UntravePd. 
Gal. Why, what if they be? Meg. What if they be? 
La. Good Madam let her go on; what if they be? 
Why if they be, I will juſt' fie they cannot maintain 
diſcourie with a judicious Lady, nor make a Leg, nor 
ſa kxcuſe me. # | 
Gal. Ha, ha. ha. La. Do you laugh, Madam? 
Dion. Your Deſires upon you, Ladies. 5 
La. Then you muſt ſit beſide us. 
Dim. I ſhall fir near you then, Lady. | 
La. Near me perhaps: But there's a Lady indures no 
Stranger; and to me you appear a very ſtrange Fellow. 
Meg. Methinks he's not ſo ſtrange, he would quickly 
be acquainted, Thra. Peace, the King. TS 
Enter King, Pharamond, Arethuſa, and Tram. _. 
King. To give a ſtronger Teſtimony of Love 
Than fickly Promiſes (which commonly 
In Princes find both Birth and Burial | 
In one breath) we have drawn you, worthy Sir, 
To make your fair Indearments to our Daughter, 
And worthy Services known to our Subjects, 
Now lov'd and wonder'd at. Next, our Intent, 
I0o plant you deeply, our immediate Heir, 
Both to our Blood and Kingdoms. For this Lady, 
(The beſt part of your Life, as you confirm me, 
And I believe) though her few Years and Sex 
Yet teach her nothing but her Fears and Bluſhes, 
Deſires without deſire, D ſcourſe and Knowledge 
Only of what her ſelf is to her ſelf, 
Make her feel moderate Health; and when ſhe ſleeps, 
In making no ill Day, knows no ill Dreams. 
Think not, dear Sir, theſe undivided Parts, 
That muſt mould up a Virgin, are put on 1 


80 


An Artificial Shadow to her Nature: 
No Sirs I boldly dare proclaim her, yet 


'To add a Comfort in particular 
To you or me, but all; and to confirm 


Within this Month at moſt, 
Thra. This will be hardly done. 


Thra. I fear. Cle. Who does not? 


Great King, and theſe 
(For ſo deſerving you 
And fo deſerving I dare ſpeak my felt) 
To what a Perſon, of what Eminence, 
Rive expectation of what Faculties, 


You in me have your Wiſhes. 
By more than all my hopes I hold it 
And from you (as a Chronicle to keep 


= Opine my ſelf moſt happy. Gentlemen, 
| HBeelieve mein a word, a Prince's Word, 


Mighty, and flouriſhing, defenced, fear 


Cle. It muſt be ill done, if it be done. 


Dion. When 'tis at beſt, twill be but half done, 
Whilſt ſo brave a Gentleman's wrong'd and flun 
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To ſhew her ſo, as borrow'd Ornaments, 
To ſpeak her perfect Love to you, or add 


—_ 


Happy, in their dear Memories that have been 
Kings great and good, happy in yours, that is, 


Your Noble Name from eating Age) do I 


There ſhall be nothing to make up a * 


7 


The Nobles, and the Gentry of theſe Kingdoms, 
By Oath to your Succeſſion, which ſhall be 


g off. 


Dion. 1 fear not for my ſelf, and yet I fear too: 
Well, we ſhall ſee, we ſhall fee : no more. 


P ba. Kiſſing your white Hand, Miſtreſs, I take leave, 
To thank your Royal Father; and thus far, 


To be my own free Trumpet. Underſtand, | 
Pour Subjects, mine that muſt be, 
ave ſpoke me, Sir, 


Equal 


No Woman. But woo her ſtill, and think her Modeſty 
A ſweeter Miſtreſs than the offer'd Language 
Of any Dame, were ſhe a Queen whoſe Eye 
Speaks common Loves and Comforts to her Servants, 
Laſt, noble Son, (for ſo I now muſt call you) 
What I have done thus publick, is not only 


J 


Manners and Virtues you would wed your Kingdoms ? 
Oh this Country, 
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Equal to be commanded and obey' d, 
But through the Travels of my Life PII find it, 
And tye it to this Country. And I vow 
My Reign hall be ſo eaſie to the Subject, 
That ev'ry Man ſhall be his Prince himſelf, 
And his own Law (yer I his Prince and Law.) 
And deareſt Lady, to your deareſt ſelf 
(Dear, in the choice of him, / whoſe Name and Luſtre 
Muſt make you more and mightier) let me ſay, 
You are the bleſſed'ſt living; for, ſweet Princeſs, 
You ſhall enjoy a Man of Men, to be 08 
Your Servant ; you ſhall make him yours, for whom 
Great Queens muſt die. Thra. Miraculous. & 
Cle. This Speech calls him Spantard, being nothing but 
A large Inventory of his own Commendations. 
Enter Philaſter. ws. 
Dion. I wonder what's his Price? For certainly 
He'll tell himſelf he has ſo prais'd his ſhape : 
But here comes one more worthy thoſe large Speeches, 
Than the large Spcaker of them. * 
Let me be ſwallow'd quick, if I can find, 
In all th' Anatomy of yon Man's Virtues, 
One ſinew ſound enough to promiſe for him, 
He ſhall be Conſtable. . 
By this Sun, he'll ne'er make King 
nleſs it be for trifles, in my poor Judgment. 
Phi. Right Noble Sir, as low as my Obedience, - 
And with a Heart as loyal as my Knee, 
I beg your favour. 
King. Riſe, you have it, Sir. e 3 
Dion. Mark but the King, how pale he looks with fear. 
Oh ! this ſame whorſon Conſcience, how it jades us! 
King. Speak your intents, Sir. Ti 134 
Phi, Shall I ſpeak *em freely ? 
Be ſtill my Royal Soveraign. 


King. As a Subje&, we give you freedom. 
Dion. Now it heats. e 
Phi. Then thus I turn ** 

My Language to you Prince, you Foreign Man. 
Vor. I. i 


wa 


S 4 


Ne'er 


Ge” wo, 
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Ne'er ſtare, nor put on wonder, for you muſt 
Indure me, and you ſhall. This Earth you tread on 
(A Dowry, as you hope, with this fair Princeſs, . 
W hoſe memory I bow to) was not left ; 
By my dead Father (Oh, I had a Father) 
To your Inheritance, and I up and living, 
Having my ſelf about me and my Sword, 
The Souls of all my Name, and Memories, 
Theſe Arms and ſome few Friends, beſides the Gods 
To part fo calmly with it, and fit ſtill, 
And ſay I might have been! I tell thee, Pharamond, 
When thou art King, look I be dead and rotten, 
And my Name Aſhes; For, hear me Pharamond, 
This very ground thou goeſt on, this fat Earth, 
My Father's Friends made fertile with their Faiths, 
Before that Day of ſhame, ſhall gape and ſwallow 
Thee and thy Nation, like a hungry Grave, 
Into her hidden Bowels : Prince, it ſhall; + 
By Newefis it ſhall. Pha. He's mad beyond Cure, mad, 
Dion. Here's a Fellow has ſome Fire in's Veins : 
The Outlandiſh Prince looks like a Tooth-drawer. 
Phi. Sir, Prince ot Poppingjayes, I'll make it well appear 
To you I am not mad. King. You diſpleaſe us. 
You are too bold. Phi. No Sir, I am too tame, 
Too much a Turtle, a thing born without Paſſion, 
A faint Shadow, that every drunken Cloud fails over, 
And makes nothing. King. I do not fancy this, 
Call our Phyſicians; ſure he is ſomewhat tainted. 
Thra. 1 do not think 'twill prove ſo. | 
Dion. Was given him a general Purge already, for all 
the right he has, and now he means to let him blood: 
Be conſtant Gentlemen; by theſe hilts I'll run his hazard, 
although 1 run my Name out of the Kingdom. L 
Cle. Peace, we are one Soul. BE: 
Pha. What you have ſeen in me, to ſtir Offence, 
I cannot find, unleſs it be this Lady + 
Offer'd into mine Arms, with the Succeſſion, 
Which I muſt keep, though it hath pleas'd your Fury 
To mutiny within you; without diſputing 
Your Genealogies, or taking knowledge 


2 


Whoſe 


Whoſe Branch you are. 'The King will leave it me; 
And I dare make it mine. You have your Anſwer. 
Phi. If thou wert ſole Inheritor to him 
That made the World his, and cou'dit fee no Sun 
Shine upon any but thine ; were Pharamond 
As truly valiant, as I feel him cold, 
And ring'd among the choiceſt of his Friends, 
Such as would bluth to talk ſuch ſerious follies, 
Or back ſuch bellied Commendations, 
And from this preſent, ſpight of all theſe Bugs, 
You ſhould hear further from me. 
King. Sir, you wrong the Prince:! 
I gave you not this freedom to brave our beſt Friends, 
You deſerve our Frown: Goto, be better temper'd. 
Phi. It muſt be Sir, when I am nobler us'd. 
Gal. Ladies, 4 
This would have been a pattern of Succeſſion, 
Had he ne'er met this miſchief. By my life, 
He is the worthieſt the true name of Man 
This day within my Knowledge. 8 1 
Meg. I cannot tell what you may call your Knowledge, 
But the other is the Man fr in mine Eye; 
Oh! "Tis a Prince of Wax, Gal. A Dog it is. 
Amr. Foto, tell met 
The Injuries you aim at, in your Riddles. 
Phi, If you had my Eyes Sir, and Sufferance, 
My Grief upon you, and my broken Fortunes 
My want's great, and now nought but Hopes and Fears, 
My Wrongs would make ill Riddles to be laught at. 
Dare you be ſtill my King, and right me not? 
King. Give me your Wrongs in private. [They whiſper. 
Phi. Take them, and caſe me of a load would bow ſtrong 
Cle. He dares not ſtand the ſhock. . Atlas. 
Dion. I cannot blame him, there's danger in't. Every 
Man in this Age, has not a Soul of Chryſtal for all Men 
to read their Actions through: Mens Hearts and Faces 
are ſo far aſunder, that they hold no Intelligence. Do 
but view yon Stranger well, and you ſhall ſec a Fever 
through all his Bravery, and feel him ſhake like a true 
Tenant; if he give not oo his Crown again, pea 
yr * 2 the 
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the report of an Elder Gun, I have no Augury 
Kring. Go to: 


Be more your ſelf, as you reſpect our Fayour : 

You'll ſtir us elſe: Sir, I muſt have you Know 

That you're and ſhall be at our pleaſure, what faſnion we 

Will put upon you: Smooth your Brow, or by the Gods. 
Phi. J am dead Sir, you're my Fate: It was not I 

Said I was not wrong' d: I carry all about me, 

My weak Stars led me to all my weak Fortunes. 

VM ho dares in allthis Preſence {peak (that is 

But Man of Fleſh and may be Mortal) tell me 

I ds not moſt intirely love this Prince, 


And honour his full Virtues! King. Sure he's poſſeſt. 
Phi. Yes, with my Father's Spirit: It's here, O King! 
A dangerous Spirit; now he tells me King, 

J was a King's Heir, bids me be a King, 

And whiſpers to me, theſe be all my Subjects. 
"Tis ſtrange, he will not let me fleep, but dives 
Into my Fancy, and there gives me Shapes 
That kneel, and do me ſervice, cry me King: 

Bur PI] ſuppreſs him, he's a factious Spirit, (vant. 
And will undo me: Noble Sir, hour Hand, I am your Ser- 
King. Away, I do not like this : 

I'll make you tamer, or I'll diſpoſſeſs you 

Both of Lite and Spirit: For this time 

I pardon your wil Speech, without ſo much 

As your Impriſonment. [Ex. King, Pha. and Are. 
Dion. I thank you Sir, you dare not for the People. 

Gal. Ladies, what think you now of this brave Fellow? 

Meg. A pretty talking Fellow, hot at Hand; but eyc 

yon Stranger, is not he a fine compleat Gentleman? O 

theſe Strangers, I do affect them ſtrangely: They do the 

rareſt home things, and pleaſe the fulleſt! As I live, 

could love all the Nation over and over for his ſake. 


Gal. Pride comfort your poor Head- piece, Lady: Tis 
a weak one, and had need of a Night- cap. 


Dion. Sec how his Fancy labours, has he not ſpoke 
Home, and bravely? What a dangerous Train 


Did he give fire to! How he thook the King, 
Made his Soul e within him, and his Blood 


Run 
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Run into Whey! It ſtood upon his Brow, 
Like a cold winter Dew. Pbi. Gentlemen, 
You have no {uit to me? I am no Minion: 
You ſtand, methinks, like Men that would be Courtiers, 
If you could well be flatter'd at a Price, 
Not to undo your Children: You re all honeſt: 
Go get you home again and make your Country 
A virtuous Court, to which your great ones may, 
In their Diſcaſed Age, retire, and hve recluſe. 
Cle. How do you, worthy Sir? Phi, Well, very well; 
And ſo well, that if the King pleaſe, I find 
I way live many years. 
Dion. The King mult pleaſe, 
Whilſt we know what you are, and who you are, 
Your wrongs and injuries : Shrink not, worthy Sir, 
But add your Father to yon: In whoſe Name, 
We'll waken All the Gods, and conjure u 
The rods of Vengeance, the abuſed Tas 
Who like to raging Torrents ſhall ſwell high, 
And ſo begirt the Dens of theſe Male-dragons, 
That through the ſtrongeſt ſafety, they thall beg 
For mercy at your Sword's Point. Pbi. Friends, no morc, 
Our Years may be corrupted: *Tisan Age 
We dare not truſt our Wills to: Do you love me? 
Thra, Do we love Heay'n and Honour ? 
Phi. My Lord Dion, you had A 
A virtuous Gentlewoman call'd you Father; 
Is ſhe yet alive? Dion. Moſt honour'd Sir, ſhe is: 
And for the penance but of an idle Dream, 
Has undertook a tedious Pilgrimage. 
Enter a Lady. 
Phi. Is it tome, or any of theſe Gentlemen you come? 
Ls. To you, brave Lord; the Princeſs would intreat 
Your preſent Company, _ 
Phi. The Princeſs ſend for me: You're miſtaken. 
La, If you be call'd Philaſter, tis to you. 
Phi. Kiſs her Hand, and fay I will attend her. 
Dion. Do you know what you do? 
Phi, Yes, go to ſee a Woman. N 
de. But do you weigh the danger you are in 4 1 
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About my Marriage, that t eſe under things 


Did you deliver thoſe Ban Words 1 ſent, 


Lets thee not ſee the croſſes of our Births. 
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Phi. Danger in a ſweet Face? 
By Fupiter 1 muſt not fear a Woman. 
Thra. But are you ſure it was the Princeſs ſent ? 
It may be ſome foul Train to catch your Life. 
Phi. I do not think it, Gentlemen; ſhe's Noble, 
Her Eye may ſhoot me dead, or thoſe true red 
And white friends in her Face may ſteal my Soul out: 
There's all the danger in't: But be what may, Ex. Phil 
Her ſingle name hath arm'd me. Dion, Go on: 
And be as truly happy as thou art fearleſs : 
Come Gentlemen, let's make our Friends acquainted, 
Leſt the King prove falſe. IEx. Gentlemen. 
4 Arethuſa end a Lady. 
Are. Comes he not? La. Madam? 
Are. Will Philaſter come? 3 
La. Dear Madam, you were wont 
To credit me at brit. 
Are. Bur didſt thou tell me ſo? 
I am forgetful, and my Woman's ſtrength 
Is ſo o'ercharg'd with danger like to grow 


Dare not abide in ſuch a troubled Sea: 
How look'd he, when he told thee he would come ? 
La. Why, well. Are. And nota little fearful? 

La. Fear, Madam? Sure he knows not what it is. 
Are. You are all of his Faction; the whole Court 
Is bold in praiſe of him; whilſt I 1 
May live neglected, and do noble things, 
As Fools in ſtrife throw Gold into the Sea, 
Drown'd in the doing : But I know he fears. 
La. Fear? Madam, methought his looks hid more 
Ot LovethanFear,. MAT +a 
Are. Of Love? To whom? to you ? 


* 


With ſuch a winning Geſture, and quick Look, 
That you have caught him? OY. 
La. Madam, I mean to you. | 
Are. Of Love to me? Alas! thy Ignorance 


Nature, that loves not to be queſtioned | 


Wh 


PHILASTER / 

Why ſhe did this, or that, but has her ends, 
And knows ſhe does well ; never gave the World 
Two things ſo oppoſite, ſo contrary, 
As he and I am: If a bowl of Blood 
Drawn from this Arm of mine, would poiſon thee, 
A draught of his would cure thee, Of Love to me? 

La. Madam, I think I hear him. 

Are. Bring him in: 
You Gods that would not have your Dooms withſtood, 
Whoſe holy Wiſdoms at this time it is, 
To make the Paſſion of a feeble Maid f 
The way unto your Juſtice, I obey. Enter Phil. 

La, Here is my Lord Philaſter. Are, Oh! tis well: 
Withdraw your ſelf, Phi. Madam, your Meſſenger 


Made me believe, you wiſht to ſpeak with me. 


Are. 'Tis true Philaſter, but the words are ſuch, 

have to ſay, and do fo ill beſeem  _ 

The Mouth of Woman, that 1 wiſh them ſaid, 

And yet am loth to ſpeak them. Have you known 

That | have ought detracted from your Worth ? 

Have I in Perſon wrong'd you? Or have ſer 

My baſer inſtruments to throw Diſgrace 

Upon your Virtues? Phi. Never, Madam, you. 
Are. Why then ſhould you in ſuch a publick place, 

injure a Princeſs, and a Scandal lay 

Upon my Fortunes, fam'd to be ſo great: 

Calling a great part of my Dowry in queſtion. | 

- Phi, Madam, this truth which I ſhall ſpeak, will be 

Fooliſh : But for your fair and virtuous ſelf, 

could afford my ſelf to have no 11 

To any thing you wiſh'd. Are. Philaſter, know 

1 muſt enjoy theſe Kingdoms. Phi. Madam, both ? 
Are. Both, or! die: By Fate I die, Philaſter, 

If I not calmly may enjoy them both. g 5 
Phi, 1 Seal do much to fave that noble Lite: 

Yet would be loth to have Poſterity 

Find in our Stories, that Philaſter gave 

His right untoa Scepter, and a Crown, 

To favea Lady's longing. Are. Nay then hear: 

| muſt, and will have them, and more. ; 
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Nor Beaſt that I could turn from: Shall I then 


To lay a train for this contemned Life, 


The Gods, that make me ſo; and ſure our Love | 


Phi. What more? 
Are. Or loſe that little Life the Gods prepar'd, 
To trouble this poor piece of Earth withal 
Phi. Madam, what more ? 
Are. Turn then away thy Face. 
Phi. No. Are. Do. 
Phi. Icannot endure it: Turn away my Face? 
I never yet ſaw Enemy that look d 
So dreadful, but that I thought my (elf 
As great a Baſilisk as he; or ſpake 
So horribly, but that I thought my Tongue 
Bore Thunder underneath, as much as his: 


Begin to fear ſweet Sounds? A Lady's Voice, 
W hom1do love? Say you would have my Life, 
Why, I will give it you; for it is of me 

A thing ſo loath'd, and unto you that ask 

Of ſo poor Uſe. that I ſhall make no Price 


If you intreat, I will unmov'dly hear. 


Are. Vet for my ſake alittle bend thy looks. 

Phi. 1 do. Are. Then know I muſt have them and thee. 

Fer. An 8 

Are. Thy Love; without which, all the Land 
Diſcover'd yet, will ſerve me for no uſe, 

But to be buried in. Phi. Is't poſſible? 

Are. With it, it were too little to beſtow — 
Onthee: Nov, though thy Breath doth ſtrike me Dead 
(Which know it may) I have unript my Breaſt. : 

Phi. Madam, you are too full of noble Thoughts, 


Which you may have for asking: to ſuſpe& 

Were baſe, where J deſerve no ill: Love you! 

By all my hopes I do, above my Life: 

But how this Paſſion ſhould proceed from you 

So violently, would amaze a Man, that would be Jealous. 
Are. Another Soul into my Body ſhot  _ 

Could not have fill'd me with more Strength and Spirit, 

Than this thy Breath: But ſpend not haſty time, 

In ſeeking how 1 came thus: *tis the Gods, 


Will 


PHIL ASTE R. 
Will be the nobler, and the better bleſt, 
In that the ſccret Juſtice of the Gods 
Is mingled with it. Let us leave and kiſs, 

Leſt ſome unwelcome Gueſt ſhould fall betwixt us, 
And we ſhould part without it. Phi. *T'will be ill 

I ſhould abide here long. Are. Tis true, and worſe 
You ſhould come often: How ſhall we deviſe 

To hold Intelligence? That our true Lovers, (tread? 
On any new occaſion may agree, what Path is beſt to 

Phi. ThaveaBoy ſent by the Gods, I hope to this intent, 
Not yet ſeen in the Court; hunting the Buck, 

1 found him fitting by a Fountain fade, 
Of which he borrow'd ſome to quench his Thirſt, 
And paid the Nymph again as much in Tears; 

A Garland lay him by, made by himſelf, 

Of many ſeveral Flowers, bead in the Bay, 

Stuck in that myſtick Order, that the rareneſs 
Delighted me : Bur ever when he turned 

His tender Eyes upon 'em, he would weep, 

As if he meant to make *em grow again. 

Seeing ſuch pretty helpleſs Innocence 

Dwell in his Face, I ask'd him all his Story; 

He told me that his Parents gentle dy'd, 

Leaving him to the mercy of the Fields, | 
Which gave him Roots; and of the Cryſtal Springs, 

Which did not ſtop their Courſes; and the Sun, 
Which ſtill, he thank'd him, yielded him his Light, 
Then took he up his Garland, and did ſhew, 
What every Flower, as Country People hold, 
Did ſignifie; and how all ordered thus, 
Expreſt his Grief; and to my Thoughts did read 
The prettieſt lecture of his Country Art 
That cou'd be wiſh'd: So that, methought, I cou'd 
Have ſtudied it. I gladly entertain d him, 
Who was glad to follow; and have got 
The truſtieſt, loving'ſt, and the gentleſt Boy, 
That ever Maſter kept: Him wall I ſend 
To wait on you, and bear N Love. 

Euter Lady. 
Are. "Tis well, no more. 2 1 


50 PHI LAST ER. 
La. Madam, the Prince is come to do his Service. 
Are. What will you do, Philaſter, with your ſelf? 
Phi. Why, that which all the Gods have appointed 

out for me. 

Are. Dear, hide thy ſelf. Bring in the Prince. 

Phi. Hide me from Pharamond! 
When Thunder ſpeaks, which is the Voice of Fore, 
Though I do reverence, yet I hide me not; 

And ſhall a ſtranger Prince have leave to brag (elf? 

Unto a Foreign Nation, that he made Phlafter hide him- 
Are. He cannot know it. 

Phi. Though it ſhould ſleep for ever to the World, 
It is a ſimple Sin to hide my telf, Ms 
Which will for ever on my Conſcience lye. 

Are. Then good Philaſter, give him ſcope and way 
In what he ſays; for he is apt to ſpeak 
What you are loth to hear: For my fake do. Phi. Iwill. 

Enter Pharamond. 

Pha. My Princely Miſtreſs, as true Lovers ought, 

I come to kiſs theſe fair Hands; and to ſhew 

In outward Ceremonies, the dear Love 

Writ in my Heart. 

Pbi. If I ſhall have an Anſwer no directlier, 

I am gone. Pha, To what would he have an Anſwer? 
Are. To his Claim unto the Kingdom. 

Pha. Sirrah, 1 forbear you before the King. 1 

Phi. Good Sir, do ſo till, I would not talk with you. 

Pha. But now the time is fitter, do but offer 
To make mention of Right to any Kingdom, 
Though it be ſcarce habitable. Phi. Good Sir, let me go. 

Pha. And by my S Wort. 

Phi. Peace, Pharamond; if thou ———— 
Are. Leave us, Philaſter. Phi. 1 have done. 
Pha. You are gone, by Heav'n I'll fetch you back. 

Phi. You ſhall not need, Pha. What now? 

Phi. Know, Pharamond, . 

I loath to brawl with ſuch a blaſt as thou, 
Who art nou2ht but a valiant Voice: But if 
Thou ſhalt provoke me further, Men ſhall ſay 

Thou wert, and not lament it. 


1 
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Pha. Do you flight 3 
My Greatneſs ſo, and in the Chamber of the Princeſs ! 


Phi. It is a place to which I muſt confeſs 
| owe a Reverence: But were't the Church, 
Ay, at the Altar, there's no place ſo fate, 
Wh: re thou dar'ſt injure me, but ] dare kill thee: 
And for your Greatneſsz know Sir, I can graſp 
You, and your Greatneſs thus, thus into nothing: 
Give not a word, not a word back: Farewel. Exit Phi. 
Pha. Tis an odd Fellow, Madam, we muſt ſtop 
His mouth with ſome Office, when we are married. 
Are. You were beſt make him your Controuler. 
Pha. I think he would diſcharge it well. But Madam, 
hope our Hearts are knit; and yet fo flow _ 
The Ceremonies of State are, that 'twill be long 
Before our Hands be ſo: If then you pleaſe, 
Being agreed in Heart, let us not wait 
For dreaming for me, but take a little ſtoln 
Delights, and ſo prevent our Joys to come. 
Are. If you dare ſpeak ſuch Thoughts, 
I muſt withdraw in Honour. I Erit Are. 
Pha. The Conſtitution of my Body will never hold out 
till the Wedding; I muſt ſeek elſewhere. Exit Pha. 


— 


Aen. 
Enter Philaſter, and Bellario. | 


Phi. ND thou ſhalt find her honourable, Boy, 
Full of regard unto thy tender Youth, 

For thine own Modeſty; and for my ſake, 

Apter to give, than thou wilt be to ask, ay, or deſerve. 
Bell. Sir, you did take me up when I was nothing 

And only yet am ſomething, by being-yours; 

You truſted me unknown; and that which you are apt 

To conſtrue a {imple Innocence in me, | 

Perhaps, might have been Craft; the cunning of a Boy 

Hardened in Lies and Theft; yet ventur'd you, 

To part my Miſeries and me: for which, 
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never can expect to ſerve a Lady 

That bears more Honour in her Breaſt than you. 
Phi. But Boy, it will prefer thee, thou art young, 

And bear'ſt a childiſh overflowing Love 

To them that clap thy Checks, and ſpeak thee fair yet: 

But when thy Judgment comes to rule thoſe Paſſions, 

Thou wilt remember belt thoſe careful Friends 

That plac'd thee in the nobleſt way of Life. 

She is a Princeſs I prefer thee to. 

Bel. In that ſmall time that I have ſcen the World, 

I never knew a Man haſty to part 

With a Servant he thought truſty; Iremember 

My Father wou'd prefer the Boys he kept 

To greater Men than he, bur did it not, 

Till they were grown too ſawey for himſelf. (viour. 
Phi. Why gentle Boy, I find no fault at all in thy Beha- 
Bel. Sir, if I have made Sea, 

A fault of Ignorance, inſtruct my Youth ; 

I ſhall be willing, if not apt, to learn; 

Ape and Experience will adorn my Mind 

With larger Knowledge: And if I have done 

A wilful fault, think me not paſt all hope 

For once; what Maſter holds fo ſtrict a Hand 

Over his Boy, that he will part with him 

Without one warning? Let me be corrected 

To break my ſtubbornnels if it be ſo, 

Rather than turn me off, and I ſhall mend. 

Phi. Thy Love doth plead fo prettily to ſtay, 
That, truſt me, I could weep to part with thee. 
Alas! I do not turn thee off: thou knowꝰſt 
It is my Buſineſs that doth call thee hence, 

And when thou art with her thou dwell'ſt with me: 

Think ſo, and 'tis ſoz and when time is full, 

That thou haſt well diſcharg'd this heavy truſt, 

Laid on ſo weak a one, I will again 

With Joy receive thee; as I live, I will. 

Nay weep not, gentle Boy; 'tis more than time 

Thou didft attend the Princeſs. Bel. I am gone; 

But ſince I am to part with you, my Lord, 

And none knows whether I ſhall live to do 


1 
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| More Service for you; take this little Prayer. 
E Heav'n bleſs your Loves, your Fights, all your Deſigns, 
May fick Men, if they have your wiſh, be well; 


Le 


Phi. The Love of Boys unto their Lords is ſtrange, 

| have read wonders of it; yet this Boy 

For my ſake (if a Man may judge by Looks, 

And Speech) would out- do Story. I may ſee 

A Day to pay him for his Loyalty. Eri: Phi. 
Enter Pharamond. 


Pha. Why ſhould theſe Ladies ſtay ſo long? They muſt 


come this way; I know the Queen employs em not, 


for the Reverend Mother ſent me word they would all 


be for the Garden. If they ſhould all prove honeſt now, 
were ina fair taking; I was never ſo long without ſport 
in my Life, and in my Conſcience 'tis not my fault: Oh, 
for our Country Ladies! Here's one boulted, I'll hound 


at her. | | 

Enter Galatea. | 

Gal. Your Grace! Pha. Shall I not be a trouble? 

Gal. Not to me, Sir. 5 

Pha. Nay, nay, you are too quick; by this ſweet Hand. 

Gal. Vou'll be forſworn, Sir, tis but an old Glove. 
If you will talk at diſtance, Iam for you; but good Prince, 
be not bawdy, nor do not brag; theſe two I bar, and 
then I think, I ſhall have Senſe enough to anſwer all the 
weighty Aporhegmes your Royal Blood ſhall manage. 

Pha. Dear Lady, can you love ? | 

Gal. Dear, Prince, how dear! I ne'er coſt you a Coach 

yet, nor put you to the dear Repentance of a Banquet 
here's no Scarlet, Sir, to bluſh the Sin out it was given 


for : This Wire mine own Hair covers ; and this Face 


has been fo far from being dear to any, that it ne'er coſt 


penny painting: And for the reſt of my poor Wardrobe, . 


ſuch as you ſee, it leaves no hand behind it, to make the 
jealous Mercer's Wife curſe our good doing. 

Pha. You miſtake me, Lady. 

Gal. Lord, I do ſoz would you or I could help it. 

Pbe. Do Ladies of this Country uſe to give no more 
Reſpe@ to Men of my full Being? 1 8 oy 
a 


| And Heav'n hate thoſe you curſe, though I be one. Exit. 
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lers of the vital Spirits. 0 


and muſt be courted in a ſhow'r of Gold. Madam, look 
here, all theſe, and more, tan 


p 


Gal. Full being! I underſtand you not, unleſs yo 
Grace means growing to Fatneſs; and then your only 
Remedy (upon my og ny, > Prince) is in a Morning 5 
a Cup of neat W hite-wine brew'd with Carduus, then 
faſt *till Supper, about eight you may Eat; uſe Exer 
ciſe, and keep a Sparrow-hawk, you can ſhoot in a Til. 
ler; but of all, your Grace muſt flie Phlebozomy, freſh 
Pork, Conger, and clarified Whey: They are all dul- 


Pha, Lady, you talk of nothing all this while. 
Gal. Tis very true, Sir, I talk of you. 
Pha. This is a crafty Wench, I like her Wit well, 


*rwill be rare to ſtir up a leaden Appetite, ſhe's a Danae, 


Gal. What have you there, my Lord? Gold? Now, as 
I live *tis fair Gold; you would have Silver for it to play 
with the Pages; you could not have taken me in a worle 
time; but if you have preſent uſe, my Lord, I'll ſend 
my Man with Silver, and keep your Gold for you. 

Pha. Lady, Lady. 

Gal. She's coming, Sir, behind, will take white Mo- 
ny. Yet for all this I'll match ve. | 
| Exit Gal. bebind the Hangings. 

Pha. If there be but two ſuch more in this Kingdom, 

and near the Court, we may even hang up our Harps. 
Ten ſuch Camphire Conſtitutions as this, would call 


the Golden Age again in queſtion, and teach the old way 


for every ill-fac'd Husband to get his own Children, and 
whata miſchief that will breed, let all conſider. 
| 1 „Enter Megra. 5 
Here's another; if ſhe be of che ſame Laſt, the Devil 
ſhall pluck her on. Many fair Mornings, Lady. 
Meg. As many Mornings bring as many Days, 
Fair, ſweet, and hopeful to your Grace. | 
Pba. She gives good words yet; ſure this Wench is free. 
If your more ſerious buſineſs do not call you, 
Let me hold quarter with you, we'll talk an Hour , 
Out quickly. Meg. What would your Grace talk of 
Pha. Of ſome ſuch pretty Subject as your ſelf. 


U 
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y go no further than your Eye, or Lip, 
There's Theme enough for one Man for an Age. 
Aeg. Sir, they ſtand right, and my Lips are yet even, 
Smooth, Young enough, Ripe enough, Red enough, 
Or my Glaſs wrongs me. | 


Pha. O they are two twin'd Cherries died in Bluſhes, 
W hich thoſe fair Suns above, with their bright Beams 


/ 


Reflect upon, and ripen. Sweeteſt Beauty, 

Bow down thoſe Branches, that the longing taſte, 

Of the faint Looker on, may meet thoſe Bleſſings, 

And taſte and live. Meg. O delicate ſweet Prince; 

She that hath Snow enough about her Heart, 

To take the wanton ſpring of ten ſuch Lines off, 

May be a Nun without probation. 

Sir, you have in ſuch neat Poetry, gather'd a kiſs, 

That if I had but five Lines of that number, 

Such pretty begging Blanks, I ſhould commend 

Your Fore-head, or your Checks, and kiſs you too. 
Pha. Do it in Proſe; you cannot miſs it, Madam. 
Meg. 1 ſhall, I ſhall. Pha. By my Lite you ſhall not. 

I'll prompt you firſt : Can you do it now? 

Meg. Methinks 'tis eaſie, now I ha' don't before; 
But yet I ſhould Rick at it. Pha. Stick till to morrow. 
Pll ner part you, ſweeteſt. But we loſe time, 

Can you love me? PE (love you? 
Meg. Love you my Lord? How would you have me 
Pha. I'Il teach you in a ſhort Sentence, cauſe Iwill not 

load your Memory, this is all: Love me, and lye with me. 

Meg. Was it lye with you that you ſaid? Tis impoſſible. 

Pha. Not to a willing Mind, that will endeavour; if 
Ido not teach you to do it as eaſily in one Night, as you'll 
go to Bed, I'll loſe my Royal Blood for't. 

Aeg. Why Prince, you have a Lady of your own, that 

yet wants teaching. . 6 
Pha. I'll ſooner teach a Mare the old meaſures, than 

teach her any thing belonging to the Function; ſhe's 

afraid to lye with her ſelf, if the have but any maſculine 

Imaginations about her; I know when we are marricd, 

I muſt raviſh her. 

Meg. By my Honour, that's a foul fault indeed, but time 
and your good help will wear it out, Sir. Pha. 


deareſt Lady, I had rather be Sir Tim the Schoolmaſter, 


cannot hold it, if they were tied to it, ſhe would blow 


it me: Soon I will viſit you. 


till when ——— 
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Pha. Andfor any other I ſee, excepting your dear ſol, 


and leap a Dairy-maid. 20 
Meg. Has your Grace ſeen the Court-ſtar Galatea? 
Pha. Out upon her; ſhe's as cold of her favour as an . 
Apoplex? She fail'd by but now. 7 5 . 
Meg. And how do you hold her Wit, Sir? 2 
Pha. I hold her Wit? The ſtrength of all the Guard 


em out of the Kingdom; they talk of Jupiter, he's but 
Squib-cracker to her: Look well about you, and you 


may find a Tongue- bolt. But ſpeak ſweet Lady, {hall 
I be freely welcome? 


Meg. W hither? 4 

Pha. To your Bed; if you miſtruſt my Faith, you do 
me the unnobleſt wrong. 
Meg. I dare not, Prince, I dare not: 

Pha. Make your own conditions, my Purſe ſhall ſei] 
'em, and what you dare imagine you can want, I'll fur- 
niſh you withal: Give two hours to your Thoughts e- 
very Morning about it. Come, I know you are baſhtul, 
ſpeak in my Ear, will you be mine? Keep this, and with 


Meg. My Lord, my Chamber's moſt unſafe, but when 
*tis Night I'll find ſome means to ſlip into your Lodging: 


Pha. Till when, this, and my Heart go with thee. 
"1b: 0s Er. ſeveral ways. 
Enter Galatea from bebind the Hangings. 

Gal. Oh thou pernicious Petticoat Prince, are theſe 
your Virtues? Well, if I do not lay a train to blow your 
{port up, I am no Woman; and Lady Towſabel II fi 
you fort. | [ Extt, 

Enter Arethuſa and a Lady. 

Are. Where's the Boy? La. Within, Madam. . 
Are. Gave you him Gold to buy him Cloaths? * 
La. I did. Are. And has he don't? = 
La. Yes Madam. Yee MBs 5 

Are. Tis a pretty ſad talking Boy, is it not? 
Askt you his Name? La. No Madam. 


Enter 


R 57 


Enter Galatea. 

re. O you are welcome, what good News? 

]. As good as any one can tell your Grace, 

s ſhe hath done that you would have wiſh'd. 

Are. Haſt thou diſcover'd? 

Gal. J have ſtrain'd a point of Modeſty for you. 

Are. I prithee how? _ 

Gal. In liſtning after Bawdry; I ſee, let a Lady 
live never ſo modeſtly, ſhe ſhall be ſure to find a lawful 

time, to hearken after Bawdry ;z your Prince, brave Pha- 
ramond, was ſo hot on't. Are. With whom? 
Cal. Why, with the Lady I ſuſpect: I can tell che 
time and place. EE | 

Are. O when, and where? 

Gal. To Night, his Lodging: 
Are. Runthy ſelf into the Preſence, mingle there again 
With other Ladies, leave the reſt to me: 

If Deftiny (to whom we dare not ſay, _ 
Why didſt thou this) have not decreed it ſo 
In laſting leaves (whoſe ſmalleſt Characters 
Were never altered) yet, this Match ſhall break. 
Where's the Boy? La. Here Madam. 
Enter Bellario. =, 

Are. Sir, you are ſad to change your Service, is't not ſo? 

Bel. Madam, I have not chang'd; I wait on you, 

To do him Service. Are. Thou diiclaint'tt in me 
Tell me tay Name. Bel. Bellario. 

Are. Thou canſt Sing, and Play? 

Bel. If Grief will give me leave, Madam, I can. 
Are: Alas! What kind of Grief can thy Years know? 
Hadſt thou a curſt Maſter when thou wenr'it to School? 

Thou art not capable of other Grief; 

Thy Brows and Checks are ſmooth as Waters be, 

When no breath troubles them: Believe me, Boy, 

Care ſeeks out wrinkled Brows and hollow Eyes, 

And builds himſelf Caves to abide in them. 

Come Sir, tell me truly, does your Lord love me? 

Bel. Love, Madam; I know not what it is. (Love? 

Are. Canſt thou know Grief, and never yet knew'ſt 
Vol. I. 1 Thou 
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Thou art deceiv'd Boy; does he ſpeak of me, 
As if he wiſh'd me well? Bel. If it be Love, 
To forget all reſpect of his own Friends, 
In 1 on your Face; if it be Love 
Jo fit croſs-arm'd, and ſigh away the Day, 
Mingled with Starts, crying your Name as loud 
And haſtily, as Men i'the ſtreets do Fire: 
If it be Love to weep himſelf away, 
When he but hears of any Lady dead, 
; Or kill'd, becauſe it might have been your chance 
| If when he goes to Reſt (which will not be) 
1 Twixt ev'ry Prayer he ſays, he names you once 
9 As others drop a Bead, be to be in Loves 
1 Then Madam, I dare ſware he loves you. 

Are. O you're a cunning Boy, and taught to lie, 
For your Lord's Credit; but thou knoweſt, a Lie, 
1 hat bears this ſound, is welcomer to me, 
Than any Truth that ſays he loves me not. 

Lead the way, Boy: Do you attend me too; | 
"Tis thy Lord's buſineſs haſtes me thus; Away. | Exeunt. 
Enter Dion, Cleremont, Thrafiline, Megra, and Galatca, 
Dion. Come Ladies, ſhall we talk a round? As Men 
Do walk a mile, Women ſhould talk an hour 
After Supper: Tis their Exerciſe. Gal. Tis late. 
Meg. Tis all 


8 
"Ml 


| My Eyes will do to lead me to my Bed. 
= Gal. I fear they are ſo heavy, you'll ſcarce find 
The way to your Lodging with 'em to Night. 
Enter Pharamond. 
Thre. The Prince. | f 
ll Pha. Not a-bed Ladies? You're good Sitters up; 
What think you of a pleaſant Dream to laſt 
Till Morning? 5 Wy (it. 
Meg. I ſhould chuſe, my Lord, a pleaſing wake before 
| | X Enter Arethuſa aud Bellario. 
11 Ave. Tis well my Lord, you're Courting of Ladies. 
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I st not late, Gentlemen? 
Cle. Yes, Madam. | 
147 3 Are. Wait you there. Exit Arethuſa. 
I! Meg. She's jealous, as I live; look you wy e 
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EZ The Princeſs has a Hilas, an Adonis. 

Z Pha. His Form is Angel- like. 
= Az. Why this is he, muſt, when you are wed, 
Sit by your Pillow, like young Apollo, with 


| EZ His Hand and Voice, binding your Thoughts in Sleep; 
EZ The Princeſs does provide him for you, and for her felt. 


EZ Pha. I find no Muſick in theſe Boys. Meg. Nor I. 
BZ They can do little, and that ſmall they do, 
EZ They have not Wit to hide. 92 
Dion. Serves he the Princeſs? Thra. Yes. 
Dion. Tis a ſweet Boy, how brave ſhe keeps him! 
Pha. Ladies all good reſt; I mean to kill a Buck 
To morrow Morning, e' er you've done your Dreams. 
Meg. All happineſs attend your Grace, Gentlemen good 
Come ſhall we to Bed? C_ | (reſt, 
Gal. Yes, all good Night. [Ex. Gal. and Meg. 
Dion. May your Dreams be true to you; 
What ſhall we do, Gallants? Tis late, the King 


= ls up ſtill, ſee, he comes, a Guard along 


With him. | 
Enter King, Arethuſa aud Guard. 
King. Look your Intelligence be true. 
Ae. Uponmy Life it is: And I do hope, 
Your Highneſs will not tye me to a Man, 
That in the heat of Wooing throws me off, 
And takes another. Dion. What ſhould this mean? 
King. If it be true, 
That Lady had much better have embrac'd | 
Cureleſs Diſcaſes; get you to your reſt. [Ex. Are. and Bel. 
You ſhallbe righted : Gentlemendraw near, 
We ſhall imploy you: Is young Pharamond 3 
Come to his Lodging? Dion. Ifaw him enter there. 

King. Haſte ſome of you, and cunningly diſcover 
it Megra bein her Lodging. Cle. Sir, 

She parted hence but now with other Ladies. 

King. If ſhe be there, we ſhall not need to make 
A vain diſcovery of our Suſpicion. f 
You Gods, I ſee, that who unrighteouſly 
HoldsWealth or State from others, ſhall be curſt, 

In that, which meaner Men are bleſt withal : 
Ages to come ſhall know no Male of him 
| | E Lets 
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Left to inherit, and his Name ſhall be | 
Blotted from Earth: If he have any Child, 
It ſhall be croſsly match'd; the Gods themſelves 
Shall Tow wild Strife betwixt her Lord and her. 
Vet, if it be your Wills, forgive the Sin 
I have committed, let it not fall 
= Upon this underſtanding Child of mine, 
| She has not broke your Laws; but how can I, 
: Look to be heard of Gods, that muſt be juſt, 
Praying upon the Ground I hold by wrong? 
TH Enter Dion. | 
Dion. Sir, 1 have asked, and her Women ſwear ſhe 
is within, but they I think are Bawds I told 'em I mutt 
2 with her: They laugh'd, and ſaid their Lady lay 
pecch'eſs. I faid, my buſineſs was important; they 
ſaid their Lady was about it: I grew hot, and cryed m) 


Pha. What ſawcy Groom knocks at this dead of Night: 
W here be our Waiters? By my vcxed Soul, 
He meets his Death, that meets me, for this boldneſs. 
Hing. Prince, you wrong your Thoughts, we are you! 
Come down. Pha. The King? (Friends, 
King. The ſame Sir, come down, | 
We haye cauſe of preſent Counſel with you. 
Pha, If your Grace pleaſe to uſe me, I'll attend 75 
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. buſineſs was a matter that concern'd Life and Death; 5 
| N they anſwer'd, ſo was Sleeping, at which their La'y 1 
1 * Was; I urg'd again, ſhe had ſcarce time to be fo ſince 4 
| N laſt I ſaw her; they ſmil'd again, and ſeem'd to inſtruct = 
11 me, that Sleeping was nothing but lying down and 8 
fi winking: Anſwers more direct I could not get: In thort, 3 
1 Sir, I think ſhe is not there. 5 
King. Tis then no time to dally: You o'th' Guard, kf 
6 Wait at the back-door of the Prince's Lodging, £ 
T8 And ſee that none pals thence upon your Lives. 8 
1 Knock Gentlemen: Knock loud: louder yet: 5 
* What, has their Pleaſure taken off their hearing? 5 
. Fl break your Meditations. Knock again: | 
1. Not yet? I do not think he ſleeps, having this | 
"F Larum by him; once more, Pharamond, Prince. 7 
40 Pharamond above. | ; 


2 to - 


BW To your Chamber. Pha. below. 
= AXKg.No, tis too late Prince, FIl make bold with yours. 
Pha. I have ſome private Reaſons to my ſelf, 
Makes me unmannerly, and ſay you cannot; 
Nay, preſs not forward Gentlemen, he muſt come 
Through my Life, that comes here, [Enters. 
King. Sir be reſolv'd, 1 muſt and will come. 
Pha. I will not be diſhonour'd; 
He that enters, enters upon his Death. 
Sir, tis a ſign you make no Stranger of me, 
To bring theſe Renegadoes to my Chamber, 
At theſe unſeaſonꝰd hours. Ming. do you _ 
Chafe your ſelf ſo? You are nor wrong'd, nor ſhall be; 
Only PII ſearch your Lodging, for ſome cauſe he 
To our ſelf known: Enter, I ſay. 
Pha. I ſay no. | [ Meg. Above. 
Meg. Let em enter, Prince, 2 
Let 'em enter, Iam up, and ready; I know their buſincts, 
"Tis the poor breaking of a Lady's Honour, 
They hunt ſo hotly after; let 'em enjoy it. 
Lou have your buſineſs Gentlemen, I lay here. 
O my Lord the King, this is not noble in you 
To make publick the Weakneſs of a Woman. 
King. Come down. TEN (Clamors, 
Meg. I dare, my Lord; your Whootings and your 
Your private Whiſpers, and your broad Fleerings, 
Can no more vex my Soul, than this baſe Carriage 
Eut I have Vengeance yet in ſtore for ſome, 
Shall in the moſt contempt you can have of me, 
Be joy and nouriſhment. 
King. Will you come down? 
Meg. Yes, to laugh at your worſt: But I ſhall wrong 
If my skill fail me not. . (you, 
King. Sir, I muſt dearly chide you for this looſeneſs, 
You have wrong'd a worthy Lady; but no more, 
Conduct him to my Lodging, and to Bed. (indeed. 
Cle, Get him another Wench, and you bring him to Bed 
Dion. *Tis ſtrange a Man cannot ride a Stage 
Or two, to breath himſelf, without a Warrant : 
If this Geer hold, that Lodgings be ſearch'd thus, 
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Pray Heav'n we may lye with our own Wives in 8 
That they be not by ſome trick of State miſtaken. 
8 Enter Megra. 

King. Now Lady of Honour, where's your Honour now? 
No Man can fit your Palate, but the Prince. 
Thou moſt ill ſnrowded rottenneſs; thou piece 
Made by a Painter and a Pothecarj; 

Thou troubled Sea of Luſt; thou Wilderneſs, 
Inhabited by wild Thoughts; thou ſwoln Cloud 
Of Infection; thou ripe Mine of all Diſeaſes; 

Thou all Sin, all Hell, and laſt, all Devils, tell me, 
Had you none to pull on with your Courteſies, 
But he that muſt be mine, and wrong my Daughter? 
By all the Gods, all theſe, and all the Pages, | 
And all the Court ſhall hoot thee through the Court, 
Fling rotten Oranges, make ribald Rimes, | 
And ſear thy Name with Candles upon Walls: 
Do you laugh, Lady Fenus? 

Meg. Faith Sir, how muſt pardon me; 
cannot chuſe but laugh to ſee you merry. 

If you do this, O King; nay, if you dare do it 
By all thoſe Gods you ſwore by, and as many 
More of my own; I will have Fellows, and ſuch 
Fellows in it, as ſhall make noble Mirth; 

The Princeſs, your dear Daughter, ſhall ftand by me 
On Walls, and ſung in Ballads, any thing: 
Urge me no more, I know her and her haunts, 
Her Layes, Leaps, and Outlayes, and will diſcover all; 
Nay will diſhonour her. I know the Boy 
She keeps, a handſome Boy; about eighteen: 

4 Ay what ſhe does with 7 where, and when. 
= Come Sir, you put me to a Woman's madneſs, 

The glory of a . ; Hy if I do 21 e 

Do it to the height “66 F - 
King. What Boy is this ſhe raves at? (things? 
Meg. Alas! good-minded Prince, you know not thelc 
I am loth to reveal em. Keep this Fault 
As you would keep your Health from the hot Air 
Of the corrupred People, or by Heav'n, © 

I vill not full alone”: Whar 1 Have known, 
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| Shall be as publick as a Print; all Tongues 
Shall ſpeak it, as they do the Language they 
Are born in, as free and commonly; II fer it 
Like a prodigious Star for all to gaze at, (Foreign 
And ſo high and glowing, that other Kingdoms far and 
Shall read it there, nay travel with it, *till they find 
No Tongue to make it more, nor no more People; 
And then behold the fall of your fair Prince's. 
King. Has ſhe a Boy? : | 
_ Cle. So pleaſe your Grace I have ſeen a Boy wait 
On her, a fair Boy. N 
Ling. Go get yon to your Quarter: 
For this time F'Il ſtudy to forget you. 
Meg. Do you ſtudy to forget me, and Fll ſtudy 
To forget you. [Ex. King, Meg. and Guard. 
Cle, Why here's a Male Spirit for Hercules, if ever 
there be nine worthies of Women, this Wench ſhall ride 
Aftride, and be their Captain. 4 
Dion. Sure ſhe has a Garriſon of Devils in her Tongue, 
the uttereth ſuch balls of Wild- fire. She has ſo netled 
the King, that all the Doctors in the Country will ſcarce 
cure him. That Boy was a ſtrange found-out Antidote 
to cure her Infection: that Boy, that Princeſs Boy; that 
brave, chaſt, virtuous Lady's Boy; and 1 Rir Boy, a well 
ſpoken Boy: All theſe conſider'd, can make nothing 
clſe— but there I leave you, Gentlemen. 
Thra. Nay we'll go wander with you. [Exennt, 
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Enter Cleremont, Dion, and Thraſiline. 


Cle. NTAY doubtleſs tis true. 

: Dion. Av, and tis the Gods 
That rais'd this Puniſhment, to ſcourge the King 
With his own Iffue ; Is it not a ſhame | = 
For us, that ſhould write Noble in the Land; = 
Far us, that ſhould be dr ta behold 1 
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A Man, that is the Bravery .of his Age, 
Philaſter, preſt down from his Royal Right, 
By this regardleſs King; and only look, 
And ſee the Scepter ready to be caſt 
Into the hands of that laſcivious Lady, 
That lives in luſt with a ſmooth Boy, now to be 
Married to yon ſtrange Prince, who, but that People 
Pleaſe to let him be a Prince, is born a Slave, 
In that which ſhould be his moſt Noble Part, 
His Mind? Thra. That Man that would not ſtir with you, 
To aid Philaſter, let the Gods forget 
I hat ſuch a Creature walks upon the Earth. 

Cle. Philaſter is too backward in't himſelf ; 
The Gentry do await it, and the People, 

Againſt their Nature, are all bent for him, 
And like a Field of ſtanding Corn, that's mov'd 
With a ſtiff gale, their Heads bow all one way. 
Dion. The only Cauſe that draws Philaſter back 
From this Attempt, is the fair Princeſs Love, 
Which he admires, and we can now confute. 
_ Thra. Perhaps he'll not believe it. 

Dion. Why Gentlemen, tis without queſtion ſo, 

Cle. Ay tis paſt ſpeech ſhe lives diſhoneſtly. 
Put how ſhall we, if he be curious, work 
Upon his Faith? eee 5 

Thra. We all are ſatisfied within our ſelves. 

Dion. Since it 1s true, and tends to his own good, 
I'll make this new Report to be my Knowledge, 
I'll fay I know it, nay, I'll {wear I ſaw it. | 

Ce. It will be beſt. Thra. Twill move him. 

. Enter Philaſter. 

Dion. Here he comes. Good morrow to your Honour, 
We have ſpent ſome time in ſeeking you. 

Phi. My worthy Friends, 
You that can keep your Memories to know 
Your Friend in miſeries, and cannot frown  _ 
On Men diſgrac'd for Virtue ; a good Day (ceptation? 
Attend you all. W hat Service ma} do worthy your ac- 

Dion. My good Lord, TH ROUT oe: He 
We come to urge that Virtue which we know 
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| Lives in your Breaſt, forth; riſe, and make a Head, 
The Nobles and the People are all dull'd 
With this uſurping King; and not a Man 


Dion. Is loath'd as much as he. 
Phi. By what ſtrange means? | 
Dien. She's known a Whore. Pbi. Thou lyeſt. 
Dion. My Lord | 5 
Phi. Thou lyeſt, [Offers to draw, and is held. 
And thou ſhalt feel it; I-had thought thy Mind 
Had been of Honour; thus to rob a Lady 
Of her good Name, is an infectious Sin, 
Not to be pardon'd; be it falſe as Hell, 
Twill never be redeem'd, if it be ſown 
Amongſt the People, fruitful to increaſe 
All evil they ſhall hear. Let me alone, 4 
That J may cut off Falſhood, whilſt it ſprings. 
Set Hills on Hills betwixt me and the Man 
That utters this, and I will ſcale them all, 
And from the utmoſt top fall on his Neck, 
Like Thunder from a Cloud. Dion. This is moſt ſtrange; 
Sure he does love her. Phi. I do love fair Truth : 


She is my Miſtreſs, and who injures her, 
Draws Vengeance from me. Sirs, let go my Arms. 

bra. Nay, good my Lord be patient. 
Cle. Sir, remember this is your honour'd deer N 
| 7 at 
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That comes to do his Service, and will ſhew you 
Why he utter'd this. Phil. I ask you pardon Sir, 
My zeal to Truth made me unmanner]y : 
Should I have heard Diſhonour ſpoke of you, 
Behind your Back untruly, I had been 
As — diſtemper'd, and enrag'd, as now. 
Dion. But this, my Lord, is 'Truth. 
Thi. O ſay not fo, good Sir forbear to ſay ſo, 
"Tis the Truth that all Womankind is falſe ; 
Urge it no more, it is impoſſible ; |. | 
Why ſhould you think the Princeſs light? 
Dion. Why, ſhe was taken at it, 7 2 OO DES: 
Phi. Tis falſe, O Heav'n tis falfe; it cannot be, 
Can it* Speak Gentlemen, for Love of 'Truth ſpeak; 
- It poſſible? can Women all be damn'd? 
Dion. Why no, my Lord. 
Phi. Why then it cannot be. 
Dion. And ſhe was taken with her Boy. 
_ Phi. What Boy? Dion. A Page, a Boy that ſerves her, 
Phi. O good Gods, a little Boy? . 
Dion. Ay, know you him my Lord? ; 
Phi. Hell and Sin know him? Sir, you are deceiv'd; 
ll reaſon it a little coldly with you; 
If ihe were luſtful, would ſhe take a Boy, 
That knows not yet Deſire ? ſhe would have one 
Should meet her Thoughts, and know the Sin he acts, 
Which is the great delight of Wickedneſs; 
You are abus d, and fo is ſhe, and I. 
Dion. How, you my Lordꝰ 
Phi. Why all the World's abuse 
In an unjuſt Report. Dion. Oh noble Sir, your Virtues 
Cannot look into the ſubtle Thoughts of Woman. 
In ſhort my Lord, I took them: I my ſelf. | 
Phi. Now all the Devils thou didſt, flye from my Rage: 
Would thou hadſt ta'en Devils ingendring Plagues, 
When thou didſt take them; hide thee from my Eyes. 
Would thou hadſt taken Thunder on thy Breaſt, 1 
When thou didſt take them, or been ſtrucken dumb 
For ever; that this foul deed might have ſlept in fllence. 
Tbra. Have you known him ſo iff temper'd ? Oh 


>» 


7 : 


PHIL ASTER 107 


Cle. Never before, 5 
bi. The Winds that are let looſe, 
From the four ſeveral Corners of the Earth, 
And ſpread thmſelves all over Sea and Land, 
Ki not a chaſte one. What Friend bears a Sword 
To run me through? | 
Dion. Why, my Lord, are you ſo mov'd at this? 
Phi. When any falls from Virtue I am diſtract, 
[ have an Intereſt in't. | 
Dion. But good my Lord recal your ſelf, 
And think what's beſt to be done. 
Phi. I thank you. I will do it; 
Pleaſe you to leave me, I'll conſider of it: 
To morrow I will find your Lodging forth, 
And give you Anſwer bla 
The readieſt way. Dion. All the Gods direct you. 
Thra. He was extream impatient. 
Cle. It was his Virtue and his noble Mind. 
e ¶Exeunt Dion, Cleo. and Thra. 
Phi. 1 had forgot to ask him where he took them; 
III follow him. O that J had a Sea 
Within my Breaſt, to quench the Fire J feel; 
More Circumſtances will but fan this Fire; 
It more afflicts me now, to know by whom 
This Deed is done, than ſimply that tis done: 
And he that tells me this is honourable, 
As far from Lies, as ſhe is far from Truth. 
O that like Beaſts, we could not grieve our ſelves, | 
With that we ſee not; Bulls and Rams will fight, 
To keep their Females ſtanding in their fight; - 
But take em from them, and you take at once | 
Their Spleens away; and they will fall again e 
Unto their Paſtures, growing freſh and fat, | 
And taſte the Waters of the Springs as ſweet 
As 'twas before, finding no ſtart in fleep. 
But miſerable Man — See, fee, you Gods, 
M14 Enter Bellario. 
He walks ſtill; and the Face you let him wear 
When he was innocent, is till the fame, 


Not blaſted ; Is this Juftice? Do you mem 
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To intrap Mortality, that you allow 
Treaſon ſo ſmooth a Brow? I cannot now. 
Think he is guilty. Bel. Health to you my Lord; 
The Princeſs doth commend her Love, her Life, 
And this unto you. Phi. Oh Bellar io,, 
Now I perceive ſhe loves me, the does ſhew it 
In loving thee my Boy, ſhe has made thee brave. 

Bel. My Lord, ſhe has attired me paſt my wiſh, 
Paſt my deſert, more fit for her Attendant, 5 
Though far unfit for me, who do attend. 

Phi. Thou art grown courtly, Boy. O let all Women, 
That love black deeds, learn to diſſemble here, 
Here, by this Paper ſhe does write to me, 

As if her Heart were Mines of Adamant 

5 To all the World beſides, but unto me, 

= A Maiden-ſnow that meited with my Looks. 

: Tell me, my Boy, how doth the Princeſs uſe thee ? 

For I ſhall gueſs her love to me by that. 
Bel. Scarce like her Servant, but as if I were 

Something ally*d to her; or had preſcrv'd 

Her Life three times by my fidelity. 

As Mothers tond do uſe their only Sons 

As I'd uſe one, that's left unto my truſt, _ 

For whom my Life ſhould pay, if he met harm, 

So ſhe docs uſe me. Phi. Why, this is wondrous well: 

But what kind Language does ſhe feed thee with ? 
Bel. Why ſhe does tell me, ſhe will truſt my Youth 

With all her loving Secrets; and does call me 

Her pretty Servant, bids me weep no more 

For leaving you; ſhe'll ſee my Services 

Regarded; and ſuch Words of that ſoft ſtrain, 

That I am nearer weeping when ſhe ends 

Than e'er ſhe ſpake. Phi. This is much better till. 

Bel. Are you ill, my Lord? 

Phi. III? No, Bellario. 

Bel. Methinks your Words 
Fall not from off your Tongue ſo evenly, 

Nor is there in your Looks that quietneſs, - 
That I was wont to ſee. | 


Phi. Thou art deceiy'd, Boy: 


And 
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And ſhe ſtroaks thy Head? Bel. Ves. 
Phi. And ſhe does clap thy Cheeks? 
Bel. She does, my Lord. . 
Phi. And ſhe docs kiſs thee, Boy? ha! 
Bel. How my Lord? SF 
Pbi. She kiſſes thee? Bel. Not ſo, my Lord. 
Phi. Come, come, I know ſhe does. 
Bel. No by my Life. 
Phi. Why then ſhe does not love me; come, ſhe does, 
1 bad her do it; I charg'd her by all charms * 
Of Love between us, by the hope of Peace 
We ſhould enjoy, to yield thee all Delights 
Naked, as to her Bed: I took her Oath | 
Thou ſhould'ſt enjoy her: Tell me, gentle Boy, 
Is ſhe not paralleleſs? Is not her Breath 
Sweet as Arabian Winds, when Fruits are ri peꝰ 
Are not her Breaſts two liquid Ivory Balls? 

Is ſhe not all a laſting Mine of Joy? Lo 
Hel. Ay, now I ſee why my diſturbed Thoughts 
Mere ſo perplext. When firſt I went to her, 

My Heart held augury; you are abus d, 
Some Villain has abus'd you; I do ſee : 
Whereto you tend; fall Rocks upon his Head, 
That put this to you; 'tis ſome ſubtil Train, 
To bring that noble Frame of yours to nought. 

Phi. Thou think'ſt I will be angry with thee; Come 
Thou ſhalt know all my drift, J hate her more, 
Than I love Happineſs, and plac'd thee there, 

To Py with narrow Eyes into her Deeds. 

Haſt thou diſcover*d ? ls ſhe faln to Luſt, | 
As I would wiſh her? Speak ſome Comfort to me. 

Bel. My Lord, you did miſtake the Boy you ſent: 

Had ſhe the luſt of Sparrows, or of Goats; 
Had ſhe a fin that way, hid from the World, 
Beyond the name of Luſt, I would not aid 

Her baſe Deſires ; but what I came to know | 
As Servant to her, I would not reveal, to make my Life 

laſt Apes. E Rd „„ (Bhs 

Phz. Oh my Heart; this is a Salve worſe than the main 
Tell me thy Thoughts; for I will know the leaſt ; 
8 585 at 
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That dwells within thee, or will rip thy Heart 
To know it; I will ſee thy Thoughts as plain 
As I do now thy Face. Bel. Why, ſo you do. 
She is (for ought I know) by all the Gods; 

As chaſte as Ice; but were ſhe foul as Hell 

And I did know it, thus; the Breath of Kings, 

The points of Swords, Tortures nor Bulls of Braſs, 
Should draw it from me. LS 
Phi. Then *tis no time to dally with thee; (now. 
I will take thy Life, for Ido hate thee; I cou'd curſe thee 
Bel. If you do hate, you could not curſe me worſe; 


The Gods have not a Puniſhment in ſtore = 
Greater for me, than is your Hate. 


Phi. Fie, fie, ſo young and ſo diſſembling; uy 
Tell me when and where thou didſt enjoy her, 
Or let Plagues fall on me, if I deſtroy thee not. 

Bel. Heav'n knows I never did: and when lic 
To fave my Life, may I live long and loath'd. 
Hew me aſunder, and whilſt I can think 5 
I'll love thoſe pieces you have cut away, 

Better than thoſe that grow; and kiſs theſe Limbs, 


| Becauſe you made em ſo. 
P bi. Fear'ſt thou not Death? 
| Can Boys contemn that? Bel. Oh, what Boy is ne 
Can be content to live to be a Man, (reaſon? 


That ſees the beſt of Men thus paſſionate, thus, without 
Pbi. Oh, but thou doſt not know what 'tis to Die. 
Bel. Yes, I do know, my Lord; 1 e 


Tis leſs than to be born; a laſting Sleep, 


A quiet N from all Jealouſie; 
A thing we all purſue; I know beſides, 
It is but giving over of a Game that muſt be loſt. 
Fbi. But there are Pains, falſe Boy, 
For perjur'd Souls; think but on theſe, and then 
Thy Heart will melt, and thou wilt utter all. 

el. May they fall all upon me whilſt I live, 


If L be perjur'd, or have ever thought 


Of thar you charge me with; if I be falſe, me. 
Send me to ſuffer in thoſe Puniſhments you ſpeak of; kill 

Phi. Oh what ſnou'd I do? | 

BD 0 Why, 
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Why, who can but believe him? He does ſwear 
So carneftly, that if it were not true, 3 
The Gods would not endure him. Riſe Bellario; 
Thy Proteſtations are ſo deep, and thou 
Doſt look ſo truly, when thou uttereſt them, 
That though I know 'em falſe, as were my hopes, 
cannot urge thee further; but thou wert 
'To blame to injure me, for I muſt love 
Thy honeſt Looks, and take no revenge upon 
Thy tender Vouth: A Love from me to thee 
Is "Aug whate'er thou doſt: It troubles me 
That I have call'd the Blood out of thy Checks, 
That did ſo well become thee: But good Boy 
Let me not ſee thee more; ſomething is done, 
That will diſtra& me, that-will make me mad, 
If I behold thee; if thou tender'ſt me, 
Let me not fee thee. Bel. I will fly as far 
As there is Morning, cer I give diſtaſte © 
To that moſt honour'd Mind. But through theſe Tears, 
Shed at my hopeleſs parting, I can ſee 
A World of Treaſon practis'd upon you, 
And her, and me. Farewell for evermore; 
If you ſhall hear, that Sorrow ſtruck me dead, 
And after find me Loyal, let there be 
A Tear ſhed from you in my Memory, 2 
And I ſhall reſt at peace. [Exit Bel. 
Phi. Bleſſing be with thee, 7 
Whatever thou deſerv'ſt. Oh, where ſhall I 
Go bath my Body? Nature too unkind, 
That made no Medicine for a troubled Mind! [Ex. Phi. 
| Enter Arethuſa. 

Are. I marvel my Boy comes not back again. 
But that I know my Love will queſtion him 
Over and over; how 1 ſlept, wak'd, talk'd ; 
How I remembred him when his dear Name 
Was laſt fpoke, and how, when I ſigh'd, wept, ſung, 
And ten thouſand ſuch; I ſhould be angry at his ſtay. 
_— | Enter King. 
King. What are your Meditations? who attends you? 
Ae. None but my ſingle ſelf, I need no Guard, 
do no wrong, nor fear none, King. 
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King. Tellme: Have you not a Boy? Are. Yes Sir. 
King. What kind of Boy? | 
Are. A Page, a waiting Boy. 

King. A handſome Boy? _ 
Are. I think he be not ugly: _ 
ell qualified, and dutiful, I know him, 
took him not for Beaux. 

Lok He ſpeaks, and ſings, and plays? 

Are. Yes Sir. King. About Eighteen? 
Are. I neverask'd his Age. King. Is he full of Service? 

| Are. By your Pardon, why do you ask? 

—_- King. Put him away. Ave. Sir? 

=_ King. Put him away, as done you that good Service, 
Shames me fo ipedk of. 025 Lo: | 
| Are. Good Sir, let me underſtand you. (Boy, 
| King. If you fear me, thew it in Duty; put away that 

| s | p, 2 * * 7 

| Are. Let me have reaſon for it, Sir, and then 

| Your Will is my Command. ; 

| King. Do not you bluſhto ask it? Caſt him off, 

1 Or I ſhall do the ſame to you. You're one 

1 I Shame with me, and ſo near unto my ſelf, 
| 


That by my Life, I dare not tell my ſelf, 
What you, my ſelf, have done. 
Are. What have I done, my Lord? 1 
King. Tis a new Language, that all love to learn, 
The common People ſpeak it well already, 
They need no Grammar; underſtand me well, 
There be foul whiſpers ſtirring ; caſt him off ; 
And ſuddenly do it: Farewell. [Exit King, 
Are. Where may a Maiden live ſecurely free, 
Keeping her Honour ſafe? Not with the Living, 
They feed upon Opinions, Errors, Dreams, 
And make em Truths: They draw a Nouriſhment 
Out of Defamings, grow upon Diſgraces, 
And when they ſee a Virtue fortified 
| Strongly above the battery of their Tongues z 
= Oh, how they caſt to ſink it; and defeated _ 
1 Soul- ſick with Poiſon) ſtrike the Monuments 


here noble Names lie ſleeping) till they ſweat, 
And the cold Marble melt. 
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: Enter. Philaſter. e Jo 

Phi. Peace to your faireſt Thoughts, deareſt Miſtreſs. 
Are. Oh, my deareſt Servant I have a War within me. 
Phi. He muſt be more than Man, that makes theſe Cry- 
Run into Rivers; ſweeteſt Fair, the Cauſe (tals 
And as I am your Slave, ty'd to your Goodneſs, 
Your Creature made again {rom what I was, 
And newly Spirited, I'll right your Honours. 
Are. Oh, my beſt Love; that Boy! Phi. What Boy? 
Are. The pretty Boy you gave me. Phi. What of him? 
Are. Muſt be no more mine. Phi. Why? 
Are. They are jealous of him. Phi. Jealous, who? 
Are. The King. Phi. Oh, my Fortune, 

Then 'tis no idle Jealouſie. Let him go. 
Are. Oh cruel, are you hard-hearted too? |, 
Who ſhall now tell you, how much I lov'd you? 
Who ſhall ſwear it to you, and weep the Tears I ſend? 
Whoſhallnow bring youLetters, Rings, Bracelets, 
Loſe his health in Service? wake tedious Nights 
In ſtories of your Praiſe ? Who ſhall ſing 
Your crying Elegies? And ſtrike a fad Soul _ 
Into ſenſeleſs Pifuree, and make them mourn ? 
Who thall take up his Lure, and touch it, till 
He crown a ſilent Sleep upon my Eye: lid, 
Making me dream and cry, Oh my dear, dear Philaſter. 

Phi. Oh my Heart! . 
Would he bad broken thee, that made thee know 
This Lady was not Loyal. Miſtreſs, forget, 
The Boy, FIl get thee a far better. . 

Are. Oh never, never ſuch a Boy again, as my Bellario. 

Phi. Tis but your fond Affection. 

Are. With thee, my Boy, farewel for ever 
All Secrecy in Servants: Fare wel Faith, 
And all Deſire to do well for it ſelf: | 
Let all that ſhall ſucceed thee, for thy Wrongs, 
Sell and betray chaſt Love. 35 
Phi. And all this Paſſion for a Boy?  _ 3 
Are. He was your Boy, and you put him to me, Fs. 
And the loſs of ſuch muſt have a Mourning for. | 
Pbi. O thou forgetful Woman! Are. How, my Lor d? | 
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Phi. Falſe Arethuſa! 
Haſt thou a Medicine to reſtore my Wits, 
W hen I have loſt em? If not, leave to talk, and do thus, 
Are. Do what, Sir? Would you ſleep? ? 
Phi. For ever, Arenbilſa. Oh you Gods, 
Give me a worthy Patience; Have I ſtood 
Naked, alone the ſhock of many Fortunes? 
Have I ſcen Miſchiefs numberleſs, and mighty, 
Grow like a Sea upon me? Have I taken 
Danger as ſtera as Death into my Boſom, 
And tugh'd upon it, made it but a Mirth, 
And flung it by? Dol live now like him, 
Under this Tyrant King, chat langui 
Hears his ſad Bell, and ſees his Mourners? Do 1 
Bear all this bravely, and muſt ſink at length 
Under a Woman's falſhood? Oh that Boy, 
The curſed Boy? None but a villain oy to caſe your Luſt? 
. Are. N ays then Fam betray'd,. 
I feel the Plot caſt for my Overthrow; Oh! am wretched. 
* Phi. Now you may take that little right I have 
| Io this poor Kingdom; give it to your Joy, 
For l have no joy in it. Some far Place, 
Where never Womankind durſt fet her Foot, 
For burſting with her poiſons, muſt I ſeek, 
And live to Curſe you; 
There dig a Cave, ad Preach to Birds and Beaſls, 
What V oman is, and help to ſave them from you. 
How Heav'n is in your mc but in your Hearts, (pions, 
More Hell than Hell has; how your Tongues like Scor- 
Both heal and poiſon ; how your Thoughts are woven 
* With thouſand changes in one ſubtle Webb, 
And worn fo by you. -- How that-fooliſh Man, a 
That reads the We of a Woman's Face, 
And dies believing it, is loſt for ever.. 
How all the good you have, is but a Shadow, 
eth' Morning with you, and at Night behind you, 
= - Paſt and forgotten. How your Vows are e 
—_ Faſtsfor.a Night, and with the next Sun gone 
=__ How you are, being taken all together, 
A meer Confuſion, and bo dead a _ 
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That Love cannot diſtinguiſh. Theſe ſad Texts, 

Till my laſt hour, I am bound to utter of you. 

80 farewel all my Wo, all my Delight. Exit Phi. 
Are. Be merciful ye Gods, and ſtrike me dead; 

What way have I deſerv'd this ? Make my Breaſt 

Tranſparent as pure Cryſtal, that the World, 

Jealous of me, may ſee the fouleſt Thought 

My Heart holds. Where ſhall a Woman turn her Eyes, 

To find out Conſtancy? Save me, how black, | Euter Bel. 

And Guilty, methinks, that Boy looks now? | 

Oh thou Diſſembler, that before thou ſpak'ſt- 

Wert in thy Cradle falſe? Sent to make lies, 

And betray Innocents; thy Lord and thou, 

May glory in the Aſhes of a Maid 

Fool'l by her Paſſion; but the Conquelt is 

Nothing ſo great as wicked. Fly away, EEE 

Let my Command force thee to that, which ſhame 

Would do without it. If thou underſtoodſt 

The loathed Office thou haſt undergone, 5 

Why, thou wouldſt hide thee under heaps of Hills, 

Leſt Men ſhould Gig and find thee. Bel. Oh what God; 

Angry with Men, hath ſent this ſtrange Diſeaſe 

Into the nobleſt Minds? Madam, this Grief 

| You add unto me is no more than drops 

To Seas, for which they are not ſeen to (well; _ | 

My Lord hadiſtruck his Angęr through my Heart, 

And let out all the hope of tuture Joys: af; 

You need not bid me fly, I came to part, 

To take my lateſt leave, Farewel for ever; 

durſt not run away in honeſty, rr, 

From ſuch a Lady, like a Boy that ſtole, Tm 

Or made ſome grievous Fault; the pow'r of Gods 

Aſſiſt you in your Suff rings; haſty time 

Reveal the Truth to your abuſed Lord, 

And mine; that he may know your Worth: Whilſt I 

Go ſeek out ſome forgotten Place to dies ¶ Exit Bel. 

; Are. Peace guide thee, thow'aſt overthrown me once. 
Yet if I had another Troy ro loſe, | N 1 


Thou or another Villain with thy Looks, #4 
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Might talk me out of it, and ſend me naked, 
=y Hair diſhevel'd through the fiery Streets. 
' Enter a Lady. 
Ia. Madam, the King would hunt, and calls for you 
With earneſtneſs. Are. I am in tune to hunt 
Diana, if thou canſt rage with a Maid, 
. As with a Man, let me diſcover thee 
Bathing, and turn me to a fearful Hind, 
That 1 may die purſu'd by cruel Hounds, 
. And have wy Stor y WI itten Omg Wounds. [ Exeunt. 
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ACT IV. SCENE * 


1 Enter King, Pharamond, Arethuſa, Galatea, Megra, 
# 9 "_ Ceremont, Thrafiline, and Attendants. 
== K. Hat, are the Hounds before, and all the Wood- 
4 Our Horles ls and our Bows bent? (men? 
| Dion. All Sir. 
Ling. You're cloudy Sir, come we have forgotten 
Jour venial Treſpaſs, let not that ſit heavy 
Upon your Spirit; none dare utter it. 

Dion. He looks like an old ſurfeited Stallion after his 
Leaping, dull as a Dormouſe: See how he ſinks; the 
Wench has ſhot him beriget Wind and Water, and ! 

_ Hope ſprung a Leak. 
/ Thra. He needs no teaching, he ſtrikes ſure enough; 
bis greateſt fault is, he Hunts too much in the Purlues, 
would he would leave off Poaching. 
Dion. And for his Horn, has leſt it at the Lodge where 
he lay late; Oh, he's a precious Lime-hound; turn him 
looſ ſe upon the purſuit of a Lady, and if he loſe her, hang 
him up !'th* flip. When m. Fer- nch Beauty grows ul, 
PI borrow him. King. Is your Boy turn d away 5 
Are. Ycu did command it Sir, and 1 obey you. 
. King . *Tis,well done: Hark ye further. 
Ge. Is t poſſible this Fellow ſhould repent? Methinks 
hat were not noble in him; and yet he looks like a mor- 
tificd: Wander as if * a ſick Mans Slave in's . 


6 
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a worſe Man had done this' fault now, ſome Phyſical 
Juſtice or other, would preſently (without the help of 
an Almanack) have opened the obſtructions of his Liver, 
and let him blood with a Dog-whip. 8 - 

Dion. See, ſee, how modeſiſy your Lady loaks, as if ſhe 


Devil can a Man ſee in her Face, but that ſhe's honeſt? 
Pha. Troth no great matter to ſpeak of, a fooliſh 
twinkling with the Eye, that ſpoils her Coat; but he 
muſt be a cunning Herald that finds it. | 

Dion. See how they Muſter one another! O there's a 


and his Dam Prum- Major, now the W or:d and the Fleth 
come behind with the Carriage. Let 
Cle. Sure this Lady hasa good turn done her againſt her 
Will: Before the was common Talk, now none dare ſay, 
Cantharides can ſtir her, her Face looks like a Warrant, 
willing and commanding all Tongues, as they will anſwer 
it, to be tied up and bolted when this Lady means to let 
herſelf looſe, As I live ſne has got her a goodly Protection, 
and a gracious; and may uſe her Body diſcreetly; for br r 


Oh if they were to be got for Mony, what a great ſum 
would come out of the Giry for theſe Licences? 
King. To horſe, to horſe, we loſe the Morning, Gen- 
„ le 9 eee. 
3" 7 ᷣͤ rn 
1 Mood. What, have you lodg'd the Deer? 
2 Word. Yes, they are ready for the Bow. 
1 Wood. Who ſhoots? © FRA 
2 Woad. The Princeſs. 
1 Word. No, ſhe'll Hunt. 
2 Mod. She'll take a Stand, I fay. 5 
1 Mood. Who elſe . 
2 Mood. Wh dhe young Stranger Prince. 
1 Wood. He thallſhoot in a Stone: bow for me. I never 


— 

+ <7; * 

1 * 
SS... bo, © 


the Dowcers marry the Stewar 


came from Churching with her Neighbour; why, what 


Rank Regiment where the Devil carries the Colours, 


Healths ſake, once a Week, excepting Lent and Dog-days : | 


lov'd his beyond-ſea-ſhip, ſince he forſook the Say, for pay» 4, | 

ing Tenshillings: He was there at the fallof a Deer, and 

would needs (out of his Mightigeſs) give Ten Groats for 
ould have had the Vel- 

3 bbc 13 r vet-head 
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vet-head into the bargain, to Turf his Hat withal: | 
think he ſhould love Venery; he is an old Sir Triſtram; for if 
oube remember'd, he forſook the Stagg once, to ſtrike a 
Raſcal Milking ina Meadow, and her he kilFdinthe Eye. 
Who ſhoots elſe? 2 Word. The Lady Galatea. | 
1 Wood. That's a good Wench, and the would not chide 
| us for tumbling of her Women in the Brakes. She's libe- 
\ ral, and by my Bow they ſay ſhe's honeſt, and whether 
thatbe a fault, I have nothing to do. There's all? 
2 Wood. No, one more, Megra. 
I Mood. That's a firker I' faith Boy; there's a Wench will 
Ride her Haunces as hard after a Kennel of Hounds, as a 
6 Hunting-ſaddle; and when ſhe comes home, ger 'em 
clapt, and all is well again. I have known her loſe her ſelf 
three times in one Afternoon (if the Woods had been an- 
ſwerable) and it has been work enough for one Man to 
find her, and he has {wear for it. She Rides well, and ſhe 
Pays well. Hark, let's go. Hg re be | Exennt: 
Je er. +; 4 
Phi. Oh, that I had been nouriſh'd in theſe Woods 
With Milk of Goats, and Acorns, and not known 
The right of Crowns, nor the diſſembling Trains 
Of Womens looks; but dig'd my ſelf a Cave, 
Where I, my Fire, my Cattel, and my Bed 
Might have been thut une in one Shed; 
And then had taken me ſome Mountain Girl, 
Beaten with Winds, chaſt as the harden'd Rocks 
W hereon ſhe dwells; that might have ſtrew'd my Bed 
With Leaves, and Reeds, and with the Skins of Beaſts 
Our Neighbours; and have born at her big Breaſts 
My large courſe Iſſue. This had been a life free from Vesa- 
Bel. Oh wicked Men! F 
An innocent Man may wall: ſafe among Beaſts, 
Nothing affaults me here. See, my griev'd Lord 


* 


AIs leave his Body. Pardon me, that muſt 
* Pfeak thy laſt Commandment; for I muſt ſpeak ; 


zu that are griev'd can 


i! pity; hear my Lord, 
1 Ebi. Is there a Creatufe yet ſo miſerable, 
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View my ſtrange Fortune, and beſtow on me, 

According to your Bounty (it my Service 

Can merit nothing) ſo much as may ſerve 

To keep that little piece I hold of Life 

From Cold and Hunger. Phi. Is it thou? Be gone: 

Go ſell thoſe misbeſceming Cloaths thou wear'ſt, 

And feed th y ſelf with them. _ | 
Bel. Alas! my Lord, I can get nothing for them: 

"The filly Re, People think *tis Treaſon 

To touch ſuch gay THOSE | 
Phi. Now by my Life this is 

Uokindly done, to vex me with thy ſight, 

Thou'rt faln again to thy difſembling Trade: 

How ſhouldit thou think to cozen me again? 

Remains there yet a Plague untry'd for me? 

Even fo thou wept'ſt and ſpok*ſt when firſt 

I took: thee up; curſe on the time. It thy 

Comminding Tears can work on any other, 

De thy Art, I'll not betray iti. Which way 

Wilt thou take, that I may ſhun theez 

For thine Eyes are Poiſon to mine; and I 
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Am loth to grow in Rage, This way, or that way? 


Bel. Any will ſerve. But I will chuſe to have 
That Path in chaſe that leads unto my Grave. 


 [Exeunt Phil. and Bel. ſeverally. 


Enter Dion and the Woodmen. (man. 
Dion. This is the ſtrangeſt ſudden cHARRE * ! You Mood- 


1 Wood, My Lord Dian. 


Dion. Saw you a Lady come this\ way on a Sable horſe 


ſtubbed with Stars of white? 
2 Wood. Was ſhe not Young and Tall? 


Dion. Ves; Rode the to the Wood, or to the Plain? 


2 Wood. Faith my Lord weſaw none, 
rer Cleremont. 


Dion. Pox of your Queſtions then. What,zsſhe found] ? 


Cle. Nor will be, I think. 4 


Dion. Let him ſeek his Daughter himſelf; ſhe conge | 1 
the * 


ſtray about a little neceſſary natural bubacls, but 

whole Court muſt be in OL when * has done, 

tall have eie 
1 4 
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us; ſome ſay her Horſe run away with her; ſome, a Wolf 
purſued her; others, it was a Plot to kill her; and that 
armed Men were ſeen in the Wood: but queſtionleſs, 
ſhe rode away willingly. PER. 5 5 

Eater King, and Thraſiline. 

King. Where is ſhe? Cle. Sir, I cannot tell. 

King. How is that? Anſwer me ſo again. 

Cle. Sir, ſhall I ie? 

King. Yes, lie and damn, rather than tell me that; 
I fay again, where is ſhe? Mutter not; "Rr 


Sir, {ſpeak you where is ſhe? Dion. Sir, I do not know, 


King. Speak that again ſo boldly, and by Heav'n 
Ir is thy laſt. You Fellows anſwer me, 
Where is ſhe? Mark me all, I am your King. 
I wiſh to ſee my Daughter, ſhew her me; 
I do command you all, as you are Subjects, 
To ſhew her me: What, am I not your King? 
If I, then am I not to be abeyed? | | 
Dion. Yes, if you command things poſſible and honeſt. 
King. Things poſſible and honeſt! Hear me, thou, 
Thou Traytor, that dareſt confine thy King to things 
Poſſible and honeſt; ſhew her me, @ At 


Or let me periſh, if 1 cover not all Cicz/y with Blood. 
Dion. Indeed I cannot, unleſs you tell me where ſhc is. 
King. You have betray'd me, y have let me loſe 

The Jewel of my Life; go, bring her me, 

And ſct her before me; tis the King ' 

Will have it ſo, whoſe Breath can ſtill the Winds, 

Uncloud the Sun, charm down the ſwelling Sca, 

And ſtop the Floods of Heav'n; ſpeak, can it not? 
Dion. No. King. No, cannot the Breath of Kings do this? 

Dion. No; nor ſmell ſweet it felt, if once the Lungs 

Fe but corrupted. Ring. Is it ſo FTake heed. 

Dion. Sir, take you heed; how you dare the Pow'rs 

That muſt be juſt. Ning. Alas! what are we Kings? 

Why do you Gods place us above the reſt; 

Fo be ſerv'd, flatter'd, and ador'd, till we | 

Believe we hold within our Hands your Thunder, 

And when we come to try the Pow'r we have, 
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There's not a Leaf ſhakes at our Threatnings. 
I have ſin'd 'tis true, and here ſtand to be puniſh'd; 
Yet would not thus be puniſh'd; let me chule 
My way, and lay it on. 
Dion. He Articles with the Gods; would ſome Body 
would draw Bonds, for the performance of Covenants 
betwixt them. — | 
| Enter Pharamond, Galatea, and Megra. 

King. What, is ſhe found? 
Pha. No, we have ta'en her Horſe. 


YouGalatea rode with her into the Wood; why left you 
Gal. She did command me. | 

King. Command! you ſhould not. 

Gal. Twould ill become my Fortunes and my Birth 
To diſobey the Daughter of my King. 

King. You're all cunning to obey us for our hurt, 

But I will have her. Pha. If I have her not, 

By this Hand there ſhall be no more Crcily, 

Dion. What, will he carry it to Spain in's Pocket? 
Pba. I will not leave one Man alive, but the King, 
A Coob and a Tayion fs 7 on 6 
Dion. Yet you may'do well to ſpare your Lady's Bed- 
fellow, and her you may keep for a Spawner. 

King. I ſee the Injuries I have done mult be reveng'd. 
Dion. Sir, this is not the way to find her out. (her, 
King. Run all, diſperſe your elves: the Man that finds 
Or (if ſhe be kill d) the Traitor; I'll make him great. 


Pha. Come let us ſ en. © (find her. 
King. Each Man a ſeveral way, here J my ſelf. 
Dion. Come, Gentlemen, we here e. 
Cle. Lady, you muſt go ſearch too. 

| Enter Arethuſa. 

Are. Where am I now? Feet find me out a way, 
Without the counſel of my troubled Head, 

I'll follow you boldly about theſe Woods, 


Heay'n 1 hope will caſe me. I am Sick. 


of 


| He gallop'd empty by: There's ſome Treaſon; (her? 


Dion. I know ſoine would give five thouſand Pounds to 
Meg. Ihad rather be ſearch'd 2 ſelf. ¶ Exeunt onmes. 
r e , yy 


O'er Mountains, thorow Brambles, Pits, and Floods: 


Enter 
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Enter Bellario. wy 
Bel. Yonder's my Lady; Heav'nknows I want nothing 
Becauſe I do not wiſh to live, yet! h q 
Will try her Charity. O hear, you that have Plenty, 
From that flowing ſtore, drop ſome on dry Ground, fee, 
The lively red is gone to guard her Heart; 
I fear ſhe faints. Madam, look up; ſhe breaths not; 
Open once more thoſe roſie twins, and ſend 
Unto my Lord, your lateſt farewel; Oh, ſhe ſtirs: 
How is it, Madam? Speak comfort. 
Are. Tis not gently done, 
To put me in a miſerable Life, 
And hold me there; I pray thee let me go; 
I ſhall do beſt without thee; I am well. 
| Euter Philaſter. 
Phi. I am to blame to be ſo much in Rage, 
Vl tell her cooly, when and where I heard 
This killing Truth. I will be temperate 
In ſpeaking, and as juſt in hearing. 1 
Oh monſtrous! Tempt me not ye Gods, good Gods 
Tempt not a frail Man, what's he, that has a Heart 
But he muſt eaſe it gere? | £ 
Bel. My Lord, help the Princeſs. 
Are. Lam well ferbe gr 
Phi. Let me love Lightning, let me be embrac'd 
And kiſs'd by Scorpions, or adore the Eyes 
Of Baſilisks, rather than truſt to Tongues, 
And ſhrink theſe Veins up; ſtick me here a Stone 
Laſting to Ages in the memory 
Of this damn d Act. Hear me you wicked ones, 
You have put the Hills on fire into this Breaſt, 
Not to be quench'd with Tears, for which may Guilt 
Sit on your Boſoms; at your Meals, and Beds, 
Deſpair await you: What, before my Face? 
Poyſon of Aſps between your Lips; Diſeaſes 
Be your beſt iſſues; Nature make a Curſe - 


And throw it on you. Are. Dear Philaſter, leave 


Io be enrag'd, and hear me. Ph. I have done; 
Forgive my Paſſion, not the calmed Sea, 
When Zolus locks up his windy brood, 


PHILASTE R. 123 


Is leſs diſturb'd than I, PII make you know it. 
Dear Arethuſa, do but take this Sword, 

And ſearch how temperate a Heart I have; 
Then you and this your Boy, may live and reign 
In Luſt, without controul. Wilt thou, Bellario? 
| prithee kill me; thou art poor, and may it 
Nouriſh ambitious Thoughts, when I am dead: 
This way were freer; Am I raging now? 

If I were mad I ſhould deſire to live; 
Sirs, feel my Pulſe; whether have you known 
A Man in a more equal tune to die? 

Bel. Alas my Lord, your Pulſe keeps Madmans time, 
So does your Tongue. Phi. You will not kill me chen? 
Are. Kill you? Bel. Not for a World. op 
Phi. I blame not the, 5 5 
Bellario; thou haſt Cone but that, which Gods 

Would have transform'd themſelves to do; be gone, 
Leave me without Reply; this is the laſt 

Of all our meeting. Kill me with this Sword; 

Be wiſe, or worſe will follow: we are two 

Earth cannot bear at once. Reſolve to do, or ſuffer. 

Are. If my Fortunes be ſo good to let me fall 
Upon thy Hand, I ſhall have Peace in Death. 
vet tell me this, will there be no Slanders, : 
No jealouſies in the other World, no ill there? Phi. No. 
Are. Shew me then the way. Phi. Then guide 
My feeble Hand, you that have Pow'r to do it, | 
For I muſt perform a piece of Juſtice. If your Youth 
Have any way offended Heav'n, let Pray'rs | 
Short and effectual reconcile you to it. 

Are. Tam prepar 0d. 

Ber à Country Fellow. |; 
Coun, I'll ſee the King if he be inthe Foreſt, Thave hunt- 
ed him theſe two hours; if I ſhould come home and not ſee 
him, my Siſters would laugh at me; ] can ſee nothing 
but People better horſt than my ſelf, hat out- ride me 
I can hear nothing but ſhouting. Theſe Kings had need 
_ of good Brains, this whooping is able to put a mean 
Man out of his Wits. © There's a Courtier with bis Sword 
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Phi. Are you at Peace? 80 
Are. With Heav 'ns and Earth. | 
Phi. May they divide thy Soul and Body? 
Chun. Hold Daſtard, ſtrike a Woman! thou'rta Craven 
I warrant thee, thou wouldſt be loth to play half a dozen 
of Bo at Waſters with a good Fellow for a broken 
+ Ie en A ab yr 


To —_— Blood upon my Head; which thou wilt force 
Coun, I know not your Rhetorick, but I can lay it on 
1f you touch the Woman. Il bey habt. 
P)bi. Slave, take what thou deſerv'ſt. „ 
Are. Heab'ns guard my Lord. | | 
Coun. Oh do you breath? ? 
Phi. I hear the tread of People: I am hurt. 
The Gods take part againſt me, cou'd this Boor 
Have held me thus elſe? I muſt ſhift for Life, 
Though I do loath it. I would find a courſe |, | 
To loſe it, rather by my will than force. [Exit Phi. 
Cum. I cannot follow the Rogue. I pray thee Wench 
come and k De n or HEE THT 
Enter W yk Dion, Cleremont, Thraſiline, aud 
U I " Wooden, © 
Pha. What art thou? 1 
Coun. Almoſt kill'd Iam for a fooliſh Woman; a Knave 
' has hurt her. Madam? 
Pha. The Princeſe, Gentlemen! Where's the Wound, 
Is it dangerous? Are. He has not hurt me. (elle. 
Cyun. L'faith ſhe lies, h'as hurt her in the Breaſt, look 
Pha. O ſacred Spring of innocent Blood! 
Dion, Tis above wonder! Who ſhould dare this? 
h .I 77 eee 


= P Pha. Speak, Villain, who has hurt the Princeſs? 

= - _» Coun. Is it the Princeſs? Dion. Ay. 

=_ Conn. Then J have ſeen ſomething yet. 
3 Pba. Put who has hurt her? SE Con, 
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Gun. J told you a Rogue, I ne'er ſaw him before, I. 
Pha, Madam, who did it? . 
Are. Some diſhoneſt Wretch, alas I know him not, 
And do forgive him. 5 | 
| Coun. He's hurt too, he cannot go far, 1 made my Fa- 
ther's old Fox flie about his Ears. . 
Pha. How will you have me kill him? 
Are, Not at all, tis ſome diſtracted Fellow. 
Pha. By this Hand, I'Il leave ne'er a piece of him big- 
ger than a Nut, and bring him all in my Hart. 
Are. Nay, good Sir; 5 
If you do take him, bring him quick to me, 
And I will ſtudy for a Puniſhment, 
Great as his Fault. Pha. 1 will. 
Are. But ſwear. INN 
Pha, By all my Love Iwill: Woodmen, conduct the 
Princeſs to the King, and bear that wounded Fellow to 
dreſſing: Come, Gentlemen, we'll follow the Chaſe cloſe. 
| Ex. Are. Pha. Di. Cle. Thra. and 1 Woodmgn. 
Coun. 1 pray you, Friend, let me ſee the King. 
2 Wood. That you ſhall, and receive thanks. | Exeunt. 
Coun, If I get clear with this, I'll go ſee no more gay 
Enter Bellario.  _ (ſights. 
Bel. A heavineſs near Death fits on my Brow, 
And I muſt fleep: Bear me, thou gentle Bank, 
For ever, if thou wilt : You ſweet ones all, 
Let me unworthy preſs you: I cou'd with - 
I rather were a Coarſe ſtrew'd o'er with you, 
Than quick above you. Dulneſs ſhuts mine Eyes, 
And I am giddy. Oh that I could take 
So ſound a Sleep, that I might never wake. 
x7 Enter Philaſter. | 
Phi. I have done ill, my Conſcience calls me falſe, 
To ſtrike at her, that would not ſtrike at me. 
When I did fight, methought I heard her pray 
The Gods to guard me. She may be abus d, 
And 1 a loathed Villain: If ſhe be, + 
She will conceal who hurt her; He has Wounds, 
And cannot follow, neither knows he me. 
Who's this; Bellario ſleeping? If thou beeſt 
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Guilty, there is no Juſtice that thy Slee Gy wink: 
Should be ſo ſound, and mine, whom chan bak " Bay 
So broken. Hark I am purſued. You Gods 800 
Tl take this offer'd means of my Eſcape: 
They have no mark to know me, but my Wounds, 
If ſhe be true; if falſe, let miſchief light 
On all the World at once. Sword, print my Wound 
Upon this fleeping Boy: I ha' none I think 
Are Mortal, nor would Hay greater on thee. [Wounds bim 
Bel. Oh Death I hope is come, bleſt be the Hand, 
It meant me well; again, for Pities ſake. 
Pbi. 1 have caught my fell, [hi. fall. 
The loſs of Blood hath ſtayed my flight. Here, here, 
Is he that ſtruck thee: Take thy full Revenge, 
Uſe me, as I did mean thee, worſe than Death: 
PII teach thee to Revenge: This luckleſs Hand 
Wounded the Princeſs, tell my Followers 
Thou didſt receive theſe hurts in ſtaying me, 
And 1 will ſecond thee: Ger a Reward. 
Bel. Fly, fly, my Lord, and fave your ſelf. 
hi: Hod en: 
Wouldſt thou I ſhould be ſafe? 
Bel. Elſe it were vain E eee 
For me to live. Theſe little Wounds I have; 
Ha not bled much, reach me that Noble Hand, 
ITIl help to cover you. Phi. Art thou true to me? 
Bel. Or let me periſh loath'd. Come my good Lord, 
Creep in amongſt thoſe Buſhes: Who does know _ 
But that the Gods may ſave your much lov'd Breath? 
Phi. Then I ſhall die for Grief, if not for this, 
That I have wounded thee : What wilt thou do? 
Bel. Shift for my ſelf well: peace, I hear 'em come. 
Within. Follow, follow, follow; that way they went. 
Bel. With my own Wounds I'll bloody my own Sword. 
I need not Counterfeit to fall; Heav'n knows, 
That J can ſtand no longer. Tg 
Enter Pharamond, Dion, Cleremont and Thraſiline. 
Pha. To this Place we have tract him by his Blood. 
Cle. Yonder, my Lord, creeps one away. 
Dim. Stay Sir, what are you? 


Bel. 
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Bel. A wretched Creature wounded in theſe Woods 
By Beaſts 3 relieve me, if your names be Men, 

Or 1 ſhall periſh. Dion. This is he, my Lord, 

Upon my Soul that hurt her; tis the Boy, 

That wicked Boy that ſerv'd her. 

Pha. O thou damn'd in thy Creation! | 
What Cauſe could'ſt thou ſhape to hurt the Princeſs? 
Bel. Then I am betray'd. ah 

Dion. Betray'd! no, apprehended. 

Bel. I confeſs; 1 1 

Urge it no more, that big with evil Thoughts 

I ſet upon her, and did make my Aim 

Her Death. For Charity, let fall at once 

The Puniſhment you mean, and do not load 

This weary Fleſh with Tortures. 

Pha. I will know who hir'd thee to this Deed. - 

Bel. Mine own Revenge. Pha. Revenge, for what? 
Hel. It pleas'd her to receive : 

Me as her Page, and when my Fortunes ebb'd, 
That Men ſtrid o'er them careleſly, ſhe did ſhowr 

Her welcome Graces on me, and did {well 

My Fortunes, till they overflow'd their Banks, 

Threatning the Men that croſt em; when as ſwift 

As Storms ariſe at Sea, ſhe turn'd her Eyes 

To burning Suns upon me, and did d 

The Streams ſhe had beſtow'd, leaving me worſe 
And more contemn'd than other little Brooks, 

Becauſe I had been great: In ſhort, I knew 

| could not hve, and therefore did deſire 

To die Reveng'd. Pha. If Tortures can be found, 

Long as thy natural Life, reſolve to feel B71} 

The utmoſt Rigour. [Philaſter creeps our of a Buſh. 
Cle. Help to fea him hence. i 
Phi. Turn back, you Raviſhers of Innocence, 

Know ye the price of that you bear away ſo rudely? 
Pha. Who's that? Dion. Tis the Lord Philaſter. 
Phi. Tis not the Treaſure of all Kings in one, 

The Wealth of Tagus, nor the Rocks of Pearl 

That pave the Court of Neprune, can weigh down 

That Virtue. It was I that hurt the Princeſs, 


* 


Place 
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Place me, ſome God, upon a Piramis, 
Higher than Hills of Earth, and lend a voice 
Loud as your Thunder to me, that from thence, 
I may diſcourſe to all the Under-world, 
The Worth that dwells in him. Pha. How's this? 
Bel. My Lord, fome Man 
Weary of Lite, that would be glad to die. 
Phi. I cave theſe untimely Courteſies, Bellario. 
Bel. Alas he's mad, come will you lead me on? 
Phi. By all the Oaths that Men ought moſt to keep z 
And Gods do puniſh moſt, when Men do break, 
He toucht her not. Take heed Bellario, | 
How thou doſt drown the Virtues thou haſt ſhown 
With Perjury. By all that's good 'twas I: | 
You know ſhe ſtood betwixt me and my Right. 
Pha. Thy own Tongue be thy Judge. 
Cle. It was Philaſter. Dion. Is't not a brave Boy? 

Well Sirs, I fear we were all deceiv'd. 

Phi. Have I no Friend here? Dion. Ves. 

Phi. Then ſhew it; | 
Some good Body lend a Hand to draw us nearer. 
Would you have Tears ſhed for you when you die? 
Then lay me gently on his Neck, that there 
I may weep Floods, and breath out my Spuit: 
Tis not the Wealth of Plutus, nor the Gold 

Lockt in the heart of Earth, can buy away 
This arm-full from me; this had been a Ranſom 
To have redeem'd the great Auguſtus Ceſar, 

Had he been taken : You hard-hearted Men; 

More ftony than theſe Mountains, can you fee . 
Such clear pure Blood drop, and not cut your Fleſh 
To ſtop his Lite? 'To bind whole better Wounds, 
Queens ought to tear their Hair, and with their Tears, 
Bath em. Forgive me, thou that art the wealth of poor 
Philaſter. 
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Enter King, Arethuſa, and à Guard. 
King. Is the Villain ta'en? 
Pha. Sir, here be two confeſs the Decd 5 but ſay it 
was Philaſter. Ee | 
Thi. Queſtion it no more, it was. = 
King. 
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King. The Fellow that did fight with him will tell us. 
Are. Ay me, I know he will. 
| King. Did not you know him ? 
Are. Sir, if it was he, he was diſguiſed. =_ 
Phi. J was ſo. Oh my Stars! that I ſhould hve ſtill. 
King. Thou ambitious Fool; | | 
Thou that haſt laid a Train for thy own Life; (ſon. 
Now I do mean to do, I'l] leave to talk. Bear him to Pri- 
Are. Sir, they did plot together to take hence 
This harmleſs Life; ſhould it pals unreveng'd, 
| ſhould to Earth go weeping : Grant me then 
(By all the Love a Father bears his Child) 
Their Cuſtodies, and that I may appoint 
Their Tortures, and their Death. (this Fault. 
Dion. Death? ſoft, our Law will not reach that, tor 
King. Tis granted, take em to you, with a Guard. 
Come Princely Pharamond, this Buſineſs paſt, (Match. 
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We may with more ſecurity go on to your intended 1 
Cle. I pray that this Action loſe not PHilaſter the Hearts 4 
ff 


of the People. 
Dion. Fear it not, their overwiſe Heads will think it 
but a Trick. | Exeunt, 
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: Enter Dion, Cleremont and Thraſiline. 


Thra, H the King ſent for him to Death? 
Dion. Yes, but the King muſt know, *tis 
not in his Pow'r to war with Heav'n. 

Ce. We linger time; the King ſent for Philaſter and 
the Headſman an hour ago. 85 

Thra. Are all his Wounds well? 

Dion. All, they were but ſcratches; but the loſs of 
Blood made him faint. Cle. We daily, Gentlemen. 

Thra. Away. | | 

Dion. We'll ſcuffle hard before he periſh. [ Exeunt. 

| Enter Philaiter, Arethuſa and Bellatio. — 

| Are. Nay dear Philaſter grieve not, we are well. 
Vol. I. | K 
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Bel. Nay good my Lord forbear, we are wondrous well. 

Phi. Oh Aretbuſa! O Bellario ! leave to be kind: 
I ſhall be ſhot from Heav'n, as now from Earth, 

If you continue ſo; I am a Man, 

Fa'ſe to a Pair of the moſt truſty ones 

That ever Earth bore; can it bear us all? 
Forgive and leave me, but the King hath ſent 
To call me to my Death, Oh ſhew it me, 
And then forget me: And for thee, my Boy, 
I ſhall deliver Words will molli fie . 
The hearts of Beaſts, to ſpare thy Innocence. 

Bel. Alas my Lord, my Life is not a thing 
Worthy your Noble Thoughts ; *tis not a Life, 
*Tis but a piece of Child-hood thrown away: 
Should 'I out-hve you, I ſhall then out-live ” 
Virtue and Honour. And when that Day comes, 

If ever I ſhould cloſe theſe Eyes but once, 
May I live ſpotted for my Perjury, 
And waſte my Limbs to nothing. 

Are. And I (the woful'ſt Maid as ever was, 
Forc'd,with my Hands to bring my Lord to Death) 
Do by the Honour of a Virgin ſwear, 

To tell no Hours beyond it. 

Phi. Make me not hated ſo. 

Are, Come from this Priſon, all joyful to our Deaths, 

Phi. People will tear me when they find you true 
To ſuch a Wretch as I; I ſhall die loath'd. 


Injoy your Kingdoms peaceably, whilſt 1 


For ever ſleep forgotten with my Faults : 
Ev'ry juſt Servant, ev'ry Maid in Love 
Will have a piece of me, if you be true. 
Are. My four Lord fay not ſo- 
Hel. A piecc of you ? 


He was not born of Women that can cut it and look on. 


Phi. Take me in Tears betwixt you, 
For my Heart will break with ſhame and ſorrow. 
Are. Why 'tis well. Bel. Lament no more. 
Phi, What would you have done 
If you had wrong'd me baſely, and had found | 
My Lite no price, compar'd to yours? For Loyc, 8 
2 
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Deal with me truly. | | 

Bel. Twas miſtaken, Sir. Poi. Why if it were ? 

Bel. Then Sir, we would have ask'd you Pardon. 

Phi. And have hope to enjoy it? Are. Enjoy it? ay. 

Phi, Would you indeed? be plain 

Bel. We would, my Lord. 

Phi. Forgive me then. Are. So, ſo. 

Bel. 'Tis as it ſhould be now. | 

Phi. Lead to my Death. IEA. 

Euter King, Dion, Cleremont, and Thraſiline. 
King. Gentlemen, who ſaw the Prince? 
Cle. So pleaſe you Sir, he's gone to {ce the City, 
And the new Flatform, with ſome Gentlemen 
Attending on him. King. Is the Princeſs ready 
To bring her Priſoner out? Thra. She waits your Grace, 
King. Tell her we ſtay. 
Dion. King, you may be deceiv'd yet: 
The Head you aim at coſt more ſctting on 
Than to be loſt fo lightly : If it muſt off, 
Like a wild Overflow, that ſwoops before him 
A Golden Stack, and with it ſhakes down Bridges, 
Cracks the ſtrong Hearts of Pines, whole Cable Roots 
Held out a thouſand Storms, a thouſand Thunders, 
And ſo made mightier, takes whole Villages 
Upon his Back, and in that heat of Pride, 
Charges ſtrong Towns, Tow'rs, Caſtles, Palaces, 
And lays them deſolate ; ſo ſhall thy Head, 
Thy Noble Head, bury the Lives of thouſands, 
That muft bleed with thee like a Sacrifice, 
In thy red Ruins. Ws : 

Enter Philaſter, Arethuſa, and Bellario in a Robe 

and Garland. 

King. How now, what Mask is this? 

Bel. Right Royal Sir, I ſhould 

Sing you an Epithalamium of theſe Lovers, 

But having loſt my beſt Ayrs with my Fortunes, 
And wanting a Celeſtial Harp to ſtrike 

This blefled Union on; thus in glad Story 
I vive you all. Theſe two fair Cedar-branches, 


The nobleſt of the Mountain, where thy grew. 
| Ci Straiteſt 
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Straiteſt and talleſt, under whoſe ſtill Shades 


The worthier Beafts have made their Layers, and ſlept 


Free from the Syrian Star, and the fell Thunder-ftroke, 


Free from the Clouds, when they were big with humour, 
And delivered in thouſand ſpouts, their Iſſues to the Earth: 


O ther: was none bur ſilent Quiet there! 

Till never pleated Fortuneſhor up Shrubs, 

PF aſe Under-Brambles, to divorce theſe Branches; 
And for a while they did fo, and did Raign 
er the Mountain, and choakt up his Beaut 
7 


h Brakes, rude Thorns and Thiſtles, till thy Sun 


dcorcht them even to the Roots, and dry'd them there: 


And now a gentle Gale hath blown again, 
hat made theſe Branches meet, and twine together, 
Never to be divided: The God that ſings | 
His holy Numbers over Marriage Beds, 
Hath knit their noble Hearts, and here they ſtand 
Your Children, mighty King; and I have done. 

King. How, + 

Are. Sir, if you love it in plain Truth, 
For me is no Masking in't; This Gentleman, 
The Priſoner that you pave me, is become 
My Keeper, and through all the bitter throws 
Your Jealouſies and his ii Fate have wrought him, 
Thus nobly hath he ſtrugled, and at length 
Arriv'd here my dear Husband. 

King. Vour dear Husband! Call in 
The Captain of the Citadel; there you ſhall keep 
Your Wedding. I'll provide a Mask ſhall make 
Your Hymen turn his Saffron into a ſullen Coat, 
And fing fad Requiems to your departing Souls : 
Blo-d ſhall put out your Torches, and inſtcad 
Of gaudy Flow'rs about your wanton Necks, 
An Ax {hall hang like a prodigious Meteor 


Ready to crop your Loves ſweets. Hear, you Gods: 


From this time do I ſhake all Title off, 
Of Father to this Woman, this baſe Woman; 
And whar there 1s of Vengeance, in a Lion 
Caſt amonoſt Dogs, or robb'd of his dear Young, 
he ſame intorc'd more terrible, more mighty, 


Fxpec 


r 


Expect from me. Are. Sir, 
By that little Life F have left to ſwear by, 
There's nothing that can ſtir me from my ſelf. 


What I have done, I have done without Repentance, 


For Death can be no Bug-b-ar unto me, 
So long as Pharamond is not my Headſman. 


Dion, Sweet Peace upon thy Soul, thou worthy Maid, 
| When cer thou dyeſt; for this time I'll excuſe thee, 


Or be thy Prologue. 
Phi. Sir, let me ſpeak next, 
And let my dying Words be better with you 
Than my dull living Actions; If you aim 
At the dear Lite of this ſweet Innocent, 
You're a Tyrant and a ſavage Monſter; 
Your Memory ſhall be as foul behind you 
As you are living, all your better Deeds 
Shall be in Water writ, but this in Marble: 
No Chronicle ſhall ſpeak you, though your own, 
But for the ſhame of Men. No Monument 
(Though high and big as Pelion) ſhall be able 
Jo cover this baſe Murther; make it rich 
Wich Braſs, with pureſt Gold, and ſhining Ja'per, 
Like the Pyramids, lay on Epitaphs, 
Such as make great Men Geds; my little Marble 
(That only cloaths my Aſhes, not my Faults) 
Shall far out-ihine it: And for after Iſſues, 
Think not fo madly of the EH av'nly Wiſdoms, 


That they will give you more, for your mad Rage 


To cut off, unle:s it be ſome Snake, or ſomething 
Like your ſelf, that in bis Birth ſhall ſtrangle you- 
Remember my Father, King; gherc was a Fault, 
Bur I forgive it: Let that Sin perſuade you 
To love this Lady. If you have a Soul, 
Think, ſave her, and be ſaved; for my ſelf, 
I have ſo long expected this glad hour, 
So languiſht under you, and daily wither'd, 
That Heav'n knows it is my Joy to die, 
I find a Recrcation in't. a 
. Enter a. Meſſenger. 
Meſſ. Where's the King? King. Here. 
Me. Get you to your {ireneth, K 3 


And 
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And reſcue the Prince Pharamond from danger, 
He's taken Priſoner by the Citizens, 
Fearing the Lord Phzlafter. Dion. Oh brave Followers: 
Mutiny, my fine dear Country-men, mutiny, 
Now my brave valiant Foremen, ſhew your Weapons 
In honour of your Miſtreſles. 
Ee Enter another Meſſenger. 

Meſſ. Arm, arm, arm. 

King. A thouſand Devils take 'em. 

Dion. A thouſand Bleſſings on 'em. 

Ale. Arm O King, the City is in mutiny, 
Led by an old Gray Ruffian, who comes on 
In reſcue of the Lord Philaſter. ¶ Exil with Are. Phi. Bel. 
King. Away to the Cittadel, 1'Il ſee them ſafe, 
And then cope with theſe Burgers: Let the Guard 
And all the Gentlemen give ſtrong attendance. [ Ex. King. 
[ Manent Dion, Cleremont, 'Thrafiline, 
Cle. TheCity up! this was above our wiſhes. 

Dion. Ay, and the Marriage too; by my Life, 
This noble: Lady has deceiv'd us all. Aplague upon my 
ſelf; a thouſand Plagues, for having ſuch unworthy 
thoughts of her dear Honour: O could beat my {elt, 
or do you beat me and l'll beat you, for we had all one 
thought. 4 ö 

Cle. No, no, 'twill but loſe time. 

Dion. You ſay true, are your Swords ſharp? Well my 
dear Country-men, what ye lack, if you continue and 
fall not back upon the firſt broken Shin, Pll have you 
chronicled, and chronicled, and cut and chronicled, and 
all to be prais'd, and ſung in Sonnets, and bath'd in new 
brave Ballads, that all Tongues ſhall trouble you in Sæcula 
Seculorum, my kind Can-carriers. 

Thra. What if a toy take em i'th* Heels now, and they 

run all away, and cry the Devil take the hindmoſt? 
Dion. Then the ſame Devil take the foremoſt too, 
and ſowce him for his Breakfaſt; if they all prove 
Cowards, my Curſes fly amongſt them and be ſpecding- 
May they have Murrains reign to keep the Gentlemen 
at home unbound in eaſie freez: May the Moths branch 
their Velvets, and their Silks only be worn _ ſore 
| Eyes. 


* 
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Eyes, May their falſe Lights undo 'em, and diſcover 
' Preſſes, Holes, Stains, and Oldneſs in their Stuffs, and 
make them Shop- rid: May they keep Whores and Horſes, 
and break; and live mucd up with Necks of Beef and 
Turnips: May they have many Children, and none like 
the Father: May they know no Language but that gib- 
berith they prattle to their Parcels, unleſs it be the goa- 
riſh Latine they write in their Bonds, and may they 
write that falſe, and loſe their Debts. 

Enter the King. 

King. Now the Vengeance of all the Gods confound 
them; how they ſwarm together! what a hum they raiſe; 
Devils choak your wild 1 46:55 if a Man had nced to 
uſe their Valours, he muſt pay a Brokage for it, and 
then bring em on, they will fight like Sheep- "11s 
Pbilaſter, none but Philaſter muſt allay this heat: They 
will not hear me ſpeak, but fling dirt at me, and call 
me Tyrant. Oh run dear Friend, and bring the Lord 
Philaſter; ſpeak him fair, call him Prince, do him all 
the Courteſie you can, commend me to him. Oh my 
Wits, my Wits! I Exit Cle. 

Dion. Oh my brave Countrymen! as Ilive, Iwillnot 
buy a Pin out of your Walls for this; Nay, you ſhall 
cozen me, and I'll thank you; and ſend you Brawn and 
| Bacon, and ſoil you every long Vacation a brace of Fore- 
men, that at Michaelmas ſhall come up fat and kicking. 

Ring. What they will do with this poor Prince, the 
Gods know, and I fear. 

Dion. Why, Sir: They'll flea him, and make Church 
Buckets on's Skin to ſquench Rebellion, then clap a Ri- 
vet in's Sconce, and hang him up for a Sign. 

1 Enter Cleremont with Philaſter! 
King. O worthy Sir forgive me, do not make 
Your Miſeries and my Faults meet together, 
I0 bring a greater Danger. Be. your ſelf, 
Still ſound amongſt Diſeaſes. I have wrong'd you, 

And though l find it laſt, and beaten to it, 
Let firſt your Goodneſs know it. Calm the People, 
And be what you were Born to: Take your Love, 
And with her my Repentance, and my Wiſnhes, 

| "4 And 
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And all my Prayers; by the Gods my Heart ſpeaks this: 
And if the leaſt fall from me not perform'd, 
May I be ſtruck with Thunder, 

Phi, Mighty Sir, 
J will not do your Greatneſs ſo much wrong, 
As not to make your word Truth; free the Princeſs, 
And the poor Boy, and let me ſtand the ſhock 
Of this mad Sea breach, which I'll either turn 
Or periſh with it. | 

King. Let your own word free them 

Ph. Then thus I take my leave, killing your Hand, 
And hanging on your Royal Word: Be'Kingly, 
And be not moved Sir, I ſhall bring your Peace, 
Or never bring my ſelf back. 

King. All the Gods go with thee. [ Exeunt. 

Enter an old Caftain and Citizens with Pharamond. 
Cap. Come my brave Mirmidons let us fall on, 

Let our Caps {warm my Boys, 0 
And you nimble Tongues forget your Mothers | 
Gibberiſh, of what do you lack, and ſet your Mouths 
Up Children, till your Pallats fall frighted half a 
Fathom, paſt the cure of Bay- ſalt and groſs Pepper. 
And then cry Philaſter, brave Philaſter, _ 

Let Philaſter be deeper in requeſt, my Ding-dongs, 
My pairs of dear Indentures, King of Clubs, 

Thau your cold water Chamblets or your Paintings 
Spitted with Copper; let not your haſty Silks, _ 
Or your branch'd Cloth of Bodkin, or your Tiſſues, 
Dearly belov'd of ſpiced Cake and Cuſtard, : 
Your Robin-hoods ſcarlets and Johns, tic your Affections 
In darkncſs to your Shops; no, dainty Duckers, 
Up with your three-pil'd Spirits, your 7 Valours; 
And let your un- cut Coller make the King feel 


The meaſure of your mightineſs. Philaſter/ 
Cry my Roſe nobles, cry. All. Philaſter! Philaſter! 
Cap. How do you like this my Lord Prince? theſe are 
mad Boys, I tell you, theſe are things that will not ſtrike 
their Top-ſails to a Foiſt. And let a Man of War, an 


Au goſie hull and cry Cockles. 


_ Pha. 


. 


Pha. Why you rude Slave, do you know what you do? 

Cap. My pretty Prince of Puppets, we do know, 

And give your Greatneſs warning, that you talk 

No more ſuch Bug-words, or that ſoldred Crown 

Shalibe ſcratch'd with a Musket: Dear Prince Pippen, 

Down with your noble Elood; or as live, 

Ill have you codled: Let him looſe, my Spirits, 

Make us a round Ring with your Bills, my Hectors, 

And let us ſee what this trim Man dares do. 

Now Sir, have at you; here ] hit, 

And with this ſwaſhing Blow, do you ſwear Prince 

could hulk your Grace, and hang you up croſs-legg'd, 

Like a Hare at a Poulterers, and do this with this wiper. 

Pha. You will not ſee me murder'd, wicked Villains? 

1 Cit. Yes indeed will we Sir, we have not ſeen one 

Foe a great while. | 

Cap. He would have Weapons, would he? Give him a 

Broad · ſide my brave Boys with your Pikes, branch me his 

Skin in Flowers like a Satin, and between every Flower 

a mortal Cut, your Royalty ſhall rave], jag him Gentle- 

men, I'll have him cut to the Kell, then down the Seams, 

oh fora whip to make him Goloone-Laces, 

Pl have a Coach-whip. _ o 

Pha. O ſpare me, Gentlemen. Chimſelf, 

Cap. Hold, hold, the Man begins to fear and know 

He {hall for this time only be ſeal'd up 

With a Feather through his Noſe, that he may only ſee 

Hcav'n, and think whither he's going, (be King: 

Nay beyond-Sca Sir, we will proclaim you, you would 

Thou tender Heir apparent to a Church-Ale, 

Thou flight Prince of ſingle Sarcenct 

Thou Royal Ring-tail, fit to fly at nothing 

But poor Mens Poultry, and have every Boy 

Beat thee from that too with his Bread and)Butter. 

Pha. Gods keep me from theſe Hell-hounds, 

2 Cie. Shall's geld him, Capta n? * 

Cap. No, you ſhall ſpare his Dowcets my dear Donſels, 

As you reſpe& the Ladies let them flouriſh ; (Povs. 

The curſes of a longing Woman kill as ſpeedy as a Plague, 

1 Cit. VIl have a Leg, that's certain. 7 
| | 2 Of. 


For certainly a Royal Gut will ſound like Silver. (once. 


hall ſerve me. | 


Rude Weapons brought abroad, to teach your Hands 


1s the Court navigable, and the Preſence ſtruck 
With Flags of Friendſhip ? If not, we are thy Caſtle, 


„ Hr. 
2 Cit. T'Il have an Arm. | 
3 Cit. I'll have his Noſe, and at mine own charge 
build a College, and clap't upon the Gate. > 
4 Cit. PIl have his little Gut to ſtring a Kit with, 


Pha. Would they were in thy Belly, and] paſt my pain 

y Cit. GoodCaptainlet me have his Liver to feed Ferrets. 

Cap. Who will have parcels elſe? Speak. 

Pha. Good Gods conſider me, I ſhall be tortur'd. 

1 Cze. Captain, I'll give you the trimming of your hand- 
ſword, and let me have his Skin to make falſe Scabbards. 

2 Cit. He had no Horns Sir, had he? (horns? 

Cap. No Sir, he's a Pollard, what would'ſt thou do with _ 

(it. O if he had, I would have made rare Hafts and 
Whiſtles of em; but his Shin-bones, if they be ſound, 


Enter Philaſter. . 
All. Long live Philaſter, the brave Prince Philaſter. 
Phi. I thank you, Gentlemen; but why are theſe 


Uncivil Trades? Cap. My Royal Roſiclear, 
We are thy Mirmidons, thy Guard, thy Rorers, 
And when thy noble Body is in durance, 
Thus do we clap our muſty Murrions on, 
And trace the Streets in Terror: Is it Peace, 
Thou Mars of Men? Is the King ſociable, 
And bids thee live? Art thou above thy Foemen, 
And tree as Phebus? Speak, if not, this ſtand 
Of Royal Blood ſhall be abroach, atilt, and run 
Even to the lees of Honour. 

Phi. Hold and be fatisfied, I am my ſelf 
Free as my Thoughts are, by the Gods I am. 

Cap. Art thou the dainty Darling of the King? 
Art thou the Hylas to our Hercules? 
Da the Lords bow, and the regarded Scarlets, 7 
Kiſs the Gumd-gols, and cry, we are your Servants? 


And this Man ſleeps. | 
z | Phi. 


PHILASTER. 135 


Phi. I am what I deſire to be, your Friend, 
| am what I was born to be, your Prince. 
_ Pha. Sir, there is ſome Humanity in you, 
You have a noble Soul, forget my Name, 
And know my Miſery, ſet me fate aboard 
From theſe wild Canibals, and as! live, 


The worſt Company of the worſt Men, Madneſs, Age, 


Amongſt theſe wild Dogs. | | 
Phi. I do pity you: Friends diſcharge your Fears, 
Deliver me the Prince, I'll warrant you 
I ſhall be old enough to find my Safety. 
2 Cit, Good Sir take heed he does not hurt you, 
He's a fierce Man J can tell you Sir. 
Cap. Prince, by your leave I'll have a Surſinglo, 
And Male you like a Hawk. | [ He ſtirs, 
Phi. Away, away, there 1s no danger in him: 

Alas he had rather ſleep to ſhake his Fit off. 
Look you Friends, how gently he leads, upon my word 
He's tame enough, he need no further watching. 
Good my Friends go to your Houſes, and by me have 

Your Pardons, and my Love, | 
And know there ſhall be nothing in my pow'r 
You may deſerve, but you ſhall have your Wiſhes. 
To give you more Thanks were to flatter you, 
Continue ſtill your Love, and for an earneſt 
Drink this. All. Long maiſt thou live brave Prince, 
Brave. Prince, brave Prince. [ Exeunt Phi. and Pha. 
Cap. Thou art the King of Courteſie: 
Fall off again my ſweet Youths, come, and every Man 
Trace to his Houſe again, and hang his Pewter up, then to 
The Tavern and bring your Wives in Muffs: we will have 
Muſick, and the red Grape ſhall make us Dance, and riſe 
Boys. ä 5 | Exeunt. 
8 | Enter 
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n Enter King, Arethuſa, Galatea, Megra, Cleremont 
Dion, Thraſiline, Bellario, and Attendants. 
King. Is it appeas'd ? Dy 
Dion. Sir, all is quiet as this dead of N ight, 
As peaceable as Sleep, my Lord Philaſter 
Brings on the Prince himſelf. King. Kind Gentlemen! 
I will not break the leaſt word I have giv'n 
In Promiſe to him, I have heap'd a world 
Of. Grief upon his Head, which yet I hope 
To waih away. 
| Enter Philaſter and Pharamond. 
| Cle. My Lord is come. King. My Son! 
\ Bleſt be the time that I have leave to call 
| Such Virtue mine; now thou art in mine Arms, 
Methinks I have a Salve unto my Breaſt RY 
if For all the ſtings that dwell there; ſtreams of Grief 
That I have wrought thee, and as much of Joy 
That I repent it, iſſue from mine Eyes: 
Let them appeaſe thee, take thy Right; take her, 
She is thy Right too, and forget to urge 
My vexed Soul with that I did before. 
Phi. Sir. it is blotted from my Memory, 
Paſt and forgotten: For you, Prince of Spain, 
W hom I have thus redecm'd, you have full leave 
To make an honourable Voyage home. 
And if you would go furniſh'l to your Realm 
With fair Proviſion, I do fee a Lady 
Methinks would gladly bear you company : 
How like you this Piece? 
Meg. Sir, he likes it well, | 
For he hath tricd it, and found it worth 
His Princely liking; we were ta'en a-bed, 
I know your meaning, I am not the firſt 
That Nature taught to ſeek a Fellow forth : 
Can Shame remain perpetually in me, 
And not in others? or have Princes Salves 
To cure ill Names, that meaner People want? 
Phi. What mean you? 
Meg. You muſt get another Ship 
To clear the Princeſs and the Boy together. 


4 A I 
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Dion. How now ! | 

Meg. Others took me, and JI took her and him 

At that all Women may be ta'en ſometimes: 

Ship us all four, my Lord, we can endure 

Weather and Wind alike. 

King. Clear thou thy ſelf, or know not me for Father. 
Are. This Earth, how falſeit is? what means is left 
For me to clear my ſelf? It lies in your belief, 

My Lords believe me, and let all things elſe 


Struggle together to diſhonour me. 


Bel. O ſtop your Ears, great King, that I may ſpeak 
As freedom would, then I will call this Lady 
As baſe as be her Actions: Hear me, Sir, 
Believe your heated Blood when it rebels 
Againſt your Reaſon, ſooner than this Lady. 

Meg. By this good Light he bears it handſomly. 

Thi, This 2 4 Iwill ſooner truſt the Wind 
With Feathers, or the troubled Sea with Pearl, 


Than her with any thing; believe her not! 


Why, think you, if I did believe her words, 

| would outlive em: Honour cannot take 

Revenge on you, then what were to be known 

But Death? King. Forget her, Sir, ſince all is knit 


Between us: Burl muſt requeſt of you 


One favour, and will fadly be denied. 
Phi. Command what exit be. 
King. Swear to be true to what you promiſe. 
Phi. By the Pow'rs above, 5 8 
Let it not be the Death of her or him, 
And it is granted. King. Bear away the Boy 
To Torture, I will have her clear'd or buried. 3 
Phi. O let me call my words back, worthy Sir, 
Ask ſomething elſe, bury my Life and Right (at once. 
Inone poor Grave, but do not take away my Life and Fame 
King. Away with him, it ſtands irrevocable. | 
Phi, Turn all your Eyes on me, here ſtands a Man 


' The falſeſt and the baſeſt of this World: 


Set Swords againſt this Breaſt, ſome honeſt Man, 
For I have liv'd till I am pitied. 


My former Deeds are hateful, bat this laſt + C 
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Enter King, Arethuſa, Galatea, Megra, Cleremont, 
Dion, Thraſiline, Bellario, and Atrendants. 
King. Is it appeas'd? El 
Dion. Sir, all is quiet as this dead of Night, 
As peaceable as Sleep, my Lord Philaſter 
Brings on the Prince himſelf. King. Kind Gentlemen! 
I will not break the leaſt word I have giv'n 
In Promiſe to him, I have heap'd a world 
Of Grief upon his Head, which yet I hope 
To waſh away. | 2 
| Enter Philaſter and Pharamond. 
Cle. My Lord is come. King. My Son! 
Bleſt be the time that I have leave to call 
Such Virtue mine; now thou art in mine Arms, 
Mlethinks I have a Salve unto my Breaſt 
For all the ſtings that dwell there ;, ſtreams of Grief 
That I have wrought thee, and as much of Joy 
That I repent it, iſſue from mine Eyes: 
Let them appeaſe thee, take thy Right; take her, 
She is thy Right too, and forget to urge 
My vexed Soul with that I did before. 
Phi. Sir, it is blotted from my Memory, 
Paſt and forgotten: For you, Prince of Spain, 
Whom I have thus redecm'd, you have full leave 
To make an honourable hd 87 home. 
And if you would go furniſh'd to your Realm 
With fair Proviſion, I do fee a Lady 
Methinks would gladly bear you company: 
How like you this Piece? | 
Meg. Sir, he likes it well, 
For he hath tried it, and found it worth 
His Princely king; we were ta'en a- bed, 
I know your meaning, I am not the firſt 
That Nature taught to ſeek a Fellow forth: 
Can Shame remain perpetually in me, 
And not in others? or have Princes Salves 
To cure ill Names, that meaner People want? 
Phi. What mean you? © 
Meg. You muſt get another Ship 
To clear the Princeſs and the Boy together. 


Dion. 
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Dion. How now)! : 
Meg. Others took me, and I took her and him 
At that all Women may be ta'en ſometimes: 
Ship us all four, my Lord, we can endure 
Weather and Wind alike. 
| King. Clear thou thy ſelf, or know not me for Father. 
Are. This Earth, how falſe it is? what means is left 
For me to clear my ſelf? It lies in your belief, 
My Lords believe me, and let all things elſe 
Struggle together to diſhonour me. 
Bel. O ſtop your Ears, great King, that I may ſpeak 
As freedom would, then I will call this Lady 
As baſe as be her Actions: Hear me, Sir, 
Believe your heated Blood when it rebels 
Againſt your Reaſon, ſooner than this Lady. 
Meg. By this good Light he bears it handſomly. 
Thi. This Lady? I will ſooner truſt the Wind 
With Feathers, or the troubled Sea with Pearl, 
Than her with any thing; believe her not! 
Why, think you, if I did believe her words, 
I would outlive *em: Honour cannot take (6 
Revenge on you, then what were to be known 
But Death? Aing. Forget her, Sir, ſince all is knit 
Between us: But] muſt requeſt of you 
One favour, and will fadly be denied. 
Phi. Command what c'er it be. 
King. Swear to be true to what you promiſe. 
Phi. By the Pow'rs above, | 
Let it not be the Death of her or him, 
And it is granted. King. Bear away the Boy 
To Torture, I will have her clear'd or buried. 
Phi. O let me call my words back, worthy Sir, 
Ask ſomething elſe, bury my Life and Right (at once. 
In one poor Grave, but do not take away my Life and Fame 
King. Away with him, it ſtands irrevocable. 

Phi. Turn all your Eyes on me, here ſtands a Man 
The falſeſt and the baſeſt of this W orld: | 
Set Swords againſt this Breaſt, ſome honeſt Man, 
For I have liv'd till I am pitied. 

My former Deeds are hateful, bat this laſt * 
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Is pitiful, for 1 unwillingly 
Have given the dear Preſerver of my Life 
Unto his Torture: is it in thePow'r {Offers zo kill bimſ.]f 
Of Fleſh and Blood, to carry this, and live? | 
Are. Dcar Sir, be patient yet, or ſtay that Hand. 
King. Sirs, ſtrip that Boy. e e ſtancy. 
Dion. Come Sir, your tender Fleſh will try your Con- 
Bel. O kill me Gentlemen. Dion. No, help Sirs. 
Bel. Will you Torture mes? Je: 
King. Haſte there, why ſtay you ? 
Bel. Then I ſhall not break my Vow, 
\You know juſt Gods, though 1 diſcover all. 
King. How's that? Will he confeſs ? | 
Dion. Sir, ſo he ſays. King. Speak then. 
Bel. Great King, if you command 
This Lord to talk wath me alone, my Tongue, 
Urg'd by my Heart, ſhall utter all the Thoughts 
My Youth hath known, and ſtranger Things than theſe 
You hear not often. Ming. Walk aſide with him. + 
Dion. Why ſpeak it thou not? 25 
Bol. Know you this Face, my Lord? 
Dion. No. Bel. Have you not ſeen it, nor the like? 
Dion. Ves, I have ſeen the like, but readily 
I know not where. Bel. I have been often told 
In Court of one Eupbraſia, a Lady, 
And Daughter to you; betwixt whom and me 
(They thar would flatter my bad Face would ſwear) 
There was ſuch {ſtrange Reſemblance, that we two 
Could not be known aſunder, dreſt alike. 
Dion. By Heav'n and ſo there is. 
Bel. For her fair ſake,  ' 5 
Who now doth ſpend the Spring- time of her Life 
In Holy Pilgrimage, move to the King, We a 
Thar I may ſcape this Torture. Dion. But thou ſpeak'ſt 
As like Eupbraſia as thou doſt loox. (mage? 
How came it to thy Knowledge that ſhe lives in Pilgri- 
Bel. I know it not my Lord, . 
But I have heard it, and do ſcarce believe it. 
Dion. Oh my ſhame, is't poſſible? Draw near, 
That I may gaze upon thee; art thou ſne? _ 
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Or elſe her Murderer? where wert thou born? 1% 
Bel. In Siracuſa. Dien. What's thy Name? 5 
Bel. Eut braſia. (thou haſt died, i 


Dion. O tis juſt, tis ſhenow, I do know thee, Oh that 
And I had never ſeen thee nor my Shame. e 4 
How ſhall I own thee? ſhall this Tongue of mine Ut 
Eer call thee Daughter more? 10 


Bel. Would I had died indeed, I with it too, <0 mn 
And fo I muſt have done by Vow, eer publiſh'd F 
What I have told, but that there was no means it 
To hide it longer; yet I Joy in this, bf j 
The Princeſs is all clear. 1 


King. What have you done? | 
Dion. All is diſcover'd. Phi. Why then hold you me? a 
ns [He offers 10 tab bimſalf. 1 


All is diſcover'd, pray you let me go. 1 
King. Stay him. Are. What is diſcover'd? (reſt. "ik 
Dion. Why my ſhame, it is a Woman, let her ſpeak the 1 
Phi. How ! that again. Dion: It is a Woman. _ 
Ebi. Bleſt be you Pow'rs that favour Innocence. FB 
King. Lay hold upon that Lady. , Wh! 
Phi. It is a Woman Sir, hark Gentlemen! 1 

It is a Woman. Aretbuſa, take | | | al 

My Soul into thy Breaſt, that would be gone _—_— 


With Joy: it is a Woman, thou art fair, ns 
And virtuous ſtill to Ages, in deſpight of Malice. = 
King, Speak you, were lies his Shame? | Pls 
Bel. I am his Daughter. Phi. The Gods are juſt. "ik 
Dion. I dare accuſe none, but before you two, 
The Virtue of our Age, I bend my Knee il 


For Mercy. Phi. Take it freely; for 1 know, is 
Though what thou didſt were undiſcreetly done, 145 
Twas meant well. Are. And for me, = 
I have a Power to pardon Sins as oft e 'Y | | 


As any Man has Pow'r to wrong me. 

Cle. Noble and worthy. Phi. But Bellario, 
(For J muſt call thee ſtill ſo) tell me why - * 
Thou didft conceal thy. Sex, it was a Fault, 

A Fault Bellario, though thy other Deeds 
Of Truth outweigh'd it; All theſe Jealouſies 


FE 


Had 
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Had flawn to nothing, if thou hadft diſcover'd, 
What now we know. | | 

Bel. My Father would oft ſpeak 

Your Worth and Virtue, and as I did grow 
More and more apprehenſive, I did thirft 

To ſee the Man fo prais'd, but yet all this 

Was but a Maiden-longing, to be loſt 

As ſoon as found; "till fitting in my Window, 
Printing my Thoughts in Lawne, I ſaw a God 
I thought (but it was you) enter our Gates; 
My Blood flew out, and back again as faſt, 

As I had puft it forth and ſuck d it in 
Like Breath, then was I call'd away in haſte 
To entertain you. Never was a Man, 

Heav'd from a Sheep-cote to a Scepter, rais'd 

So high in Thoughts as I, you left a Kiſs 

Upon theſe Lips then, which I mean to keep 
From you for ever, I did hear you talk 
Far above ſinging; after you were cons | 

I grew acquainted with my Heart, and ſearch'd 

What ſtir' d it ſo : Alas ! I found it Love, 
Yet far from Luſt, for could I have but liv'd 
In Preſence of you, I had had my End; 

For this I did delude my Noble Father 
With a feign'd Pilgrimage, and dreſt my ſelf 
In Habit of a Boy, and, for 1 knew MR 
My Birth no Match for you, I was paſt hope 

Of having you. And underſtanding Well 

That when I made diſcovery of my Sex, 

I could not ſtay with you, I made a Vow, 

By all the moſt Religious Things a Maid 

Could call together, never to be known, | 

W hilſt there was hope to hide me from Mens Eyes, 

For other than I ſeem'd, that I might ever 

Abide with you; then fate I by the Fount 

Where firſt you took me up. 

Ring. Search out a Match 5 
Within our Kingdom, where and when thou wilt 
And Iwill pay thy Dowry, and thy ſelf 
Wilt well deſerve him. 9 
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Bel. Never Sir will ! 
Marry, it is a thing within my Vow, 
But if I may have leave to ſerve the Princeſs, 
To ſee the Virtucs of her Lord and her, 
I ſhall have hope to live. Are. I, Philaſter, 
Cannot be jealous, though you had a Lady 
Dreſt like a Page to ſerve you, nor will I 
Suſpect her living here: Come live with me, 
Live free, as I do; ſhe that loves my Lord, 
Curſt be the Wife that hate her.” 
Phi. I grieve ſuch Virtues ſhould be laid in Earth 
Without an Heir. Hear me, my Royal Father, 
Wrong nor the Freedom of our Souls ſo much, 
To think to take Revenge of that baſe Woman, 
Her Malice cannot hurt us; ſet her free 
As ſhe was born, ſaving from Shame and Sin. 
King. Set her at Liberty, but leave the Court, 
This is no place for ſuch: .You Pharamond 
Shall have ee Paſſage, and a Conduct home. 
Worthy ſo great a Prince; when you come there, 
Remember *twas your Faults that loſt you her, 
And not my purpos'd Will. Pha. I do confeſs, 
Renowned Sir, . 
King. Laſt joyn your Hands in one. Enjoy Pbilaſter 
This Kingdom which is yours, and after me 5 
What ever I call mine, my Bleſſing on you, 
All happy Hours be at your Marriage Joys, 
That you may grow your ſelves over all Lands, 
And live to ſee your plenteous Branches ſpring 
Where: ever there is Sun. Let Princes learn 
By this to Rule the Paſſions of their Blood, 
For what Heav'n wills, can never be withſtood. 
* N [ Exeunt Omnes. 
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Tigranes, King of Armenia. 
Gobrias, Lord Proteffor, and Father of Arbaces. 
Bacurius, a Lord. 


"I 2 . Two Captains. 
Ligones, Father o Spaconia. 
Arane, The Queen's Mother. 
Panthea, Her Daughter. 
Spaconia, A Lady, Daughter of Ligones. 
ane, A waiting Woman, and other Atten- 
ther - 1 OS 
Tuo Gentlemen. * 
Three Men and a woman. 
Philip, a Servant, and two Citizens Wives, 
r 02 
A Servant to Bacurius. TT ; 
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KING, and No KING. 


ACT I. SCENE I. 
Enter Mardonius and Beſſus. 


 MARDONIUS. 
Eſus, the King has made a fair hand on't; 
he has ended the Wars at a blow; would 
my Sword had a cloſe Basket Hilt to hold 
Wine, and the Blade would make Knives, 
for we ſhall have nothing but Eating and 
Drinking. 
Beſ. We that are Commanders ſhall do well enoug * 
Mar. Faith Beſſus, ſuch Commanders as thou ma 
had as lieve ſet thee perdue for a Pudding i'th' Dark, 
Alexander the Great. 
* * I love theſe Jeſts exceedingly. 

I think thou lov'ſt em better than quarrelling, 
Beſſus, P'Il fay ſo much thy behalf, and yet thou'rt vali- 
ant enough upon a Retreat, 1 think thou wouldſt kill 

any Man that ſtopt thee if thou couldſt. 

 Beſ. But was not this a brave Combate, Mardonius? 
Mar. Why, didſt thou ſeeꝰt? 
Beſ. You ſtood wi' me. 2 
Mar. 1 did fo, but methought thou wink'dft every 
Blow they ſtruck. 
Beſ. Well, I believe there are better Soldiers than I, 
that never ſaw two Princes * in Liſts, en. 
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Mar. By my troth Ithink ſo too, Beſſus, many a thou- 
| ſand, but certainly all that are worſe than thou have ſeen 
1 as much. N By 
Beſ. Tas bravely done of our King. 
Mar. Yes, if he had not ended the Wars : I'm glad 
thou dar'ſt talk of ſuch dangerous buſineſſes. 
Beſ. Totake a Prince Priſoner in the heart of's own 
Country in ſingle Combat. OM 
Mar. See how thy Blood curdles at this, Ithink thou 
couldſt be contented to be beaten i'this Paſſion. 
Beſ. Shall I tell you truly? Mar. Ay. 
Beſ. J could willingly venture fort. 
Mar. Um, no venture neither Beſſus. 
Beſ. Let me not live, if I do not think 'tis a braver 
piece of Service than that I'm fo fam'd for. 
Mar. Why, art thou fam'd for any Valour ? 
Beſ. Fam'd. Ay, I warrant you. 
Mar. I'm e'en heartily glad on't, I have been with 
thee e'er ſince thou cam'ſt to th* Wars, and this is the 
5 ws won that ever I heard on't; prithee who Fames 
Ars, {7 F 
Beſ. The Chriſtian World. BP og 
. Mar. "Tis heatheniſhly done of em in my Conſcience, 
thou deſerv'ſt it not. Beſ. Yes, I ha' done good ſer- 
vice. | | 
Mar. I do not know how thou may'ſt wait of a Man 
in's Chamber, or thy agility of thifting of a Trencher, 
but otherwiſe no Service good Beſſus. 
Beſ. You ſaw me do the Service your ſelf. 
Mar. Not ſo haſty, ſweet Beſſus, where was it, is the 
place vaniſh'd? 3 
Be ſ. At Beſſus deſp'rate Redemption. 3 
Mar. At Beſſus deſp'rate Redemption, where's that? 
Beſ. There where | redeem'd the Day, the Place bears 
my Nam Hye, 53” e N 
Mar. Pray thee, who Chriſtened it? 
Be/. Thie Solder n 
Mar. If I were not a very merrily diſpos'd Man, what 
would become of thee? One that had but a grain of cho- 
ler in the whole compoſition of his Body, would Then 
id : - thee 
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thee of an Errand to the Worms for putting thy Name 6 
upon that Field: Did not I beat thee there i'th* Head = 
o'th* Troops with a Truncheon, becauſe thou wouldſt | c 
needs run away with thy Company, when we ſhould 4 
Charge the Enemy? | 


Beſ. True, bur I did not run. 
Mar. Right, Beſſus, I bent thee out on' 


Beſ. But came 1 not up when the Day was gone, and i 
redeem'd all? | 4 
Mar. Thou knoweſt, and fo do I, thou meanedſt to | + 
flie, and thy fear making thee miſtake, thou ranſt upon F 
the Enemy, and a hot charge thou gav'ſt, as I'll do thee J 
right, thou art furious in running away, and I think, | 
we owe thy fear for our Victory; If I were the King, Cl 
and were ſure thou wouldſt miſtake always and run 1 
away upon th' Enemy, thou ſnouldſt be General by this ih 
Light. 1 35 fois 1 
Beſ. You'll never leave this till I fall foul. My 
Mar. No more ſuch words, dear Beſs ; for though I 14 
have ever known thee a Coward, and therefore durſt ne- 14 
ver ſtrike thee, yet if thou proceedeſt, Iwill allow thee mi 
Valiant, and beat thee. LS 13 
Beſ. Come, our King's a brave Fellow. 3 
Mar. He is ſo Beſſus, I wonder how thou cam'ft to 1 
know it. But if thou wert a Man of Underſtanding, 1 1 
would tell thee, he is vain-glorious, and humble, and 1 
angry, and patient, and merry, and dull, and joy ful, i 
and ſorrowful in extremity in an hour: Do not think ki 
me thy Friend for this, for if I car'd who knew it, thou #% 
ſhouldſt not hear it Beſſus. Here he is with his prey in . 
his Foot. Pry” 1 
Enter Arbaces, Tigranes, and two Gentlemen. 4 
Arb. Thy Sadneſs, brave Tigranes, takes away 1 
From my full Victory: Am I become 1 
Of fo ſmal! Fame, that any Man ſhould grieve i 
When I o'ercome him? They that p'ac'd me here, . 
Intended it an Honour large enough, i 
For the moſt valiant living, but to dare F : 1 
Oppoſe me ſingle, though he loſt the Day. 1 
What ſhould afflict you, you are as free as I, i 
L + | To i 4 
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To be my Priſoner, is to be more free 
Than you were formerly; and never think 
The Man I held worthy to combat me 
Shall be us'd ſervilely: Thy Ranſom is 
To take my only Siſter to thy Wife. 
A heavy one Tigranes, for ſhe is 
A Lady, that the neighbour Princes ſend 
Blanks to fetch home. I have been too unkind 
To her Tigranes, ihe but nine Years old 
I left her, and ne'er ſaw her ſince, your Wars 
Have held me long, and taught me, though a Youth, 

The way to Victory; ſhe was a pretty Child, 
Then I was little better, but now Fame 
Cries loudly on her, and my Meſſengers 
Make me believe ſhe is a Miracle; 
She'll make you ſhrink, as I did, with a ſtroak 
But of her Eye, Tigranes. | (thus? 

Tigr. Is't the courſe of Theria to uſe their Priſoners 
Had Fortune thrown my Name above Arbaces, 
I ſhould not thus have talk'd, Sir: In Armenia, 
Me hold ir baſe: You ſhould have kept your Temper 
Till you ſaw home again, where 'tis the faſhion ' 
Perhaps to brag. 2. | N 

Arb. Be you my Witneſs Earth, need I to brag? 
Doth not this Captive Prince ſpeak © 
Me ſufficiently, and all the Acts NE 
That I have wrought upon his ſuffering Land? 
Should I then boaſt! where lies that foot of Ground 
Within his whole Realm, that I have nor paſt, 
Fighting and Conquering ; far then from me 
Be Oftentation. I could tell the World 
How I have laid his Kingdom deſolate 
By this ſole Arm prop'd by Divinity, 
Stript him out of his Glories, and have ſent 
The Pride of all his Youth to people Graves, 
And made his Virgins languiſh for their Loves, 
If 1 would brag. Should I, that have the Pow'r 
To teach the neighboot World Humility, 
Mix with Vain-glory? _ rh at if ; 
Mar. Indeed this is none. PE HORN [Aſide ; 
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Arb. Tigranes, nay did I but take delight 
To ſtretch my Deeds as others do on Words, 
I could amaze my Hearers. Mar. So you do. 
Arb. But he {hall wrong his and my Modeſty, 
That thinks me apt to boaſt after any act 
Fit for a good Man to do upon his Foe. 
A little Glory in a Soldier's Mouth 
Is well-becoming, be it far from vain. 
Mar. Tis pity that Valour ſhould be thus drunk. [ 4/ide, 
Arb. J offer you my Siſter, and you anſwer | 
I do inſult: A Lady that no Suit, 
Nor Treaſure, nor-thy Crown could purchaſe thee, 
But that thou fought'ſt with me. 
Tigr. Though this be worſe 
Than that you ſpake before, it ſtrikes me not; 
But that you think to over-grace me with 
The Marriage of your Siſter, troubles me. 
I would give Worlds for Ranſoms were they mine, 
Rather than have her. Arb. See if 1 inſult 
That am the Conqueror, and for a Ranſom 
Offer rich Treaſure to the Conquered, 
Which he refuſes, and TI bear his Scorn: 
It cannot be Self- flattery to ſay, 
The Daughters of your Country ſet by her, 
Would fee their Sense run home and bluſh to Death, 
At their own foulneſs; yet ſhe is not fair, 
Nor beautiful, thoſe Words expreſs her not, 
They ſay her Looks have ſomething excellent, 
That wants a name: Yet were ſhe odious, 
Her Birth deſerves the Empire of the World, 
Siſter to ſuch a Brother, that hath ta'en 
Victory Priſoner, and throughout the Earth 
Carries her bound, and ſhould he let her looſe, 
She durſt not leave him; Nature did her wrong, 
To print continual Conqueſt on her Checks, * 
And make no Man worthy for her to taſte 
But me that am too near her; and as ſtrangely 
She did for me, but you will think I brag. 
Mar. I do, I'll be fworn. Thy Valour and thy Paſſions 
ſcyer'd, would haye made too excellent — in r 
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kinds: I know not Whether I ſhould be ſorry thou art 

ſo valiant, or ſo paſſionate, wou'd one of 'em were 

away. | Aſide. 
Tizr. Do] refuſc her that I doubt her worth? 

Were ſhe as virtuous as ſhe would be thought, 

So perfect that no one of her own Sex 

Could find a want, had ſhe fo tempting fair, 

That ſhe could with it off for damning Souls, 

| would pay any Ranſom, twenty Lives, 

Rather 1 meet her married in my Bed. 

Perhaps | have a Love, where I Vs. ' "> « ka 

Mine Eyes not to be moy'd, and ſhe on me, 

I am 8 fickle. Arb. Is that all the Cauſe? 

Think wp you can ſo knit your ſelf in Love 

To any N that her ſcarching ſight 

Cannot diſſolve it? So before you try'd, 

You thought your ſelf a Match for me in Fight: 


Fruſt me, Trgranes, ſhe can do as much 


In Peace, as I in War; ſhe'll conquer too; 
You ſhall ſee if you have the Pow r to ſtand 
The force of — ſwift Looks. If you Alike, 1 
I'll ſend you home with Love, and name your Ranſom 
Some other way; but if ſhe be Four choice, 
She frees you: To Iberia 177 * 
Tir. Sir, I have learn _ $ ſuſferance, 
And will obey; but give me leave to talk 5 
In private with ſome Friends before Igo. 
Arb. Some to await him forth, and fee him ſafe, 
But let him freely ſend for whom he pleaſe, 
And none dare to diſturb his ——— 
I will not have him know what Bondage is, CEx. Tigranes. 
Till he be free from me. This Prince, Amun, 
Is full of Wiſdom, Valour, all the Graces 
Man can receive. Mar. And yet you conquer d him. 
Arb. And yet I conquer'd him, and could have don't 
Hadſt thou joyn d wich him, though thy Name in Arms 
Be great; muſt all Men that are virtuous 
ee ſuddenly to match cheraſelves with me? 
I ccnquered bis and bravely, did I got? 


And platt ur Mafeltys 4 Fas and ot feſt, 


Mar. When wert thou other? Arb. Of what? 
Beſ. That you would not have ſpy'd your beſt advan- 
tages, for your Majeſty in my Opinion lay too high, me- 
thinks, under favour, you ſhould have lain thus. 
Mar. Like a Taylor at a Wake. D 
Beſ. And then, it pleaſe your Majeſty to remember, 
at one time, by my troth I wiſht my ſelf wi'you. 
Mar. By my troth thou wouldit ha” ſtunk 'em both our 
o'th* Liſts. Arb. What to do? 
Beſ. To put your Majeſty in mind of an occaſion; you 
lay thus, and 17granes falle a blow at your Leg, which 
you by doing thus avoided ; but it you had whip'd up 
our Leg thus, and reach'd him on the Far, you had 
made the Blood-Royal run down his Head. | 
Mar. What Country Fence-ſchool learn'ſt thou at? 
Arb. Piſh, did not I take him nobly ? oy 
Mar. Why you did, and you have talk'd enough on't. 
Arb. Talk'd enough? | 
Will you confine my Words? By Heav'n and Earth, 
I were much better be a King of Beaſts 
Than ſuch a People: If I had not Patience 
Above a God, I ſhould he call'd a Tyrant 
Throughout the World, They will offend to Death 
Each Minute: Let me hear thee ſpeak again, 
And thou art Earth again: Why this is ike 
Tigranes Specch, that needs would ſay I brag'd. 
Beſſus, he ſaid I brag'd. Beſ. Ha, ha, ha. 
Arb. Why doſt thou laugh? 
* all the World, I'm grown ridiculous 
Jo my own Subjects: Tie me in a Chair 
And jeſt at me, but I ſhall make a ſtart, 
And puniſh ſome that others may take heed 
How they are haughty; who will anſwer me? 
He ſaid I boaſted, ſpeak Mardouius, 
Did I? He will not anfwer. O my Temper! 
I give you thanks above, that whe my Heart 
Patience, I can endure his Silence. What, will none 
Vouchſafe to give me anſwer? Am I grown 
To ſuch a poor reſpect, or do you mean 
To break my wind? Speak, ſpeak, ſome one of you, 
Orelſeby Heay'n. 1 Gent. Soplcaſe your — Arb 
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Arb. Monſtrous, 
| cannot be heard out, they cut me off, 
As if I were too ſaucy. I will live 
In W oods, and talk to Trees, they will allow me 
To end what I begin. The meaneſt Subject 
Can find a freedom to diſcharge his Soul 
And not I, now it is a time to ſpeak, 
IT hearken. 1 Gent. May it pleaſe ———. 
Arb. 1 mean not you, | 
Did not I ſtop you once ? but I am grown 


To balk, but I defie, let another ſpeak. 


2 Gent. I hope your Majeſty ———— 
Arb. Thou draweſt thy Words, 


That I muſt wait an hour, where other Men 


Can hear in Inſtants; throw your Words away, 
Quick, and to purpoſe, I have told you this. 
Beſ And pleaſe your Majeſty. jr | 
Arb. Wilt thou devour me? this is ſuch a rudenefs 
As you never ſhew'd me, and I want 
ke 2 command too, I Mardonius 
ould ſpeak at my Requeſt; were you my Kin 
I would Ti 19 . your Wor 22 * 
I pray you ſpeak, and truely, did I boaſt ? 
Mar. Truth will offend you. 
Arb, You take all great care what will offend me, 
When you dare to utter ſuch things as theſe. 
Mar. You told Tigranes, you had won his Land, 
With that ſole Arm propt by Divinity : 
Woas not that bragging and a wrong to us, 
That daily ventur'd Lives? | 
Arb. O that thy Name | 
Were as great as mine! would T had paid my Wealth 
It were as great, as I 7 combare thee! 
I would through all the Regions habitable 
Search thee, and 1 found thee, wi'my Sword 
Drive thee about the World, till I had met 
Some place that yet Mans Curioſity y 
Hath miſs'd of; there, chers amd I ſtrike thee dead: 


75 


Forgotten of Mankind, ſuch Funeral Rites 


As Beaſts would give thee; thou ſhouldſt have. 
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Beſ. The King rages extreamly, ſhall we link away? 
He'll ſtrike us. 2 Gent. Content. 
Arb. There I would make you know *'twas this ſole Arm. 
I grant you were my Inſtruments, and did 
As I commanded you, but *twzs this Arm 
Mov'd you like Wheels, it mov'd you as it pleas'd. 
Whither flip you now ? what are you too good 
To wait on me (7#ffe,) I had need have Temper 
That rule ſuch People; I have nothing left 
At my own choice, I would I might be private: 
Mean Men enjoy themſelves, but 'tis our curſe, 
To have a Tumult that out of their Loves 
Will wait on us, whether we will or no; 
Go get you gone: Why here they ſtand like Death, 
My Words move nothing. 1 Gent. Muſt we go? 
Beſ. I know not. HOT 

Arb. I pray you leave me Sirs, I'm proud of this, 
That you will be intreated from my fight: 

1 7 Exeunt all but Arb. and Mar. 
Why now they leave me all: Mardonius. 
Mar. Sir. | 

Arb. Will you leave me quite alone? methinks 
Civility ſhould teach you more than this, 
If I were but your Friend: Stay here and wait, 

Mar. Sir, ſhall I ſpeak? 

Arb. Why, you would now think much 
Io be denied, but I can ſcarce intreat 
What I would have: Do, ſpeak. 

Mar. But will you hear me out? 

Arb. With me you Article to talk thus: Well, 
I will hear you out. 


Mar. Sir, that I have ever lov'd you, my Sword hath 
ſpoken for me; that I do, if it be doubted, I dare call an 
Oath, a great one to my Witneſs; and were you not my 
King, from amongſt Men, I ſhould have choſe you out 
to love above the reſt 3 nor can this challenge Thanks, 
for my own fake I ſhould have done it, becauſe I would 


have loy'd the moſt deſerving Man, for fo you are. 
Arb. Alas Mardon ius, riſe, you ſhall not kneel, 
We all are Soldiers, and all venture Lives: 


And 


158 King, and no King. 

And where there is no difference in Mens Worths, 
Titles arc Jeſts. Who can outyalue thee ? 
Mardhnius thou haſt lov'd me, and haſt wrong, 

Thy Love is not rewarded, but belieye 

It ſhall be better, more than Friend in Arms, 

My Father, and my Tutor, good Mardonius. 

Mar. Sir, you did promile you would hear me out. 

Arb. And ſo I will; ſpeak freely, for from thee 
Nothing can come, but worthy Things and true. 

Mar. Though you have all this Worth, you hold ſome 
Qualities that do eslipſe your Virtues. 

Arb. Eclipſe my Virtues? . 

Mar. Yes, your Paſſions, which are ſo manifold, that 
they appear even in this: When I commend: you, you 
hug me for that Truth; but when I ſpeak your Faults, 
you make a ſtart, and flye the hearing but. 
Arb. When you commend me? G that I ſhould live 

To need ſuch Commendations: If my deeds — 
Blew not my Praiſe themſelves about the Earth, 
were moſt wretched : Spare your idle Praiſe: 

If thou didſt mean to flatter, and ſhouldſt utter 

Words in my Praiſe, that thou Fought Impaudenee, 
My deeds ſhould make em modeſt: When you praiſe I 
hug you? 'tis ſo falſe, that wert thou worthy thou 
ſhouldſt receive a Death, a Glorious Death from me: 
but thou ſhaltunderſtand thy Lies, for ſhouldft thou praiſe 
me into Heav'n, and there leave me inthron'd, I would 
deſpiſe thee then as much as now, which is as much as 
duſt, becauſe I ſee thy Envy. | 

Mar. However you will uſe me after, yet for your 
own Promiſe ſake, hear me the reſt.  _ 

Arb. 1 will, and after call unto the Winds, for they 
ſhall lend as large an Ear as to what you utter: Speak. 

Mar. Would you but leave theſe belly Tt eaigerhs which 
I do not ſay take from you all your Worth, but darken 
'em, then you wall ſhine indeed. Arb. Well. 

Aar. Vet 1 would have you keep ſome Paſſions, leſt 
Men ſhould take you for a God, your Virtues are ſuch. 

Arb. Why now you flatter. © 

Mar, 1 never ERS the Word. Were 1 no 

| — 
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King, and free from theſe Moods, ſhould I chuſe a Com- 
panion for Wit and Pleaſure, it ſhould be you; or for Ho- 
neſty to enterchange my Boſom with, it ſhould be you; 

or Wiſdom to give me Counſel, I would pick out you 
or Valour to defend my Reputation, tilt I ſhould find 
you out 3 for you are fit to fight all che World, if it 
could come in Queſtion : Now I have ſpoke, conſider 


to your ſelf, find out a uſe ; if ſo, then what ſhall fall 


to me is not material 


Arb. Is not material? more than ten ſuch Lives as 
mine, Mardonius: It was nobly ſaid, thou haſt ſpoke 
Truth, and boldly ſuch a Truth as might offend another. 
I have been too paſſionate and idle, thou ſhalt ſee a ſwift 
Amendment, bur I want thoſe Parts you praife me for : 
| fight for all the World ? Give me a Sword, and thou 


wilt go as far beyond me, as thou art beyond in Years, 


| know thou dar'ſt and wilt; it troubles me that I ſhould 
uſe ſo rough a Phraſe to thee, impute it to my Folly, 


what thou wilt, ſo thou wilt pardon me : that thou and 
I ſhould differ thus ! 


Mar. W hy 'tis no matter Sir. 
Arb. Faith but it is, but thou doſt ever take all things 
I do, thus patiently, for which I never can requite thee, 
but with Love, and that thou ſhalt be ſure of. Thou 
and J have not been merry lately: Pray thee tell me 
where hadſt thou that ſame Jewel in thine Ear? 
Mar. Why at the taking of a Town. 


Arb. A Wench upon my Life, a Wench, Mardonius, 


cave thee that Jewel. : 

Mar. Wench ! they reſpect not me, I'm old and 
rough, and every Limb about me, but that which ſhould, 
grows ſtiffer; i thoſe Buſineſſes I may {wear I am tiu 


honeſt: For I pay juſfly for what I take, and would be 


glad to be at a 8 
Arb. Why, do the Wenches encroach upon thee? 
Mar. Ay by this Light do they. q 
Arb. Didſt thou fit at an old Rent with'em ? 
Mar, Yes faith. | 
Arb. And do they improve themſelves? 


— 
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Mar. Ay, ten Shillings to me, every new young Fellow Wt  \ 
they come acquainted with. 92 
Arb. How canſt live on't? 
Mar. Why TI think I muſt petition to you. 
Arb. Thou ſhalt take them up at my price. 
5 Enter two Gentlemen and Belfus. | 
| Mar. Your price? Arb. Ay, at the King's Price. 
Mar. That may be more than m worth. 
2 Gent. Is he not merry now? F 
1 Gent. I think not. 5 
Beſ. He is, he is: we'll ſhew our ſelves. 
Arb. Beſſus, 1 thought you had heen in Iberia by this, 
I bad you haſte ; Gobrias will want entertainment for me. 
Beſ. And pleaſe your Majeſty, I have a Sute. 
Arb. Is't not louſie Beſſus, what ist? 
Beſ. 1 am to carry a Lady with me. 
Arb. Then thou haſt two Sutes. 
Beſ. And if I can prefer her to the Lady Panthea your 
Majeſty's Siſter, to learn Faſhions, as her Friends term 
it, it will be worth ſomething to me. 
Arb. So many Nights Lodgings as tis thither,will't not? 
Beſ. I know not that Sir, but Gold I fhall be ſure of. 
Arb. Why thou ſhalt bid her entertain her from me, 
ſo thou wilt reſolve me one thing. Beſ. If I can. 
Arb. Faith tis a very diſputable Queſtion, and yet I 
think thou canſt decide it. 2 1 
Be. Your Majeſty has a good Opinion of my Under- 
ſtanding. 8 agua P 
Arb. J have ſo good an Opinion of it: *Tis whether 
thou be valiant 1 "IS 
Beſ. Some Body has traduced me to you: Do you ſee 
_ thn Sword, . . «1-417 9 
Beſ. If I do not make my Back-biters eat it to a Knife 
Within this Week, ſay I am not valiant. 
; Enter a Meſſenger. 
Meſ. Health to your Majeſty. ge 
Arb. From Gobrias? Mef. Yes, Sir. 
Arb. How does he, is he well? © 
Meſ. In perfect Health. 5 
Arb. Take that for the good news. A truſtier Ser- 
| EN vant 
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yant to his Prince there lives not, than is good Gobrias. 
I Gent. The King ſtarts back. | 
Mar. His Blood goes back as faſt. 
2 Gent. And now it comes again. To 
J irangelye i 
Arb. The hand of Heav'n is on me, be it far from me 
to ſtruggle, if my ſecret Sins have pull'd this Curſe up- 
on me, lend me Tears now to waſh me white, that I 
may feel a Child-like Innocence within my Breaſt z which 
once perform'd, O give me leave to ſtand as fix'd as 
Conſtancy her ſelf, my Eyes ſet here unmov'd, regard- 
5 of the World, though thouſand Miſeries incom- 
$ me. 5 | 
. Mar. This is ſtrange, Sir, how do you? 5 
Arb. Mardonius, my Mother. Mar. Is ſhe dead? © 
Arb. Alas ſhe's not ſo happy; thou doſt know how 
ſhe hath laboured ſince my þ ather died to take by Trea- 
ſon hence this loathed Life, that would but be to ſerve 
her. I have pardoned, . and pardoned, and by that —_— 
have made her fit to practiſe new Sins, not repent the 
old : ſhe now had ſtirr'd a Slave to come from thence, 
and ſtrike me here, whom Gobrias ſifting out, took and 
condemn'd and executed there. The careful it Servant! 
Heav'n let me but live to pay that Man; Nature is poor 
to me, that will not let me have as many Deaths as are 
the Times that he hath ſav'd my Life, that I might dye 
em over all for him. oy 
Mar. Sir, let her bear her Sins on her own Head, 
Vex not your ſelf. Arb. What will the World 
Conceive of me? with what unnatural Sins 
Will they ſuppoſe me loaden, when my Lite 
Is ſought by her that gave it to the World? 
But yet he writes me Comfort here, my Siſter, 
He ſays, is grown in Beauty and in Grace, 
In all the innocent Virtues that become . 
| —Atender ſpotleſs Maid: ſhe ſtains her Checks 
With morning Tears to purge her Mother's ill, 
And*monglit that ſacred Dew ſhe mingles Pray'rs, 
Her pure Oblations, for my ſafe Return. 1 
If T have loſt the Duty of a Son, 
Vor. I. | M It 
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If any Pomp or Vanity of State 

Made me forget my Natural Offices; 

Nay farther, if I have not every Night 
Expoſtulated with my wandring Thoughts, 
If ought unto my Parent they have err'd, 
And call'd em back: Do you direct her Arm 
"Unto this foul diſſembling Heart of mine: 

But if I have been juſt to her, ſend out 

Your Pow'r to compaſs me, and hold me fafe 


From ſearching Treaſon ; I will uſe no means 
But Prayer: for rather ſuffer me to ſce 


From mine on Veins iſſue a deadly Flood, 
Than waſh my Danger off with Mother's Blood. 


Mar. I ne'er ſa w ſuch ſudden Extremities. [Exeun; 


5 Enter Tigranes and Spaconia. 
Tir. Why? wilt thou have me die, Saconia, 
What ſhould I do? Spa. Nay let me ſtay alone, 

And when you ſee Armenia again, 

You ſhall behold a Tomb more worth than IT; 
Some Friend that ever lov'd me or my Cauſe, 

Will build me ſomething to diftinguith me 

From other Women, many a weeping Verſe 
He will lay on, and much lament thoſe Maids, 
That plac'd their Loves unfortunately high, 

As I have done, where they can never reach. 

But why ſhould you go to Iberia? 

Tigr. Alas, that thou wilt ask me! ask the Man 

That rages in a Fever why he lies | We 
Diſtemper'd there, when all the other Youths 
Are courſing o'er the Meadows with their Loves? 
Can I reſiſt it? am I not a Slave 5 

To him that Conquer d me? 


Spa. That Conquer'd thee, Tigranes! He has wo 


But half of thee, thy Body, but thy Mind . 


May be as free as his, his Will did never 
Combate thine, and take it Priſoner.. 
Tigr. But if he by force convey my Body hence, 
What helps it me, or thee, to be unwilling? 
Spa. O Tigranes, I know yod are to ſee a Lady there, 
To ſee, and like, I fear: perhapꝭ the hope 
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Of her make you forget me, &er we part, 
Be happier than you know to wiſh; farewel. 
Tigr. Spaconta, ſtay and hear me what I ſay. 
In ſhort, Deſtruction meet me that I may 
See it, and not avoid it, when I leave 
To be thy faithful Lover: part with me 
Thou ſhalt not, there are none that know our Love, 
And I have given Gold unto a Captain, 
That goes unto 1heria from the King, 
That he will place a Lady of our Land 
With the King's Siſter that is offer'd me; 
Thither fhall you, and being once got in 
Perſwade her by what ſubtle means you can 
To be as backward in her Love as . | 
Sa. Can you imagine that a longing Maid, 
When ſhe beholds you, can be pull'd away 
With Words from loving you? | 

Tigr. Diſpraiſe my Health, my Honeſty, and tell her 
Jam Jealous. Tos | 
Spa. Why, I had rather loſe you: Can my Heart 
Conſent to let my Tongue throw out ſuch Words? 
And I that ever yet eke what I thought, 

Shall find it ſuch a thing at firſt to lie. 
Tigr. Yet do thy beſt. | 
Enter Beſſus. 

Beſ. What, is your Majeſty ready? 

Iigr. There is the Lady, Captain. 

Beſ. Sweet Lady, by your leave, I could wiſh my ſelf 
more full of Courtſhip for your fair ſake. 

Sa. Sir, I ſhall feel no want of that. 

Beſ. Lady, you muſt haſte; I have reciev'd new Let- 
ters from the King, that require more haſte than I ex- 
pected, he will follow me ſuddenly himſelf, and begins 
to call for your Majeſty already. | 

Tigr. He ſhall not do ſo long. | 

Beſ. Sweet Lady, ſhall I call you my Charge hereafter? 

Spa. I will not take upon me to govern your Tongue, 
Sir, you ſhall call me what you pleaſe. 
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AU NEIN l. 


Enter Gobrias, Bacurius, Arane, Panthea, and Mandane, 
Waiting- women with Attendants. 


Gob. M* Lord Bacurius, you muſt have regard unto 
the Queen, ſhe is your Priſoner, tis at your 
peril if ſhe make Eſcape. | 
Bac. My Lord, I know't, ſhe is my Priſoner from you 
committed; yet ſhe is a Woman, and fo I keep her Ty 
you will not urge me to keep her cloſe, I ſhall not ſhame 
to ſay I ſorrow for her, 
Goh. So do I my Lord; Iforrow for her, that ſo little 
Grace doth govern her; that ſhe ſhould ſtretch her Arm 
againſt her King, ſo little Womanhood and natural Good- 
neis, as to think the Death of her own Son. 
Ara. Thou know'ſt the Reaſon why, diſſembling as 
thou art, and wilt not ſpeak, _ 
Gob. There 1s a Lady takes-not after you, 
Hr Father is within her; that good Man, | 
W hoſeTears weigh'd down his Sins. Mark how ſhe weeps, 
How well it does become her, and if you 
Can find no Diſpoſition in your ſelf. 
To ſorrow, yet. by Gracefulneſs in her 
Find out the way, and by your Reaſon weep: 
Al! this ſhe does for you, and more ſhe nceds 
When for your ſelf you will not loſe a Tear, 
Think how this want of Grief diſcredits you, 
And you will weep, becauſe you cannot weep. 
Ara. You talk to me as having got a time fit for your 
purpoſe; but you know I know you ſpeak not what you 
'_ 7 OC „nV ed aears'd 
Pan. T would my Heart were Stone, before my Softneſs 
Againſt my Mother, and more troubled Thought 
No Virgin bears about; ſhould I excuſe 
My Mother's Fauit, I ſhould fer light a Life, 
In loſing which a Brother and a King | 
Wire taken from me; if I ſeek to ſave 5 
That Life ſo lov'd, 1 loſe another Life 
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That gave me Being, I ſhall loſe a Mother, 
A Word of ſuch a found in a Child's Ears 
That it ſtrikes Reverence through it; may the will 
Of Heav'n be done, and if one needs muſt fall, 
Take a poor Virgin's Life to anſwer all. 
Ara. But Gobrias let us talk, you know this fault 
Is not in me as in another Mother. 
Gob. I know it is not. | 
Ara. Vet you make it ſo. 
Gob. Why, is not all that's paſt beyond your help? 
Ara. I know it is. 
Gob. Nay ſhou'd you publiſh it before the World, 
Think you 'twould be beliey'd? 
Ara. I know ft would not. 
Gob. Nay ſhould I joyn with you, ſhould we not both 
be torn, and yet both die uncredited ? | 
Ara. I think we ſhould. | 
Gob. Why then take you ſuch violent Courſes? As for 
me Ido but right in ſaving of the King from all your Plots. 
Ara. The King? 

Gb. I bad you reſt with Patience, and a timm 
Would come for me to reconcile all to 
Your own Content, but by this way you take 
Away my Pow'r; and what was done unknown, 

Was not by me but you: your urging being done 
I muſt preſerve my own, but time may bring 
All this to light, and happily for all. 

Ara. Accurſed be this over-curious Brain 
That gave that Plot a birth, accurſt this Womb 
That after did conceive to my Diſgrace. 

Bac. My Lord Protector, they ſay there are divers Let- 
ters come from Armenia, that Beſſus has done good Ser- 
vice, and brought again a Day by his particular Valour, 
receiy'd you any to that effect? 

Gob. Ves, tis moſt certain. | 
Bac. I'm forry for't, not that the Day was won, 
But that 'twas won by him; we held him here 

A Coward : He did me wrong once, at which I laugh'c, 
And ſo did all the World, for nor I, | 
Nor any other held him worth Kt. * 
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Enter Beſſus and Spaconia. 

Beſ. Health to my Lord Protector; from the King 
Theſe Letters; and to your Grace, Madam, theſe. 

Gob. How does his Majeſty? ? 

Beſ. As well as Conqueſt by his own means and his 
valiant Commanders can make him; your Letters will 
tell you all. e 

Pan. 1 will not open mine till I do know 
My Brother's Health: Good Captain is he well? 

Beſ. As the reſt of us that fought are. 

Pan. But how's that? is he hurt? | 

Beſ. He's a ſtrange Soldier that gets not a knock. 

Pan. I do not ask how ſtrange that Soldier is 
That gets no hurt, but whether he have one. 

Beſ. He had divers. Pan. And is he well again? 

Beſ. Well again, an't pleaſe your Grace? Why I was 
run twice through the Body, and ſhot i' th' Head with 
a Croſs- arrow, and yet am well again. 

Pan. I do not care how thou do'ſt, is he well? 

Beſ. Not care how do? Let a Man out of the mighti- 
neſs of his Spirit, fructifie Foreign Countries with his 
Blood for the good of his own, and thus he ſhall be 
anſwered: Why I may live to relieve with Spear and 
Shield, ſuch a Lady as you diſtrefled. | 

Pan. Why, I will care, I'm glad that thou art well, 

I prithee is he fo? 

Gob. The King is well, and will be here to morrow. 

Pan. My Prayer is heard, now will I open mine. 

Gob. Bacurius, I muſt eaſe you of your Charge: 
Madam, the wonted Mercy of the King, 

That overtakes your Faults, has met with this, 
And ſtruck it out, he has forgiven you freely, 
Your own Will is your Law, be where you pleaſe. 


Ara. I thank him. (Morrow ? 
Gob. You will be ready to wait upon his Majeſty to 
Ara. I will. [ Exit Arane. 


Bac. Madam be wiſe hereafter; I am glad I have loſt 
this Office. 2 5 

Gob. Good Captain Beſſus, tell us the Diſcourſe betwixt 
Tizranes and our King, and how we got the Victory. 


} 
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Pan. I prethee do, and if my Brother were 
In any danger, let not thy Tale make him 
Abide there long before thou bring him off, 
For all that while my Heart will beat. . 
Beſ. Madamlet what will beat, I muſt tell the Truth, 


and thus it was; they fought fingle in Liſts, but one to 


one; as for my own part, I was dangerouſly hurt but three 
days before, elſe, perhaps, we had been two to two, I 
cannot tell, ſome thought we had, and the occaſion of 
my hurt was this, the Enemy had made Trenches. 

Gob, Captain, without the manner of your Hurt be 
much material to this buſineſs, we'll here't ſome other 
time. | 

Pan. I prithee leave it, and go on with my Brother. 

Beſ. I will, but '*twould be worth your hearing: To 
the Liſts they came, and ſingle Sword and Gantlet was 
their Fight. 7 

Pan. Alas! | 

Beſ. Without the Lifts there ſtood ſome dozen Captains 
of either ſide mingled, all which were ſworn, and one of 


thoſe was I: And twas my chance to ftand next a Cap- 
tain o'th* Enemies fide, called Tiribaſus; Valiant they 


ſaid he was; whilſt theſe two Kings were ſtretching 
themſelves, this Tiribaſus caſt ſomething a ſcornful look 
on me, and ask'd me who I thought would overcome: 
I{mil'd and told him if he would fight with me, he ſhould 


perceive by the Event of that whoſe King would win: 


Something he anſwered, and a Scuffle was like to grow, 
when one Zipetus offered to help him, I — 

Pan. All this is of thy ſelf, I pray thee Beſſus tell ſome- 
thing of my Brother, did he nothing? 


Beſ. Why yes, VI tell your Grace, they were not to 


fight till the word given, which for my own Part, by 
my troth I confeſs 1 was not to give. Wet > 
Pan. See for his own part. 
Bac. I fear yet this Fellow's abuz'd with a good Report. 
Beſ. But I— Pan. Still of himſelf. 


Beſ. Cry'd give the word, when as ſome of them lay, 


Tigranes was ſtooping, but the word was not giventhen, 
yet one Cofroes of the Enemies part, held up his Finger 
5 5 M 4 to 
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Pan. Why Captain, do you think I am afraid ſhe'll 


_ pleaſure z, but I am ſure I brought her from Armenia, and 


her Knee, I pray God I may fink where I ſtand. · 


4 
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to me, which is as much with us Martialiſts, as I will 
fight with you: I faid not a word, nor made ſign during 
the . that once done . 
Pan. He ſlips o'er all the Fight. 
Beſ. I call'd him to me, Cyſross ſaid I. 
Pan. I will hear no more. Fr 
Beſ. No, no, I lie. 
Bac. I dare be ſworn thou doſt. 
Beſ. Captain ſaid I, fo it was. 
Pan. I tell thee, I will hear no further. 
Beſ. No? Your Grace will wiſh you had. | 
Pan. will not wiſh-it. What, is this the Lady 
My Brother writes to me to take? | 


Beſ. And pleaſe your Grace this is ſhe: Charge, will 
you come near the Princeſs? _ 
Pan. You're welcome from your Country, and this 
Land ſhall ſhewunto youall the kindneſs that I can make 
itz what's your Name? $a. Thaleſtris. 

Pan. You're very welcome, you have got a Letter to 
put you to me, that has power enough to place mine 


nemy here; then much more you that are ſo far from 
being ſo to me that you ne'er ſaw me. 


Beſ. Madam, I dare paſs my word for her Truth. 
Spa. My Truth? (ſteal? 


* 


Beſ. I cannot tell, Servants are ſlippery, but I dare 
give my word for her; and for Honeſty, ſne came alon 
with me, and many favours ſhe did me by the way, but 
by this light none but what ſhe might do with Modeſty, 
to a Man of my Rank. | 

Pan. Why Captain, here's no body thinks otherwiſe. 
- Bef. Nay, if you ſhould, your Grace may think your 


- 


in all that way, if ever I touch'd any bare of her above 


Sa. Above my Knee ? h 
Beſ. No, you know I did not, and if any Man will 
ſay, I did, this Sword ſhall anſwer; Nay, Vil defend 
the Reputation of my Charge whilſt I live: Your Grace 
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ſhall underſtand I am ſecret in theſe buſineſſes, and know 
how to defend a Lady's Honour. 
$a. I hope your Grace knows him ſo well already, 1 


ſhall not nced to tell you he's vain and fooliſh. 


Beſ. Ay, you may call me what you pleaſe, but I'll defend 
your good Name againſt the World; an fo I take my 
leave of your Grace, and of you my Lord Protector; I 
am likewiſe glad to ſee your Lordſhip well. 5 

Bac. O Captain Beſſus, I thank you, I would ſpeak 
with vou anon. | 

Beſ. When you pleaſe, I will attend your Lordſhip. 

Bac. Madam, I'Il take my leave too. 

Pan. Good Bacurius. [ Exeunt Beſ. and Bac. 

Gob. Madam, what writes his Majeſty to you? 

Pan. O my Lord, the kindeſt words, I'll keep em 
whilſt J live, here in my Boſom, there's no art in 'em, 
they lie diſordered in this Paper, juſt as hearty Nature 
ſpeaks 'em. > 

Gob. And to me he writes what tears of Joy he ſhed 
to hear how you were grown in every Virtue's Way, and 
Fo all thanks to me, for that dear care which [ was 

ound to have in training you, there is no Princeſsliving 
that enjoys a Brother of that worth. fy 

Pan. My Lord, no Maid longs more for any thing, 
And feels more heat and cold within her Breaſt, 


Than 1 do now, in hopes to ſee him. 


G3b. Yet I wonder much 
At this he writes, he brings along with him 
A Husband for you, that ſame Captive Prince, 
And if he loves you, as he makes a ſhew, 
He will allow you freedom in your Choice. 
Pan. And ſo he will my Lord, I warrant you, he will 
but offer, and give me the power to take or leave. 
Gob. Truſt me, were I a Lady, I could not like that 
Man were bargain'd with before I choſe him. ” 
Pan. But J am not built on ſuch wild Humours, if I 
find him worthy, he is not leſs becauſe he's off r'd. 
Spa. Tis true, he is not, would he would ſecm leſs. 
Gab. I think there's no Lady can affect 
Another Prince, your Brother ſtanding by; = 
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He doth eclipſe Mens Virtues ſo with his. 
Sa. I know a Lady may, and more I fear 
Another Lady will. Pan. Would I might ſec him. 
Gob. Why ſo you ſhall, my buſineſſes are great, 
I will attend you when it is his pleaſure to ſee you. 
Pan. I thank you, good my Lord. 
Gob. You will be ready, Madam. [ Exit Goh. 
Pan. Yes. | | | 
Spa. I do beſeech you Madam, ſend away 
Your other Women, and receive from me 
A few {ad Words, which ſet againſt your Joys 


May make em ſhine the more. 
Pan. Sirs, leave me all. [ Exennt Women. 
Pa. I kneel a Stranger here to beg a thing 

Unfit for me to ask, and you to grant ; 

*Tis ſuch another ſtrange ill- laid Requeſt, 

As if a Beggar ſhould intreat a King 

To leave his Scepter and his Throne to him, 

And take his Rags to wander o'er the World 

Hungry and cold. | 
Pan. That were a ſtrange Requeſt. 
Spa. As ill is mine. Pan. Then do not utter it. 
Spa. Alas tis of that Nature, that it muſt 

Be utter'd, ay, and granted, or I die: 

I am aſham'd to ſpeak it; but where Life 

Lies at the Stake, I cannot think her Woman, 

That will not take ſomething unreaſonably to hazard ſa- 

ving of it: I ſhall ſeem a ſtrange Petitioner, that wiſhall 

ill to them I beg of, e' er they give me ought; yet ſol 

muſt :I would you were not fair, nor wiſe, for in your 

Ill conſiſts my Good: If you were Fooliſh, you would 

hear my Prayer, if foul, you had not power to hinder 

me, he would not love you, 
Pan. What's the meaning of it ? 


Spa. Nay, my Requeſt is more without the bounds 

Of Reaſon yet: For *tis not in the powir 

Of you to do, what I would have you grant. | 
Pan. Why then tis idle, pray thee ſpeak it out. 
Spa. Your Brother brings a Prince into this Land, 

Of ſuch a noble Shape, ſo ſweet a Grace, 


So 
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8o full of Worth withal, that every Maid 
That looks upon him, gives away her ſelf 
To him for ever; and for you to have 
He brings him: And ſo mad is my demand 
That I deſire you not to have this Man, 
This excellent Man, for whom you needs muſt die, 
If you ſhould miſs him. I do now expect 
| You ſhould laugh at me. 
Pan. Truſt me 1 could weep rather, for I have found 
In all thy words a ſtrange disjointed Sorrow. (love him. 
Spa. Tis by me his own defire fo, that you would not 
Pan. His own deſire! Why credit me Thaleftris, 
I am no common W ooer : If he ſhall wooe me, his Worth 
may be ſuch, that I dare not ſwear I will not love him; 
but if he will ſtay to have me wooe him, I will promiſe 
thee he may keep all his Graces to himſelf, and fear no 
raviſhing from me. 1 
Sa. Tis yet his own Deſire, but when he ſees your 
Face, I fear it will not be; therefore I charge you as 
you have Pity, ſtop theſe tender Ears from his enchant- 


ing Voice, cloſe up thoſe Eyes, that you may neither 


catch a Dart from him, nor he from you; I charge you 
as you hope to live in quiet; for when I am Dead, for 


certain I will walk to viſit him if he break Promiſe with 


me: For as faſt as Oaths without a formal Ceremony can 
make me, I am to him. 
Pan. Then be fearleſs; | 
For if he were a thing 'twixt God and Man, 
I could gaze on him; if I knew it Sin 
To love him without Paſſion : Dry your Eyes, 
I ſwear you ſhall enjoy him {till for me, 
1 will not hinder you; but I perceive 
You are not what you ſeem, riſe, riſe Thaleſtris, 
If your right Name be ſo. 3 : 
Spa. Indeed it is not, ꝓaconia is my Name; but I de- 
ſire not to be known to other. | 


Pan. Why, by me you ſhall not, I will never do you 


wrong, what good I can, I will: Think not my Birth or 
Education ſuch, that I ſhould injure a Stranger Virgin; 
you are welcome hither, in company you wiſh to be 


come 
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commanded, but when we are alone, I ſhall be ready 
to be your Servant. RNs [ Exeunt, 
Enter three Men and aWoman. © 
1 Man. Come, come, run, run, run. 
2 Man. We ſhall out- go her. 
3 Manu. One were better be hang'd than carry out Wo- 
men fidling to theſe Shews. Mom. Is the King hard by? 
1 Man. Y ou heard he with the Bottles ſaid, he thought 
we ſhould come too late: What abundance of People here 
Wom. But what had he in thoſe Bottles? (is? 
3 Man. I know not. 
2 Man. Why, Ink, goodman Fool. 
Man. Ink, what to do? 1 
I Man. Why the King, look you, will many times cal! 
for theſe Bottles, and break his Mind to his Friends. 
Worms. Let's take our places, we ſhall have no room elle. 
2 Man. The Man told us he would walk o' Foot 
through the People. 3 Man. Ay marry did he. 
1 Man. Our Shops are well look'd to now. 
2 Man. 'Slite, yonder's my Maſter, I think. 
1 Man, No 'tis not he. | FI 
Enter Philip with two Citizens Wives. 
1 Cit. Lord, how fine the Fields be, what ſweet living 
tis in the Country ! _. Hi. 
2 Cit, Ay poor Souls, God help em; they liv as con- 
tentedly as one of us. 5 
1 Git. My Husband's Couſin would have had me gone 
into the Country laſt Vear; wert thou ever the? 
2 Cit. Ay, poor Souls, I was amongſt 'em once. 
1 Cit. And what kind of Creatures are they, for love of 
2 Cit. Very good People, God help 'em. (God? 
dt. Wilt thou go down with me this Summer when 
am brought to Bed? | 
2 Cit. Alas, it is no place for us. 
1 Cit. Why, pray thee? 1 1 
2 Cir. Why you can have nothing there, thete's no 
body cries Brooms. 1 Cir. No? 
2 Cit. No truly, nor Milk. | 4 
it. Nor Milk, how do they? 


* 2 Cit. 


VA 
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2 Cit. They are fain to milk themſelyes ith? Country. 
1 Cit. Good Lord! but the People there, I think, Will 
be very dutiful to one of us. 

2 Cit. Ay God knows will they, and yet they do not 
eatly care for our Husbands. 

1 Crt. Do they not? Alas! I' good faith I cannot blame 


them: For we do not greatly care for them our ſelyes, 
Philip, I pray chuſc us a place. 


Phil. There's the beſt, Forſooth. 
1 Cit. By your leave good People a little, 
3 Man. What's the matter? 


Phil. I pray you, my Friend, do not thruſt my Miſtreſs 
ſo, ſhe's with Child. 


2 Man. Let her look to her ſelf then, has ſhe not had 
ſhowing enough yet? If ſhe ſtay ſhouldring here, ſhe 
may haps go home with a Cake in her Belly. 


3 Man, How now, N Squitter-breech, why do 
you lean on me? Phil. Becauſe Iwill. 


3 Man. Will you, Sir ſawce-box? 
1 Gt. Look if one ha' not {truck Philip, come hither 
BN did he ſtrike thec? 
Phil. For leaning on him. | 
Re 8 Why didit thou lean on him? 
Phil. I did not think he would have ſtruck me. 
1 Ct As God fave me la thou'rt as wild as a Buck, 


there's ih quarrel but thou'rt at one end or other on't. 


F Man. It's at the firſt end then, for he'll near ſtay the 
alt. | | 


1 Cit. Well ſlip-ſtring, J (hall meet with you. 
pe. When you will. 

1 Ct. I'll give a Crown to meet with you. 

3 Man. At a Bawdy-houſe. . 

1 Ct. Ay you're full of your Roguery ; but if I do 
meet you it ſhall coſt me a fall. 
Flouriſh. Enter one running. | 


4 Man. The King, the King, the King. Now, now, 
now, Sow. OT | | f 


5 Entgr Arbaces, Tigranes, and Mardonius. 

All. God preſerve your Majcſty. 1 

Arb. I thank you all, now are my joys at full, when 
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I behold you ſafe, my loving Subj 83 ou I grow. 

tis your united 3 lifts me do che ew a Ade 

account that I can render you for all the Love you have 

beſtowed on me, all your Expences to maintain my War 

is but a little word, you will imagine tis ſlender Payme a 

yet tis ſuch a word, as is not to be bought but with 

your Bloods, tis Peace. | 

All. God preſerve your Majeſty. 

Arb. Now you may live ſecurely i'your Towns, 
Your Children round about you; may fit | 

Under your Vines, and make the miſeries 

Of other Kingdoms a Diſcourſe for you, 

And lend them Sorrows for your ſelves, you may 

_ Safely forget there are ſuch things as Tears ; 

And you may all, whoſe good thoughts I have gain'd, 


Hold me unworthy, when I think my Life 
A Sacrifice too great to keep you thus 
In ſuch a calm Eſtate. 
All. God bleſs your Majeſty. = 
Arb. See all good People, I have brought the Man, 
whoſe very Name you fear'd, a Captive home; behold 


him, tis T7granes; in your Heart ſing Songs of Gladnels, 


and Deliverance. ; 

1 Ct. Out upon him. . 

2 Git. How he looks. „ 

3 Wom. Hang him, hang him. * 

Mar. Theſe are ſweet People. ; 

Tigr. Sir, you do me wrong, to render me a ſcorned 
Spectacle to common People. 

Arb. It was ſo far from me to mean it ſo: I I have 
ought deſerv d, my loving Subjects, let me beg of you, 
not to revile this Prince, in whom there dwells all Worth 
of which the Name of Man is capable; Valour beyond 
compare; the terror of his Name has ſtreteh'd it ſelf 
where- ever there is Sun; and yet for you I fought with 
him ſingle, and won him too; I made his Valour ſtoop, 
and brought that Name ſoar'd to ſo unbeliev'd a freight, 
to fall beneath mine: this, inſpir'd with all your Loves, 
I did perform, and will for your Content, be cver ready 
for a greater work. * 


— 


All. The Lord bleſs your Majeſty. 

Tigr. So he has made me amends now with a Speech 
in commendation of himſelf: I would not be fo vain- 
glorious: | T ig 

Arb. If there be any thing in which I may 
Do good to any Creature, here ſpeak out; 

For I muſt leave you: And it troubles me, 

That my Occaſions for the good of you, 

Are ſuch as call me from you: elſe, my Jo 

Would be to fpend my Days among you all 

You ſhew your Loves in theſe large Multitudes 

That come ro meet me, I will pray for you, 

Heay'n proſper you, that you may know old Years, 
And hve to fee your Childrens Children fit 

At your boards with Plenty : When there is 

A want of any thing, let it be known 

To me, and I will be a Father to you: 

God keep you all. 
[ HFlbouriſb. Exeunt Kings and their Train. 


All. God bleſs your Majeſty, God bleſs your Majeſty. 


1 Man. Come, ſhall we go? All's done. 

Wom. Ay, for God's ſake, 1 have not made a fire yet. 

2 Man. Away, away, all's done. Dh 

3 Man, Content: farewel, Philip. 

1 Cit. Away you Halter-ſack you. 

2 Man. Philip will not fight, he's afraid on's Face. 

Phil. Ay marry, am I afraid of my Face? 

3 Man. Thou wouldſt be, Philip, if thou ſaw'ſt it in a 
Glaſs; it looks fo like a Viſor. 

| Rb a, [ Exeunt the 3 Men, and Woman. 
1 Cz. You'll be hang'd, Sirrah : Come, Philip, walk 

before us homewards; did not his Majeſty ſay he had 
brought us home Peaſe for all our Mony? 

2 Cit. Yes marry did he. 125 


1 Ct. They're the firſt heard of this Vear by my troth, 


3 for ſome of em: Did he not ſay we ſhould have 
ome? © 

2 Cit, Yes, and ſo we ſhall anon I warrant you have 
every one a peck brought home to our Houſes. 
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To have her Husband choſen to her Hands. 


She is my Sitter. 


I durſt not let her know when you were hurt: 


She kept her Chamber, wept, and could not eat, 
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A I. 
Euter Arbaces, and Gobrias. 


Arb. M V Siſter take it ill? _ 
 Gob. Not very ill, Wo 
Something unkindly ſhe does take it, Sir, 


22 — UN 


Arb. Why, Gobrias, let her, I muſt have her know 
my Will and not her own muſt govern her : What, will 
ſhe m with (ome Slave at home? 3 

Geb. O ſhe is far from any ſtubbornneſs, you much 
miſtake her, and no doubt will like where you wouid 
have her; but when you behold her, you will be loth to 
part with ſuch a Jewel. | I 

Arb. To part with her? Why Gobrias, art thou mad? 


Gob. Sir, I know ſhe is: But it were pity to make 

poor our Land, with ſuch a Beauty to enrich another. 
Arb. Piſh, will ſhe have him? ne 

Gob. I do hope ſhe will not; I think ſhe will, Sir. 

Arb. Were ſhe my Father and my Mother too, and 
all the Names for which we think folks Friends, the 
ſhould be forc'd to have him when know tis fit: Iwill 
not hear her ſay ſhe's loth. 

Gob. Heav'n bring my Purpoſe luckily to paſs, you 
know tis juſt; ſhe will not need conſtraint ſhe loves youſo. 

Arb. How does ſhe love me? Speak. 

Gob. She loves you more than People love their Health, 
that live by Labour; more than I could love a Man that 
died for me, if he could live again” 

Arb. She is not like her Mother then. 

Gob. O no, when you were in Armenia, 


For at the firſt on every little ſcratch 


Till you were well; and many times the News 
Was ſo long coming, that before we heard 
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She was as near her Death, as you your Health. 
Arb. Alas poor Soul, but yet ſhe muſt be rub'd; 
I know not how I ſhall requite her well. 
long to ſee her, have you ſent for her, 
To tell her I am ready? Gob. Sir, IJ have. 
Enter 1 Gentleman and Tigranes. 
1 Gent. Sir, here is the Armenian King. 
Arb. He's welcome. 
1 Gent. And the Queen Mother and the Princeſs 
wait without. 
Arb. Good Gobrias bring 'em in. [ Exit Gobrias. 
Tigranes, you will think you are arrived _ 
In a ſtrange Land, where Mothers caſt to oyfon 
Their only Sons; think you you ſhall be AT 
Tigr. Too ſafe I am, Sir. | 
Enter Gobrias, Arane, Panthea, Spaconia, Bacurius, 
Mardonius, Beſſus, and two Gentlemen. 
Ara. As low as this I bow to you, and would 
As low as is my Grave, to ſhew a Mind 
"Thankful for all your Mercies. Arb. O ſtand up, 
And let me knee], the Light will be aſham'd 
To ſee Obſervance done to me by you. 
Ara, You are my King. 
Arb. You are my Mother, riſe ; 
As far be all your Faults from your own Soul, 
As from my Memory; then you ſhall be 
As white as Innocence her ſelf. Ara. I came 
Only to ſhew my Duty, and acknowledge 
My Sorrows for my Sins; longer to ſtay 
Were but to draw Eyes more attentively 
Upon my Shame; that Pow'r that kept you ſafe 
From me, preſerve you ſtill. | | 
Arb. Yourown deſires ſhall be your guide. Exit Arane. 
Pan. Now let me die, ſince I have ſeen my Lord the 
Return in Safety. I have ſeen all good that Life (King 


Can ſhew me; I have ne'er another wiſh 
For Heav'n to grant, nor were it fit I ſhould; 
For I am bound to ſpend my Ape to come, 
In A that this was granted me. 
Gab. Why does not your Majeſty ſpeak? 
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198 A King, and no King. 
Arb. To whom? 9b. To the Princeſs. 
Pan. Alas, Sir, I am fearful, you do look 

On me, as if I were ſome loathed thing, 

'Fhat you were finding out a way to ſhun. 
Gob. Sir, you ſhould ſpeak to her. Arb. Ha? 
Pan. I know I am unworthy, yet not ill-arm'd, wit, 

which Innocence here I will kncel, till I am one with 

Earth, burl will gain ſome words and kindnelsfrom yo, 
Tigr. Will you ſpeak, Sir? 
Arb. Speak, am I what I was? 

What art thou that doſt creep into my Breaſt, 

And dai'ſt not ſee my Face? thew forth thy (clf : 

I feel a pair of fiery Wings diſplay'd ; 

Hither, from hence; you ſhall not tarry there, 
Up, and be gone, if thou be'ſt Love be gone: 
Or I will tear thee from my wounded Breaſt, 
Pull thy lov'd Down away, and with thy Quill 
By this right Arm drawn from thy wonted wing, 
Write to thy laughing Mother i'thy Blood, 
That you are Pow'rs bely'd, and all your Darts 
Are to be blown away, by Men reſolv'd, 

Like duſt; I know thou fear'ſt my words, yay. 

Tier. O Miſery! Why ſhould he be fo flow 


There can no falihood come of loving her; 
Though I have given my Faith; the is a thin 

Both to be lov'd and ferv'd beyond my Faith: 

would he would preſent me to her quickly. 
Pan. Will you not ſpeak at all? Are you ſo far 

From kind Words? Vet to ſave my Modeſty, 

That muſt talk till you anſwer, do not ſtand 

As you were dumb, ſay ſomething, though it be 

Poiſon'd with Anger, that it may ſtrike me Dead. 

Mar. Have you no Life at all? For Manhood fake 
Let her not kneel, and talk neglected thus; 

A Tree would find a Tongue to anſwer her, 
Did ſhe but give it ſuch a lov'd Reſpect. 

Arb. You mean this Lady: Lift her from the Earth; | 
why do you let her kneel ſo long? Alas, Madam, your 
Beauty uſes to Command, and not to Beg. What is 
your Suit to me? It ſhall be granted, yet the time is * 
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and my Affairs are great: But where's my Siſter? I bade 
ſhe ſhould be brought. 
Mar. What, is ſhe mad? 
Arb. Gobrias, where is ſhe ? 
Gob. Sir. Arb. Where is ſhe, Man? 
Gob. Who, Sir? Es - | WS 
Arb. W ho, haſt thou forgot my Siſter ? 
© Gob. Your Siſter, Sir? 
Arb. Your Siſter, Sir? Some one that hath a Wit, 
Anſwer, where is ſhe? Gob. Do you not ſee her there? 
Arb. Where? Gob. There. 
Arb. There, where? 
Aar. S'light, there, are you blind ? 
Arb. Which do you mean, that little one? 
Gob. No, Sir. 5 | "> 
Arb. No, Sir? Why, do you mock me? I can ſee 
No other here, but that petitioning Lady. 
Gob. That's ſhe. Arb. Away. 
Gob. Sir, it is ſhe. 
Arb. Tis falſe. Gob. Is it? 
Arb. As Hell, by Heav'n, as falſe as Hell, 
My Siſter: Is ſhe dead? If it be ſo, 
Speakboldly to me; for I am a Man, 
And dare not quarrel with Divinity; 
And do not think to cozen me with this: 
I 2 all are mute and ſtand amaz'd, 
Fearful to anſwer me; it is too true, 
A decreed inſtant cuts off ev'ry Life, 
For which to mourn, is to repine; ſhedy'd 
A Virgin, though more innocent than Sheep, 
As clear as her own Eyes, and Bleſſedneſs 
Eternal waits upon her where ſhe is: 3 
1 know ſhe could not make a wiſh to change 1 
Her State for new, and you ſhall ſee me bear 
My Croſſes like a Man; we all muſt die, 
And ſhe hath taught us how. 
Gob. Do not miſtake, 5 
And vex your ſelf for nothing; for her Death 
Is a long Life off, I hope : Tis ſhe, 
And if my Speech deſerve not Faith, lay Death 
Upon me, and my lateſt words ſhall force 4 
FT N 2 
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180 A King, and no Ring. 
A credit from you: | 

Arb. Which, good Gobrias? That Lady doſt thay 

Gob. That Lady Sir, (mean 
She is your Siſter, and ſhe is your Siſter # 

That loves you fo, 'tis ſheis for whom I weep, 
To ſee you uſe her thus. Arb. It cannot be. 
Tigr. Piſh, this is tedious, 
I cannot hold, I mult preſent my (elf, 
And yet the ſight of my Saconia 7 
Touches me, as a ſudden Thunder-clap 
75 one that is about to ſin. Arb. Away, 

o more of this; here | pronounce him Traitor, 
The direct Plotter of my Death, that names 
Or thinks her for my Siſter, tis a Lie, 

The moſt malicious of the World, invented 

To mad your King; he that will ſay ſo next, 

Let him draw out his Sword and ſheath it here, 

It is a Sin fully as pardonable: 

She is no kin to me, nor ſhall ſne be; 

If ſhe were ever, I create her none: 

And which of you can queſtion this? My pow'r 

Is like the Sea, that is to be obey'd, 

And not dif, uted with: I have decreed her 

As far from haying part of Blood: with me, 

As the nak'd Indians; come and anſwer me, 

He that is boldeſt now; is that my Siſter ? 
Mar. O this is fine. | LE 

Beſ. No marry, ſhe is not, an't pleaſe your Majeſt), 
I never thought the was, ſhe's nothing like you. 

Arb. No tis true, ſhe is not. 

Mar. Thou ſhou'dft be hang'd. : 

Tan. Sir, I will ſpeak but once; by the ſame pow'r 
You make my Blood a Stranger unto yours, 
You may command me dead, and fo much Love 
A Stranger may importune, pray/you do; 

It this Requeſt appear too eco grant, 
Adopt me of ſome other Family, „ 
By your unqueſtion'd word; elſe I ſhall live 

Like ſinful Iſſues that are left in Streets 
Ey their regardleſs Mothers, and no Name 
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Will be found for me. 
Arb. 1 will hear no more, 
Why ſhould there be ſuch Muſick in a Voice, 
And Sin for me to hear it? All the World 
May take delight in this, and 'tis Damnation 
For me to do ſo: Vou are Fair, and Wiſe, 
And Virtuous I think, and he is bleſt 
That 1s ſo near you as a Brother is; 
But you are nought to me but a Diſeaſe ; 
Continual Torment without hope of eaſe; 
Such an ungodly Sicknels I have got, 
That he that undertakes my Cure, muſt firſt 
O'erthrow Divinity, all Moral Laws, 
And leave Mankind as unconfin'd as Beaſts, 
Allowing 'em to do all Actions 
As freely as they drink when they deſire, 
Let me not hear you ſpeak again; yet ſec 
| ſhall but languith for the want of that, 
The having which would kill me: No Man here 
Offer to ſpeak for her; for I conſider 
As much as you can ſay; I will not toil 
My Body and my Mind too, reſt thou there, 
Here's one within will labour for you both. 
Pan. I would I were palt ſpeaking. 
Gob. Fear not Madam, 
The King will alter, 'tis ſome ſudden Rage, 
And you thall ſee it end ſome other way. 
Pan. Pray Heav'n it do. 
Tig. Though ſhe, to whom Iſwore, be here, I cannot 
Stifle my Paſſion longer; if my Father 
Should riſe again diſquieted with this, 
And charge me to forbear, yet it would out. 
Madam, a Stranger, and a Pris'ner begs , 
Tobe bid welcome. Pan. You are welcome, Sir, 
[ think, but if you be not, tis paſt me 
To make you ſo: For I am here a Stranger 
Greater than you; we know from whence you come, 
But I appear a loſt thing, and by whom 
I; yet uncertain, found here i'th* Court, 
And only ſuffer'd to walk up and down, 


As 
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As one not worth the owning. Sa. O, I fear 
Tigranes will be caught, he looks, methinks, 

As he would change his Eyes with her; ſome help 
There is above for me, I hope. 

Tigr. Why do you turn away, and weep ſo fall, 
And utter things that miſ-become your Looks, 
Can you want owning? Sa. O tis certain ſo. 
Tigr. Acknowledge your felf mine. 

Arb. How now? 

Tigr. And then ſee if you want an Owner. 

Arb. They are talking 

Tigr. Nations ſhall own you for their Queen. 

Arb. Tigranes, art not thou my Priſoner ? 

Tigr. lam. Arb. And who is this? 

Tigr. She is your Siſter. | Arb. She is fo. 

Mar. Is ſhe ſo again? that's well. (with her? 

Arb. And then how dare you offer to change words 

Tigr. Dare do it! Why? You brought me hither, Sir, 
To that intent. Arb. Perhaps I told you fo, 

If I had ſworn it, had you ſo much Folly 

To credit it? The leaſt word that ſhe ſpeaks 
Is worth a Life; rule your diſorder'd Tongue, 

Or I will temper it. $4. Bleſt be the Breath. 

Tigr. Temper my Tongue! Such Incivilities 
As theſe no barbarous People ever knew : 

A You break the Laws of Nature, and of Nations; 
You talk to me as if I were a Priſoner | 

For Theft: My Tongue betemper'd? I mult ſpeak 

If Thunder check me, and I will. 

Arb. You will? Sa. Alas my Fortune, 

Tigr. Do not fear his Frown, dear Madam, hear me. 
Arb. Fear not my Frown? But that twere baſe in me 
To fight with one I know can o'ercome, 

Again thou ſhouldft be conquer d by me. 
Mar. He has one Ranſome with him already; methinks 
Twere good to fight double, gr quit. 

Arb. Away with him to Priſon: Now Sir, ſce 
If my Frowns be regardleſs; Why delay you? 
Seiſe him Bacurius, you ſhall know my word 
Sweeps | ke a Wind, and all it grapples with, 1 

| re 
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Are as the Chaff before it. Tigr. Touch me not. 
Arb. Help there. Tigr. Away. 
1 Gem. It is in vai to ſtyuggle. 
2 Gent. You muſt be fof&d. | 
Bac. Sir, you muſt pardon us, we muſt obey. 
Arb. Why do you dally there? Drag him away 
By any thing. Bac. Come Sir. 


* Tigr. Juſtice, thou oughr'ftto give me ſtrength enough 


To ſhake all theſe off; This is Tyranny, 
Arbaces, ſubtler than the burning Bulls, 
Or that fam'd Tiran's Bed. Thou mightſt as well 


| Search i' th' deep of Winter through the Snow 


For half ſtarv'd People, to bring home with thee, 
To ſnew 'em Fire, and ſend 'em back again, 
As uſe me thus. | 

Arb. Let him be cloſe, Bacurius. | Exeunt Tigr. and Bac. 

Sa. I ne'er rejoyc'd at any ill to him, 
But this Impriſonment: What ſhall become 
Of me forſaken? Gob. You will not let your Siſter 
Depart thus diſcontented from you, Sir? 

Arb. By no means Gobrias, I have done her wrong, 
And made my ſelf believe much of my ſelf, 
'T hat 1s not in me: You did kneel to me, 

Whilſt I ſtood ſtubborn and regardleſs by, 

And like a God incenſed, gave no Ear 

To all your Prayers: Bchold, I kncel to you, 

Shew a Contempt as large as was my own, 

And I will ſuffer it, yet at rhe laſt forgive me. 
Pan. O you wrong me more in this, 


Than in yourRage you did: You mock me now. 


Arb. Never forgive me then, which is the worſt 
Can happen to me. Pan. If you be in earneſt, 
Stand up and give me but a gentle Look, 

And two kind Words, and I ſhall be in Heav'n. 
Arb. Riſe you then to hear; I acknowledge thce 
My Hope, the only jewel of my Life, 
The beſt of Siſters, dearer than my Breath, 
A happineſs as high as I could think; 
And when my Actions call thee otherwiſe, 
Perdition light upon me. Pan. This is better 
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184 A King, and no King. 8 
Than if you had not frown'd, it comes to me, 
Like Mercy at the Block, and when I leave 
To ſerve you with my Lifgg your Curſe be with me. 
Arb. Then thus I do ſalttte thee, and again, 
To make this knot the ſtronger; Paradiſe 
Is there: It may be you are yet in doubt, 
This third kiſs blots it out——1 wade in Sin, 
And fooliſhly intice my ſelf along; 
Take her away, ſee her a Priſoner 
In her own Chamber cloſely, Gobrias. 
Pan. Alas Sir, why? 
Arb. 1 muſt not ſtay the Anſwer, do it. 
Gob. Good Sir. Arb. No more, do it I ſay. 
Mar. This is better and better. 
Pan. Yet hear me ſpeak. 
Arb. 1 will not hear you ſpeak. 
Away with her, let no Man think to ſpeak 
For ſuch a Creature; for ſhe is a Witch, 
A Priſoner, and a Traitor. | 
Gob. Madam, this Office grieves nme. 
Pan. Nay, 'tis well the King is pleaſed with it. 
Arb. Beſſus, go you along too with her; I will prove 
All this that I have faid, if I may live 4 
So long; but I am deſperately ſick, 8 
For ſhe has given me Poyſon in a Kiſs; 
She had't betwixt her Lips, and with her Eyes 
She witches People: Go without a word. 
[ Exeunt Gob. Pan. Beſ. and Spaconia. 


Why ſhould you that have made me ſtand in War 


Like Fate it ſelf, cutting what Threads I pleas'd, 
Decree ſuch an unworthy end of me, - 
And all my Glories? What am 1, alas, 


That you oppoſe me? If my ſecret Thoughts 


Have ever harbour'd Swellings againſt you 
They could not hurt you, and it is in you 
To give me Sorrow, that will render me 
Apt to receive your Mercy; rather ſo, 

Let it be rather ſo, than puniſh me 
With ſuch unmanly Sins: Inceſt is in me 


That 


> 


That pulls it thence, where art Mardonius? 

Mar. Here Sir. PT 

Arb. pray thee bear me if thou canſt, 
Am I not grown a ſtrange weight? 

Mar. As you were. Arb. No heavier? 

Mar. No Sir. Arb. Why, my Legs 
Refuſe to bear my Body; O Mardonius, 
Thou haſt in Field beheld me, when thou know'ſt 
I could have gone, though I could never run. 

Mar. And fo I ſhall again. 

Arb. O no, tis palt. 

Mar. Pray you go reſt your ſelf. 

Arb. Wilt thou hereafter when they talk of me, 
As thou ſhalt hear nothing but Infamy, 
Remember ſome of thoſe things ? | 

Mar. Yes will. 

Arb. I pray thee do: For thou ſhalt never ſee me fo 
again. [ Exennt. 

„ Enter Beſſus es 

Beſ. They talk of Fame, I have gotten it in the Wars; 
and will afford any Man a reaſonable penny-worth: Some 
will ſay, they could be content to have it, but that it is to 
be atchiev'd with danger; but my Opinion is otherwiſe: 
For if I might ſtand ſtill in Cannon-proof, and have Fame 
fall upon me, I would refuſe it: My Reputation came prin- 
cipally by thinking to run away, which no Body knows 
but Mardonius, and I think he conceals it to anger me. 
Before I went to the Wars, I came to the Town a young 
Fellow, without Means or Parts to deſerve Friends; and 
my empty Guts perſwaded me to Lie, and abuſe People for 
my Meat, which I did, and they beat me: Then would I 


faſt two Days, till my Hunger cry'd out on me, Rail (till, 


then methought I had a monſtrous Stomach to abuſe em 
. again, and did it. In this State I continu'd till they hung 
me up by th' Heels, and beat me wr' haſle Sticks, as if they 
would have baked me, and have cozen'd ſome Body wi' me 


for Veniſon; After this I rail'd, and eat quietly: For the 


whole Kingdom took notice of me for a baffld whipr Fel- 
low, and what I ſaid was remembred in Mirth but never in 


Mar 
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| 5 
Anger, of which I was glad; I would it were at that pa; 
again. After this, Heav'n calls an Aunt of mine, that leſt 
two hundred d in a Couſm's Hand for me, Who 
taking me to be a gallant young 1 5 raiſed a Com. 
pany for me with the Mony, and ſent me into A, 
menia with em: Away I would have ran from them, 
but that I could get no company, and alone I durſt not 
run. I was never at Battel but once, and there I was 
running, but Mardomns Cudgeb'd me; yet I got looſe 
at laſt, but was ſo afraid, that I ſaw no more than my 
Shoulders do, but fled with my whole Company amongſt 
my Enemies, and overthrew 'em: Now the report of 
my Valour is come over before me, and they ſay I was 
a raw young Fellow, but now lam improv'd, a plague on 
their Eloquence, twill coſt me many a beating; And Mar- 
donius might help this too, if he would; for now they 
think to get honour on me, and all the Men I have a- 
bus'd call me freſhly worthily, as they call it by the way 


of Challenge. 

e Enter 4 Gentleman. 
Gent. Good morrow, Captain Beſſus. 
Beſ. Good morrow, Sir. 
Gent. I come to ſpeak with you. 

Beſ. Youre very welcome. 5 

Sent. From one that holds himſelf wrong'd by you 
ſome three Years ſince: Your worth he ſays is fam'd, and 
he doth nothing doubt but you will dohim right, as be- 
ſeems a Soldier. Beſ. A Pox on'em, fo they cry all. 
Gent. And a ſhght Note 1 have about me for you, 
for the delivery of which you mult excuſe me; it is an 

Office that Friendſhip calls upon me to do, and no way 

offenſive to you; fince I defire but right on both ſides. 

Beſ. Tis a Challenge Sir, is it not? 

Gem. *Tis an inviting to the Fiel. 
 Bef. An inviting? G Sir your Mercy, what a Comple- 
ment he delivers it with? He might as agreeable to my 
Nature preſent me Poiſon with ſuch a Speech: Um um 
um Reputation, um um um call you to account, um um 
um forc'd to this, um um um with my Sword, um um 

um like a Gentleman, um um um dear to me, um um um 


Satil⸗ 


” a. 
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Satisfaction: Tis very well Sir, I do accept it, bur he 
muft await an Anſwer this thirteen Weeks. 
| Gent. Why Sir, he would be glad to wipe off his 
Stain as ſoon as he could 
 Beſ. Sir upon my credit I am already ingag'd to two 
hundred and twelve, all which muft have their ftains 
wip'd off, if that be the word, before him. _. 
Gent. Sir, if you be truly ingag'd but to one, he ſhall 
ſtay a competent time. g's A, ho 

- Beſ. Upon my faith Sir, to two hundred and twelve, 
and I have a ſpent Body, too much bruis'd in Battel, fo 
that I cannot fight, I muſt be plain, above three Combats 
a Day: All the kindneſs I can ſhew him, is to ſer him re- 
ſolvedly in my Row], the two hundred and thirteenth 
Man, which is ſomething, for I tell you, I think there 
will be more after him, than before him, I think fo; 
pray you commend me to him, and tell him this. 

em. I will Sir, good Morrow to you. 
| [Exit Gentleman. 

Beſ. Good morrow good Sir. Certainly my ſafeſt way 
were to print my ſelf a Coward, with a diſcovery how [I 
came by my Credit, and clap it upon every Poſt; I have re- 
ceived above thirty Challenges within this two Hours, 
marry all but the firſt I put off with ingagement, and b 
good Fortune, the firſt is no madder of fighting than l, ſo 
that thatẽ's referred; the place where it muſt be ended is four 
days Journey off, and our Arbitrators are thefe: He has 
cholena Gentleman in Travel, and I have a ſpecial Friend 
with a quartain Ague, like to hold him this five Vears, 
for mine: And when his Man comes home, we are to ex- 
pect my Friend's Health: If they would find me Challenges 
thus thick, as long as Iliv'd, I would have noother living; 
I can make ſeven Shillings a day o th' Paper tothe Grocers: 
Vet I learn nothing by all theſe but a little skill in compa- 
ring of Stiles. I do find evidently, that there is ſome one 
Scrivener in this Town, that has a great hand in writing of 
Challenges, for they are all of a cut, and ſix of em in a 
hand; and they all end, my Reputation is dear to me, and ! 
muſt require Sitisfaction. Who's there? MorePaper I hopez 
no, tis my Lord Bacurius, I fear all is not well — us. 

uter 
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ä Enter Bacurius. DE 
Bac, Now Captain Beſſus, 1 come about a frivolous 
matter, caus'd by as idle a Report: You know you were 
a Coward. Beſ. Very righ ty | 

Bac. And wrong'd me. 

Beſ. True my Lord. 

Bac. But now People will call you Valiant, deſertleſſy 1 
think, yet for their ſatisfaction, I will have you fight with 

Beſ. O my good Lord, an os Engagements. (me. 
Bac. Tell not me of your Engagements, Captain Beſ- 
ſus, it is not to be put off with an excuſe : For my own 
part, I am none of the multitude that believe your Con- 
verſion from Coward. : i 

Beſ. My Lord, I ſeek no Quarrels, and this belongs 
not to me, I am not to maintain it. 

Bac. Who then pray? 

Beſ. Beſſus the Coward wrong'd you. Bac. Right. 

Beſ. And ſhall Beſſus the Valiant, maintain what Be/- 
ſus the Coward did? r 

Bac. I pray thee leave theſe cheating Tricks, I ſwear 
thou ſhalt fight with me, or thou ſhalt be beaten ex- 
treamly, and kick'd. 


oy 
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Beſ. Since you provoke me thus far my Lord, I wil 
fight with you, and by my Sword it ſhall coſt me twenty 
0. but I will have my Leg well a Week ſooner pur- 

Olely. r N 
N Bac. Your Leg? Why, what ails your Leg? I'll do 
a Cure on you, ſtand up. 4 

Beſ. My Lord, this is not Noble in you. 

Bac. What doſt thou with ſuch a Phraſe in thy Mouth? 

I will kick thee out of all good Words before I leave thee. 

Beſ. My Lord, Itake this as a Puniſhment for the Oi- 
fence Laid when I was a Coward. 

Bac. When thou wert? Confeſs thy ſelf a Coward 
ſtill, or by this Light, I'll beat thee into Spunge. 
Beſ. Why Fam one,. +; 

Bac. Are you ſo Sir? And why do you wear a Sword 
then? Come unbuckle. Beſ. My Lord. 

Bac. Unbuckle I ſay, and give it me, or as I live thy 
Head will ake extreamly. 2 . 

ä Beſ 
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Beſ. It is a pretty Hilt, and if your Lordſhip take an 
Affection to it, with all my Heart I preſent it to you for 
4 _— jo 18 , 

Bac. Ithank you very heartily, ſweet Captain, farewel. 

Beſ. One word more, I beſeech your Lordſhip to ren- 
der me my Knife again. „ 

Bac. Marry by all means Captain ; cheriſh your ſelf 
with it, and eat hard, good Captain; we cannot tell 
whether we ſhall have any more ſuch. Adieu dear Cap- 
tain. RAN” Nac. 

Beſ. 1 will make better uſe of this, than of my Sword: 

A baſe Spirit has this vantage of a brave one, it keeps al- 

ways at a ſtay, nothing brings it down, not beating. I 

remember I promis'd the King in a great Audience, that 
I would make my Back- biters eat my Sword to a Knife; 
how to get another Sword I know not, nor know an 
means left for me to maintain my Credit, but Impudence: 
therefore I will out-ſwear him and all his Followers, that 
this is all that's left uneaten of my Sword. [Exit Beſſus. 
| Enter Mardonius, 
Mar. I'll move the King, he is molt ſtrangly alter'd; 
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1 gueſs the cauſe I fear too right, Heav'n has ſome ſecret 
end in't, and tis a ſcourge no queſtion juſtly laid upon 
him: he was followed me through twenty Rooms; and 
ever when I ſtay to wait his command, he bluſhes like a 
Girl, and looks upon me, as if Modeſty kept in his buſi- 
neſs: ſo turns away from me, but if I go on, he follows 
me again. | | | 


3 8 Euter Arbaces. 
See, here he is. I do not uſe this, yet I know not how, 
I cannot chuſe but weep to ſee him; his very Enemies 
Ithink, whoſe W ounds have bred his Fame, if they ſhould 
ſee him now, would find Tears i'their Eyes. 

Arb. 1 cannot utter it, why ſhould I keep 
A Breaſt to harbour Thoughts I dare not ſpeak? 
Darkneſs is in my Boſom, and there lie 
A thouſand Thoughts that cannot brook the Light: 
How wilt thou vex em when this deed is done, 
Conſcience, that art afraid to let me name it? 


Mar. How do you Sir? 


Arb. 
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Arb. Why very well Mardowns, how doſt thou do 
Mar, Better than you, 1 fear. 
Arb. 1 hope thou art; for to be plain with thee, 
Thou art in Hell elſe : Secret ſcorching Flames 
That far tranſcend Farthly material Fires 
Are crept into me, and there 1s no cure. 
Is it not ſtrange Mardonius, there's no cure? 5 
Mar. Sir, either I miſtake, or there is ſomething hid 
That you would utter to me, 
9 So there is, but yet I cannot do it. 
Mar. Out with it Sir, if ou dangerous, I will not 
ſhrink to do you Service, I {hall not eſteem my Life a 
weightier matter than indeed it is, I know it is ſubject 
to more Chances than it has hours, and I were better loſe 
it in my King's cauſe, than with an Ague, or a Fall, or 
ſleeping, to a Thief; as all theſe are probable enough: let 
me — know what I ſhall do for you. SOA. 
Arb. It will not out: Were you with Gobrias, 
And bad him give my Siſter all Content 
The Place affords, and give her leave to ſend 
And ſpeak to whom ſhe pleaſe? 
Mar. Ves Sir, I was. | 
Arb. And did you to Bacurius ſay as much 
About Tigraues? Mar. Ves. 
Arb. That's all my Buſineſs. 
Mar. I ſay not ſo, 9 
You had an Anſwer of this before; 
Beſides I think this Buſineſs might 
Be utter'd more careleſly. Ry | 
Arb. Come thou ſhalt have it out; I do beſeech thee 
By all the love thou haſt profeſt to me, Bt 
To ſee my Siſter from me. N 
Mar. Well, and what? Arb. That's all. 
Mar. That's ſtrange, I ſhall fay nothing to her ? 
Arb. Not a word; © 
But if thou lov'ſt me, find ſome ſubtil way 5 
To make her underſtand by ſigns. | 
Mar. But what ſhall I make her underſtand ? 
Arb. O Mardonius, for that I muſt be pardon'd. 
Mar. You may, but I can only ſee her then. 


A.. 


a 
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Arb. Tis true; 

Bear her this Ring then, and 

On more advice, thou ſhalt ſpeak to her: 

Tell her I do love my Kindred all : wilt thou? 

Mar. Is there no more? 2 

Arb. O yes, and her the beſt; 

Better than any Brother loves his Siſter : Thar's all. 

Mar. Methinks this need not have been deliver'd with 
ſuch a caution; I'll do it. 

Arb. There is more yet, 

Wilt thou be faithful to me? 

Mar. Sir, if I take upon me to deliver it, after I hear it, 
I'll paſs through Fire to do it. 

Arb. I love her better than a Brother ought; 
Doſt thou conceive me? 
Mar. | hope you do not, Sir. 

Arb. No, thou art dull, kneel down before her, 

Andne'er riſe again, till ſhe will love me. 

Mar. Why, I think ſhe doe. 

Arb. But better than ſhe does, another way 
As Wives love Husbands. 

Mar. Why I think there are few Wives that love their 
Husbands better than ſhe does you. 

Arb. Thou wilt not underſtand me: Is it fit 
This ſhould be utter'd plainly ? take it then 
Naked as it is: I woulddeſire her Love 
Laſciviouſly, lewdly, inceſtuouſly, 

Todo a Sin that needs muſt damn us both; 
And thee too: Doſt thou underſtand me now? 

Mar. Yes, there's your Ring again; what have I done 
Diſhoneſtly in my whole Life, name it, 
That you ſhould put ſo baſe a Buſineſs to me? 

Arb. Didſt thou not tell me thou wouldſt do it? 

Mar. Ves, if I undertook it; but if all 
My Hairs were Lives I would not be engag'd 
In ſuch a caſe to fave my laſt Life. 


Arb. O guilt! ha how poor and weak a thing art thou? 


This Man that is my Servant, whom my Breath 

Might blow upon the World, might beat me here 

Having this cauſe ; whilſt I, preſt down with 5 
5 2 oul 
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fender for any Crime. For my ſelf, I find my Heart too 


For every wicked Act, yet who does know 


_  Beſ. The Sword is eaten. 


have not brought it to this; what, do you think 1 lic? 


mies are Cutlers, come leave the King. 


- 
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Could not reſiſt him: hear Mardonius 

It was a Motion miſ-befceming Man, 

And I am ſorry for it. +46 ww 
Mar. Heav'n grant you may be ſo : you muſt under. 
ſtand, nothing that you can utter, can remove my Loye 
and Service from my Prince. But otherwiſe, I think! 
ſhall. not love you more. For you are ſinful, and if you 
do this Crime, you ought to have no Laws. For after 
this, it will be great Injuſtice in you to puniſh any Of- 


big : I feel I have not Patience to look on whilſt you 
run theſe forbidden courſes. Means I have none but 
your Favour, and I am rather glad that I ſhall loſe 'em 
both together, than keep em with ſuch Conditions; I 
ſhall find adwelling amongſt ſome People, where though 
our Garments perhaps be. courſer, we ſhall be richer far 
within, and harbour no ſuch Vices in em: the Gods pre- 
ſerve and mend you. HAS 5 

Arb. Mardonius, ſtay Mardonins, for though 
My preſent State requires nothing but Knaves 
To be about me, ſuch as are prepar'd 


But that my loathed Fate may turn about, 
And I have uſe for honeſt Men again? 
I hope I may, I prethee leave me not. 
Ener Beſſus. 
Beſ. Where is the King? Adar. There. 
Beſ. An't pleaſe your Majeſty, there's the Knife. 
Arb. What Knife? | 8 


Mar. Away you Fool, the King is ſerious, 
And cannot now admit your Vanities. rs 
Beſ. Vanities! I'm no honeſt Man, if my Enemies 


Arb. No, no, tis well Beſſus, tis very well, l'm glad on't. , 
Mar. If your Enemies brought it to this, your Enc- 


Beſ. Why, may not Valour approach him? 

Mar. Yes, but he has Affairs; depart, or I ſhall be 
ſomething unmannerly with you, Fl 
10 | . h. 
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Arb. No, let him ſtay Mardonius, let him ſtay, 
I have occaſion with him very weighty, 
And I can ſpare you now. Mar. Sir? 
Arb. Why I can ſpare you now. 7 371 
Beſ. Mardonius give way to theſe State Affairs. 
Mar. Indeed you are fitter for this preſent purpoſe. 

a | Exit Mar. 
Arb. Beſſus, 1 ſhould imploy thee, wilt thou do't ? 
Beſ. Do't for you? by this Air I will do any thing with- 

out Exception, be it a good, bad, or indifferent thing. 
Arb. Do not ſwear. , 

Beſ. By this Light but I will, any thing whatſoever. 
A:b. But I ſhall name the thing, 
— Thy Conſcience will not ſuffer thee to do. 
Beſ. TI would ſain hear that thing. | 
Arb. Why I would have thee get my Siſter for me; 
Thou under ſtandſt me, in a wicked manner. | 
Beſ. O you would have a Bout with her? 
11 do't, I'll do't, i'faith. 
Arb. Wilt thou, do'ſt thou make no more on't? 
Beſ. More? no, why is there any thing elſe? if there 
be, it ſhall. be done too. FE of 
Arb. Haſt thou no greater ſenſe of ſuch a Sin? 
Thou art too wicked for my Company, 
Though I have Hell within me, thou may'ſt yet 
Corruptime further: pray thee anſwer me, 
How do I ſhew to thee after this motion? <7 5 
Beſ. Why your Majeſty looks as well in my Opinion, 
As ever you did ſince you were born. | 
Arb. But thou appear'ſt to me, after thy grant, 
The uglieſt, loathed, deteſtable thing 
That I ever met with. Thou haſt Eyes 
Like the flames of Sulphur, which methinks do dart 
Infection on me, and thou haſt a Mouth 
Enough to take me in, where there do ſtand 
Four rows of Iron Teeth. NJ : 7 
Beſ. ] feel no ſuch thing, but 'tis no matter how I look, 
111 do my bufincſs as well as they that look better, and 
when this is diſpatch'd, if you have a mind to your Mo- 
ther tell me, and you ſhall ſce I'll ſet it hard. 
Yor. I. 0 Arb. 
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Arb. My Mother! Heav'n forgive me to hear this; 
Lam inſpir'd with horror: now I hate thee 
Worſe than my Sin, which if I could come by 
Should ſuffer Death Eternal, ne'er to riſe 
In any Breaſt again. Know I will die 
Languiſhing mad, as I reſolve I ſhall, 
| Fer I will deal by ſuch an Inſtrument: 
Thou art too ſinful to imploy in this; 
Out of the World. away. 
Beſ. What do you mean, Sir? 


Arb. Hung round with Curſes, take they fearful flight 


Into the Deſarts, where mongſt all the Monſters 
If thou find' ſt one fo beaſtly as thy ſelf, 


Thou ſhalt be held as innocent. Beſ. Good Sir. 
Arb. If there were no ſuch Inſtruments as thou, 

We Kings could never act ſuch wicked deeds: 

Seek out a Man that mocks Divinity, ; 

That breaks each Precept both of God and Man, 

And Nature's too, and does it without Luſt, 

Meerly becauſe it is a Law, and good, 

And live with him: for him thou canſt not ſpoil. 

Away I fay, 1 will not do this ſinn. Exit Beſſus 

PI preſs it here, till it do break my Breaſt, 

It heaves to get out, but thou art a fin, 

And pight 0 Torture I will keep thee in. * [ Exit, 


th. 


— 
——_ 


— 


. 
Euter Gobrias, Panthea, and Spaconia. 


Gob. AVE you written, Madam? 
Pan. Yes, good Gobrias. 
Gob. And with a kindneſs, and ſuch winning words 

As may provoke him, at one inſtant fee! 
His double fault, your wrong, and his own raſhneſs? 
Pan. I have ſent words enough, if words may win him 
From his diſpl-aſure; and ſuch words I hope, 
As ſhall gain much upon his Goodneſs, Gabrias. 

Yet fearing they are many, and a Woman's, 
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A poor Belief may follow, I have woven 
as many Truths within 'em to ſpeak for me, 
That if he but be gracious, and receive m. 
Gob. Good Lady be not fearful, though he ſhould not 
Give you your preſent end in this, believe it, 
You fall feel, if your Virtue can induce you 
To labour on't, this Tempeſt which I know, 
Is but a poor Proof *gainſt your Patience: 
All thoſe Contents, your Spirit will arrive at, 
Newer and {weeter to you; your Royal Brother, 
When he ſhall once collect himſelf, and ſee 
How far he has been aſunder from himſelf; 
What a meer Stranger to his golden Temper: _ 
Muſt from thoſe Roots of Virtue, never dying, 
Though ſomewhat ſtopt with humour, ſhoot again 
Into a thouſand Glories, bearing his fair Branches 
High as our hopes can look at, ſtraight as Juſtice, 
Loaden with ripe Contents; he loves you dearly, 
know it, and I hope I need not farther 
Win you to underſtand it. Pan. I believe it. 
But howſoever, I am ſure I love him dearly : 
So dearly, that if any thing I write 
For my enlarging ſhould beget his Anger, 
Heav'n be a Witneſs with me and my Faith, 
I had rather live intomb'd here. 5 
Gob. You ſhall not feel a worſe ſtroke than your Grief, 
I am ſorry 'tis ſo ſharp, I kiſs your Hand, 
And this Night will deliver this true Story, 
With this Hand to your Brother. 
Pan. Peace go with you, you area good Man. ¶ Exit Gob. 
My Spaconia, why are you ever fad thus? | 
Spa. O dear Lady. | : 
Pan. Prethee diſcover not a way to Sadneſs, 
Nearer than I have in me, our two Sorrows _- 
Work like two eager Hawks, who ſhall get higheſt ; 
How ſhall I leſſen thine? for mine, I fear, 
Is eaſter known than cur'd, 
a. Heav'n comfort both, 
And give you happy ends, however I 
Fall in my ſtubborn Fortunes. | 5 
O > Pan. 
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Pan. This but teaches | 
How to be more familiar with our Sorrows; 
That are too much our Maſters : Good Spaconia 
How ſhall J do you Service? 
Spa. Nobleſt Lady, 
You make me more a Slave ſtill to your Goodneſs, 
And only live to purchaſe 'Thanks to pay you, 
For that is all the Buſineſs of my Life : Now 
| will be bold, ſince you will have it ſo, 
To ask a noble Favour of you; 
Pan. Speak it, tis yours, for from ſo ſweet a Virtue, 
No ill demand has iſſue. . 
Sa. Then ever virtuous, let me beg your will 
13 helping me to ſee the Prince Tigrants, 
With whom I am equal Priſoner, if not more. 
Pan. Reſerve me to a greater end, Spaconta ; 
Bacurius cannot want ſo much good manners 
As to deny your gentle Viſitation, 8 
1 hough you came only with your own Command. 
Spa. I know they will deny me, gracious Madam, 
ZB ing a Stranger, and fo little fam'd, 
So utter empty of thoſe Excellencies 
1 hat tame Authority z but in you, ſweet Lady, 
All theſe are natural; beſide, a Pow'r 
Deriv'd immediate from your Royal Brother, | 
W hole leaſt Word in you may command the Kingdom. 
Pan. More than my Word Spaconia, you ſhall carry, 
For fear it fail you. | 
Spa. Dare you truſt a Token??? 
Madim I fear I am grown too a bold Beggar. 
Pan. You are a pretty one, and truſt me Lady 
It joys me, I ſhall do a good to you, 
Though to my ſelf I never ſhall be happy: 
Here, take this Ring, and from me as a Token 
Deliver it; I think they will not ſtay you: 
So all your own defires go with you, Lady, 
. Spa. And {wzert Peace to your Grace. 
Pan. Pray Heav'n I find it. | Exennt+ 
2 Enter Tigranes, in Priſon. | 
Tigr. Fool that I am, I have undone my ſelf, "EW 
| n 
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And with my own Hand turn'd my Fortune round. 
That was a fair one: I have childiſhly 
Plaid with my Hope ſo long, till I have broke it, 
And now too late I mourn for't; O Spacomta ! . 
Thou haſt found an even way to thy Revenge now, 
Why didſt thou follow melike a taint Shadow, + 
To wither my Deſires? But wretched Fool, 
Why did I plant thee *rwixt the Sun and me, 
To make me freeze thus? Why did I pre'er her 
To the fair Princeſs? O thou Fool, thou Fool, 
Thou Family of Fools, live like a Slave ftill; 
And in thee bear thine own Hell and thy Torment, , 
Thou haſt deſery'd : Couldſt thou find no Lady 
But ſhe that has thy hopes to put her to, 
And hazard all thy Peace? None to abuſe, 
But ſhe that loy'd thee ever? poor Spaconia, 
And ſo much lov'd thee, that in Hon*{ly os 
And Honour thou art bound to meet her Virtues : 
She that forgat the greatneſs of her Griet 
And Miſeries, that muſt follow ſuch mad Paſſions, 
Endleſs and wild as Women; ſhe that for thee, 
And with thce, leit her Liberty, her Name, 
And Country; you have paid me equal, Heav'ns, 
And ſent my own Rod to correct me with; 
A Woman: for Inconſtancy I'll ſuffer; 
Lay it on, Juſtice, till my Soul melt in me 
For my unmanly, beaſtly, ſudden doting 
pon a new Face; after all my Oaths 
any a ſtrange ones, 
I fecl my old Fire flame again and burn 
So ſtrong and violent, that ſhould I ſee her 
Again, the Grief and that would kill me. 
Enter Bacurius and Spaconia. 
Bac. Lady, your Token 1 acknowledge, you may paſs; 
There is the King. N | 
9a. I thank your Lordſhip for it. [ Exit Pac. 
Tigr.Shecomes,ſhe comes,Shame hide me ever fromher, 
Would I were bury'd, or ſo far remov'd 
Fight might not Bad me out, I dare not ſee her. 


Spa. Nay never hide your ſelf; or were you hid 
n * 
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Where Earth hides all her Riches, near her Center; 
My wrongs without more day would light me to you: 
I muſt ſpeak e'cr I die; were all your Greatneſs 
Doubled upon you, you're a perjur'd Man, 

And only mighty in your Wickednefs 
Of wronging Women. Thou art falſe, falſe Prince; 
I live to fee it, poor Spacoma lives x 

To tell thee thou art falſe; and then no more; 

She lives to tel] thee thou art more unconſtant, 
Than all ill Women ever were together. 

Thy Faith is firm as raging Over-flows, 

@hat no Bank can command, as laſting 

As Boys gay Bubbles, blown ith” Air and broken: 
The Wind is fixt to thee; and ſooner ſhall 

The beaten Mariner with his ſhrill whiſtle 

Calm the loud murmur of the troubled Main, 

And {trike it ſmooth again; than thy Soul fall 

Jo have peace in Love with any: Thou art all 
That all good Men muſt hate; and if thy Story 
Shall tell ſucceeding Ages what thou wert, 

O let it ſpare me in it, leſt true Lovers, 

In Pity of my wrong, burn thy black Legend, 

And with their Cui, ſhake thy ſleeping Aſhes. 
Tigr. Oh! oh! 

5a. The Deſtinics, I hope, have pointed out 
Our Ends, that thou maiſt die for Love, 

Though not for me; for this aſſure thy ſelf, 

The Princeſs hates thee deadly, and will ſooner 

Be won to marry with a Bull, and ſafer, 

Than ſuch a Beaſt as thou art. I have ſtruck, 

I tear, too deep; beſhrow me for't; Sir, 

This Sorrow works me like a cunning Friendſhip, 
Into the ſame Piece with it; tis aſham'd, 

Alas, I have been too rugged : Dear my Lord, 

I am ſorry I have ſpoken any Thing, 

Indeed I am, that may add more reſtraint 

To that too much you have; Good Sir, be pleas'd 
To think it was a Fault of Love, not Malice 
And do as I will do, forgive it Prince. 

do, and can forgive the greateſt Sins 
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To me you can repent of; pray believe. 

Tigr. O my Spaconia! O thou virtuous Woman! 

$a. No more, the King, Sir. 
Enter Arbaces, Bacurius, and Mardonius. 

Arb. Have you been careful of our noble Priſoner, 
That he want nothing fitting for his Greatneſs? 

Bac. I hope his Grace will quit me for my care, Sir. 
Arb. Tis well. Royal Tigrancs, Health. . 
Trer. More than the ſtrictneſs of this place can give, Sir, 
I offer back again to great Arbaces. 

Arb. We thank you, worthy Prince, and pray excuſe us, 
We have not ſeen you ſince your being here, 
I hope your noble Uſage has been cqual 
With your own Perſon: Your Impriſonment, 
If it be any, 1 dare ſay is eaſie, 
And ſhall not laſt two days. 

Tier. I thank you; 

My uſage here has been the ſame it was, 
Worthy a Royal Conqueror. For my Reſtraint, 
It came unkindly, becauſe much unlook'd for 
But I muſt bear it. 

Arb. What Lady's that? Bacurius? 

Bac. One of the Princeſs Women, Sir. 

Arb. 1 fear'd it, why comes ſhe hither? 

Bac. To ſpeak with the Prince Iigranes, - 

Arb. From whom, Bacurins ? 

Bac, From the Princeſs, Sir. 

Arb. I knew I had ſcen her. 

Mar. His Fit begins to take him now again, | 
Tis a ſtrange Feaver, and twill ſhake us all anon, I fear, 
Would he were well cur'd of this raging Folly: 
Give me the Wars, where Men are mad, and may talk 

what they liſt, and held the braveſt Fellows; this pelting 
prating Peace is good for nothing: Drinking's a Virtus 
to t. | 5 

Arb. 1 ſce there's Truth in no Man, nor Obedience, 

But for his own Ends: Why did you let her in? 


Bac. It was your own Command to bar none from 
him; beſides, the Princeſs ſent her Ring, Sir, for my 


Warrant, e | 
O14 3 Ard. 
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Arb. A Token to Tigranes, did ſhe not? 
Sir, tell truth. Bac. 1 do not uſe to lie, Sir, 
"Tis no way I eat, or live by, and I think 
This is no Token, Six = 
Mar. This Combat has undone him: If he had been 
well beaten, he had been temperate; I ſhall never ſee 
him handſome again, till he have a Horſe-man's Staff 
yok'd thorow his Shoulders, or an Arm broken with a 
Bullet. 
Arb. ] am trifled with. Bac. Sir? 
Arb. J know it, as I know thee to be falſe. 
Mar, Now the clap comes. 
Bac. You never knew me fo, Sir, I dare ſpeak it, 
And durſt a worſe Man tell me, though my better — 
Mar. Tis well ſaid, by my Soul. | 
Arb. Sirrah, you anſwer as you had no Life. 
Bac. That I tear, Sir, to loſe nobly. 
Arb. I ſay, Sir, once again. | 
Lac. You may ſay what you pleaſe, Sir, 
Would I might do fo. | 
Arb. 1 will, Sir, and ſay openly, this Woman carries 
Letters, by my Life 1 know ſhe carrics Letters, this Wo- 
man does it. 7 
Mar. Would Beſſus were here to take her aſide and 
ſearch her, ho would quickly tell you what ſhe carried, Sir. 
Ab. have found it out, this Woman carries Letters. 
Mar. If this hold, 'twill be an ill World for Bawds, 
Chamber-maids and Poſt-boys. I thank Heav'n I have 
none but his Letters Patents, things of his own inditing. 
Arb. Prince, this cunning cannot dot. 
Tizr. Do what, Sir? I reach you not. 


Tg.. Serve my turn, Sir? 

Arb. Ay. Sir, it ſhall not ſerve your turn. 

Tor. Be plainer, good Sir., _ . A 
Arb. This Woman ſhatl carry no more Letters back 
to your Love Pantbeaz, by Heav'n ſhe ſhall not, I fay 
ſhe ſhall not. N 9 

Mar. This wou'd make a Saint ſwear like a Soldier. 

Pizr. This beats me more, King, than the blows you 
gave me. . | Arb. 
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Arb. Take 'em away both, and together let them 
Priſoners be, ſtrictly and cloſely kept, or Sirrah, your 
Life ſhall anſwer it, and let no Body ſpeak with 'em 
hereafter. hy * 

Tigr. Well, I am ſubject to you, 

And muſt indure theſe Paſſions: 

This is the Imrriſonment I have look'd for always. 

And the dearer place | would chuſe. | 
a | | [ Exennt Tigr. Spa, Pac. 

Mar. Sir, you have done well now. 
Arb. Dare you reprove it? Mar. No. 
Arb. You muſt be croſſing me. 
Mar. I have no Letters, Sir, to anger you, 5 

But a dry Sonnet of my Corporal's 

To an old Suttler's Wife, and that I'll burn, Sir. 

"Tis like to prove a fine Age for the Ignorant. 

Arb. How dar'ſt thou ſo often forfeit thy Life? 

Thou know'ſt tis in my Power to take it. 

Mar. Ves, and know you wo' not, or if you do, you'll 
miſs it quickly. 8 | 
Arb. Why? | 
Mar. Who ſhall tell you of theſe childiſh Follies 

When Jam dead? Who ſhall put to his Power 

To draw thoſe Virtues out of a flood of Humours, 

When they are drown'd, and make em thine again? 

No, cut my Head off: 5 
Then you may talk, and be believed, and grow worle, 

And have your too ſelf-glorious Temper rot 

Into a deep Sleep, and the Kingdom with you, 

Till foreign Swords be in your Throats, and Slaughter 

Be every where about you like your Flatterers. 

Do, kill me, . 
Arb. Prithee be tamer, good Mardonius, 

Thou know'ſt I love thee, nay I honour thee, 

Believe it good 01d Soldier, 1 am thine; 

But I am rack*d clean from my ſelf, bear with me, 

Woot thou bear with me, my Mardonius ? 

SOIL Enter Gobrias. (temperate, 
Mar, There comes a good Man, love him too, he's 
_ You may live to have need of ſuch a Virtue, 

_ Rage is not ſtill in Faſhion, | Ab. 
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Arb. Welcome good Gobrias. | 
Gob. My Service and this Letter to your Grace. 
Arb. From whom? ; | 
Gob. From the rich Mine of Virtue and Beauty, 
Your mournful Siſter. | 53 
Arb. She is in Priſon, Gobrias, is ſhe not? | 
Goh. She is, Sir, till your pleaſure to enlarge her, 
Which on my Knees I beg. Oh tis not fit, 
That all the Sweetneſs of the World in one, 
The Youth and Virtue that would tame wild Tygers, 
And wilder People, that have known no Manners, 
Should live thus cloiſter'd up; for your Loves ſake, 
If there be any in that noble Heart, x 
To her a wretched Lady, and forlorn, _ 
Or for her Love to you, which is as much 
As Nature and Obedience ever gave, . 
Have pity on her Beauties. 
Arb. Pray thee ſtand up; Tis true, ſhe is too fair, 
And all theſe Commendations but her own, 
Mould thou haſt never ſo commended her, 
Or J ne'er liv'd to have heard it, Gobrias ; | 
If thou but know'ſt the wrong her Beauty does her, 
Thou wouldft in pity of her be a Liar; 
Thy Ignorance has drawn me wretched Man, 
— Whither my ſelf nor thou can'ſt well tell: O my Fate! 
I think ſhe loves me, but I fear another = LY 
Is deeper in her Heart: How think'ſt thou, Gobrias? 
'  Gob. I do beſeech your Grace believe it not, (ter. 
For let me periſh if it be not falſe. Good Sir, read her Let- 
Mar. This Love, or what a Devil it is 1 know not, 


begets more Miſchief than a Wake. I had rather be well 


beaten, ſtarv'd, or lowſie, than live within the Air on't. 
He that had ſeen this brave Fellow charge through a 
Grove of Pikes but t'other day, and look upon him now, 
will ne'er believe his Eyes again: If he continue thus but 
two days more, a Taylor may beat him with one Hand 
tied behind him. 
Arb. Alas, ſhe would be at liberty. 
And there be a thouſand Reaſons Gobrias, 
Thouſands that wall deny t: a 
| | | Which 
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Which if ſhe knew, ſhe would contentedly 
Be where ſhe is: And bleſs her Virtues for it, | 
And me, though ſhe were cloſer, ſhe would, Gobras, 
Good Mah indeed ſhe would. - . i 

Gob. Then, good Sir, for her Satisfaction, 
Send for her, and with Reaſon make her know 
Why ſhe mult live thus from you. 

Arb. I will; go bring her to me. [ Exennt, 

Enter Beſſus, two Sword-men, and a Boy. 

Beſ. You're very welcome both; ſome Stools Boy, 
And reach a Table; Gentlemen o'th' Sword, 
Pray fit without more Complement; be gone Child. 


I have been curious in the ſearching of you, 


Becauſe I underſtand you wiſe and valiant Perſons. 
1 Sw. We underſtand our ſelves, Sir. 

Beſ. Nay, Gentlemen, and dear Friends o'th' Sword, 
No Complement I pray, but to the Cauſe a 
I hang upon, which in few, is my Honour. 

2 Sw. Youcannot hang too much, Sir, for your Honour, 
But to your Cauſe. . 

Beſ. Be wiſe, and ſpeak Truth, my firſt doubt is, 
My beating by my Prince. . 

I Sw, Stay there a little, Sir, do you doubt a beating? 
Or have you had a beating by your Prince? | 

Beſ. Gentlemen o'th' Sword, my Prince has beaten me. 

2 Sw. Brother, what think you of this caſe ? 

1 Sw. If he has beaten him, the caſe is clear. 

2 Sw. If he have beaten him, I grant the caſe; 
But how? We cannot be too ſubtil in this buſineſs, 
I fay, but how? a | | 

_ Beſ. Even with his Royal Hand. 

1 Sw. Was it a blow of Love, or Indignation? 

Beſ. Twas twenty blows of Indignation, Gentlemen, 
Beſides two Blows o'th' Face. (on't, 

2 Sw. Thoſe blows o'th* Face have made a new Cauſe 
The reſt were but an horrible Rudeneſs. 

I Sw. Two blows o'th' Face, and given by à worſe 
Man, I muſt confeſs, as the Sword-men ſay, had turn'd. 
the buſineſs: Mark me, Brother, by a worſe Man - But 
peing by his Prince, had they been ten, and 9 ten 
2 9 os | n rawn 
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drawn Teeth, beſides the hazard of his Noſe for e 
all this had been but Favours: This is my flat Opi 
which I'll die in. n 

2 Sw. The King may do much, Captain, believe it; for 
had he crack'd your Scull through, like a Bottle, or broke 
a Rib or two with toſſing of you, yet you had loſt no 
Honour: This is ſtrange you may imagine, but this is 
Truth now, Captain. e 

Beſ. I will be glad to embrace it, Gentlemen; 

But how far may he ſtrike me? 

1 Sw. There is another: A new Cauſe riſing from the 
time and diſtance, in which I will deliver my Opinion: 
He may ſtrike, bear, or cauſe to be beaten: For theſe 
are natural to Man: Your Prince, I ſay, may beat you, 
ſo far forth as his Dominion reacheth, that's for the di- 
ſtance ; the time, ten Miles a day, I take it. 

3 S, Brother, you err, tis fifteen Miles a day, 
His ſtage is ten, his beatings are fiften. 
Beſ. Tis the longeſt, but we Subjects muſt 
1 Sw. Be ſubject to it; you are wile and virtuous. 
Beſ. Obedience ever makes that noble ule on't, 
To which I dedicate my beaten Body; 5, 
I muſt trouble youa little further, Gentlemen o'th' Sword. 

2 Sw. No trouble at all to us, Sir, if we may 
Profit your Underſtanding, we are bound « 

By vertue of our Calling to utter our Opinions, 
Shortly, and diſcreetly. | 

Beſ. My foreſt buſineſs is, I have been kick'd, 

2 Sw. How far, Sir? 85 

Beſ. Not to flatter my ſelf in it, all over, my Sword 
forc'd, but not loſt ; for diſcreetly TI rendred it, to fave that 
Imputation. | EN! ; | 

1 Sw. It ſhew'd Diſcretion, the beſt part of Valour. 

2 Sw. Brother, this is a pretty cauſe, pray ponder ont; 
Our Friend here has been kick c. 
oo; , e, rm 

2 Sw. Sorely he ſays: Now, had he ſet down here 
Upon the meer kick, 't had been Cowardly. | 

1 Sw. I think it had been Cowardly indeed. 

2 Sw. But our Friend has redeem'd it, in delivering | 

24 5 118 
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His Sword without Compulſion ; and that Man 
That took it of him, I pronounce a weak one, 5 
And his Kicks Nullities. 
se ſhould have kick'd him after the delivering, 
Which is the confirmation of a Coward. 53 5 

1 Sw. Brother, I take it, you miſtake the Queſtion; 
For, ſay that I were kick d. | | 

2 Sw. 1 muſt not ſay ſo; - ; | | 
Nor I muſt not here it ſpoke by the Tongue of Man. 
You kick'd, dear Brother: You're merry. _— 

1 Sw. But put the Caſe I were kick'd? | 

2 Sw. Let them put it that are things weary of their 
Lives, and know not Honour; put the Caſe you were 

1 Sw. I do not ſay I was kick d. (kick'd? 

2 Sw. Nor no ſilly Creature that wears his head without 
a Caſe, his Soul in a Skin- coat: You kick'd, dear Brother? 

Beſ. Nay Gentlemen, let us do what we ſhall do, 
Truly and honeſtly; good Sirs to the queſtion. 

19. Why then I ſay, ſuppoſe your Boy kick'd,Captain? 
2 Sw. The Boy may be ſuppos'd is liable. 
1 Sw. A foolith forward zeal, Sir, in my Friend; 
But to the Boy, ſuppoſe the Boy were kick d. 
Beſ. I do ſuppoſe it. 
1 Sw. Has your Boy a Sword? | 
 Beſ. Surely no; I pray ſuppoſe a Sword too. 

1 Sw. Ido ſuppoſe it; you grant yourBoy was kick'dthen. 

2 Sw. By no means Captain, let it be ſuppoſed ſtill; 
the word Grant, makes not for us. 

I Sw. I fay this muſt be granted. 

2 Sw. This muſt be granted, Brother? | : 

1 Sw. Ay, this muſt be granted. 

2 Ip, Still this muſt? 

I Sw. I fay this muſt be granted. (palter. 

2 Sw. Ay, give me the muſt again, Brother, you 

1 9. I will not hear you, Waſp. 

2 Sw. Brother, I ſay you palter, the Muſt three times 
together; I wear as ſharp Steel as another Man, and my 
Fox bites as deep, muſted, my dear Brother. 

But to the cauſe again. 


Beſ. Nay look you Gentlemen, 
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2 Sw. Ina word, I ha' done. 
1 Sw. A tall Manbut intemperate, tis great pity; 
Once more ſuppoſe the Boy kick d. 2 Sw. Forward. 
1 Sw. And being thorowly kick'd, laughsat the Kicker. 
2 Sw. So much for us; proceed. | 
1 Sw. And in this beaten Scorn, as I may call it, 
Delivers up his Weapon; where lies the Error? 
Beſ. It lies i'th' beating Sir, I found it four days ſince. 
2 Sw. The Error, and a ſore one as I take it, 
Lies in the thing kicking. a 
Beſ. 1 underſtand that well, tis ſo indeed Sir. 
1 Sw. That is according to the Man that did it. 
2 Sw. There ſprings a new Branch, whoſe was the Foot? 
Beſ. A Lord's. Ws 
1 Sw. The cauſe is mighty, but had it been two Lords, 
And both had kick'd you, if you laugh, tis clear. 
Beſ. 1 did laugh, 
But how will that help me, Gentlemen? 
2 Sw. Yes, it ſhall help you if you laugh'd aloud. 
Beſ. As loud as a kick d Man could laugh, I laught Sir. 
1 Sw. My Reaſon now, the valiant Man is known 
Buy ſufftring and contemning; you have 
Enough of both, and you are valiant. 
2 Sw. If he be ſure he has been kick'd cnough: 
For that brave ſufferance you ſpeak of Brother, 
Conſiſts not in a beating and away, 
But in a cudgell'd Body, from eighteen 
To eight and thirty; in a Head rebuk'd „ 
With Pots of all ſize, degrees; Stools, and Bed-ſtaves; 
This ſhows a valiant Man. | 
 Beſ. Then Iam valiant, as valiant as the proudeſt, 
For theſe are all familiar things to me; | 
Familiar as my Sleep, or want of Mony, 
All my whole Body's but one bruiſe with beating, 
I think I have been Cudgell'd with all Nations, 
And almoſt all Religions. | 
2 Sw. Embrace him Brother, this Man is valiant. 
I know it by my ſelf, he's valiant. 
Sw. Captain thou art a valiant Gentleman, 
To bide upon, a very valiant Man. 
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| Beſ. My equal Friends o' th' Sword, I muſt requeſt 
your Hands to this. 2 Sw. Tis fit it ſhould be. 
Beſ. Boy, ger me ſome Wine, and Pen and Ink within: 
Am I clear, Gentlemen? | 
1 Sw. Sir, the World has taken notice what we have done, 
Make much of your Body, for I'll pawn my Steel, 
Men will be coyer of their Legs hereafter. 2 0 
Beſ. 1 muſt requeſt you go along and teſtify to the Lord 
Bacurius,whoſeF oot has ſtruck me, how you find myCauſe. _ 
2 Sw. We will, and tel! that Lord he muſt be rul'd, 1 
Or there are thoſe abroad, will rule his Lordſhip. ¶ Exeunt. | 
Enter Arbaces at one Door, and Gobrias and Panthea 
— another. 
Gob. Sir, here's the Princeſs. 
Arb. Leave us then alone, 
For the main cauſe of her Impriſonment 
Muſt not be heard by any but her ſelf. [ Exit Gob. 
You're welcome Siſter, and would to Heav'n 
I could fo bid you by another Name: 
If you above love not ſuch Sins as theſe, 
Circle my Heart with Thoughts as cold as Snow 
To quench theſe riſing Flames that harbour here. 
Pan. Sir, does it pleaſe you I ſhould ſpeak? 
Arb. Pleaſe me? 
Ay, more than all the art of Muſick can, 
Thy Speech doth pleaſe me, for it ever ſounds, 
As thou brought'ſt joyful unexpected News; 
And yet it is not fit thou ſhouldit be heard. 
I pray thee think ſo. Pan. Be it ſo, I will. 
Am | the firſt that ever had a wrong 
So far from being fit to have redreſs, 
That *twas unfit to hear it? I will back 
Jo Priſon, rather than diſquiet you, 
And wait till it be fit. Arb. No, do not go; 
For I will hear thee with a ſerious Thought: 
I have collected all that's Man about me 
Together ſtrongly, and 1 am reſolv'd 
To hear thee largely, but I do beſeech thee, 
Do not come nearer to me, for there is 
Something in that, that will undo us both. 


Pan. 


J might be kept in ſome place where you are; 


And hang thy Head down like a Violet 


Rath: r than follow it: Know that I have loſt, 
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Pan. Alas Sir, am I Venome? Arb. Yes, to me; 
Though of thy ſelf I think thee to be 

In equal degree of heat or cold, 

As Nature can make: Yet as unſound Men 
Convert the ſweeteſt and the nourithing'ſt Meats 


Into Diſeaſes; fo ſhall I diſtemper'd, 
Do thee, I pray thee draw no nearer to me. 


Pan. Sir; this is that I would: I am of late 
Shut from the World, and why it ſhould be thus, 
Is all I with to know. + Bay: 

Arb. Why credit me, Panthea, 

Credit me that am thy Brother, | 

Thy loving Brother, that there is a Cauſe 

Sufficient, yet unfit for thee to know, 

That might undo thee everlaſtingly, 

Only to hear; wilt thou but credit this? 

By Heav'n *tis true, believe it if thou canſt, 
Pan. Children and Fools are ever credulous, 

And 1 am both, I think, for I believe; 

It you diſſemble, be it on your head; 

PI back unto my Priſon: Yet methinks 


For in my felt, I find I know not what 
To call it, but it is a great deſire 
To ſee you often. TE 

Aub. Fie, you come ina ſtep, what do you mean? 
Dear Siſter, do not ſo: Alas, Pantbea, 
Where I am would you be? Why that's the cauſe 
You are Impriſon'd, that you may not be | 
Where Jam. 

Pan. Thenl muſt endure it Sir, Heav'n keep you. 

Arb. Nay, you ſhall hear the Caſe in ſhort, Panthes; 
And when thou hear'ſt it, thou wilt bluſh for me, 
Full of the morning Dew: There is a way 0 
To gain thy Freedom, bur 'tis ſuch a one 
As puts thee jn worſe Bondage, and I know 
Thou woulaàſt ence unter Fire, and make a Proof 
Wh ther the Gods have care of Innocence, 


\ 
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The only difference betwixt Man and Beaſt, 

My Reaſon. Pan. Heav'n forbid. | 

Arb. Nay tis gone; 

And I am left as far without a Bound, 

As the wild Ocean, that obeys the Winds; 

Each ſudden Paſſion throws me where it liſts, 
And overwhelms all that oppoſe my Will: 
I have beheld thee with a luſtful Eye: 
My Heart is ſet on wickedneſs to act 

Such fins 'with thee, as I have been afraid 

To think of, if thou dar'ſt conſent to this, 

Which I beſeech thee do not, thou may'ſt gain 

Thy Liberty, and yield me a content; 

If not, thy dwelling muſt be dark and cloſe, 

Where I may never ſee thee; for Heav'n knows, 

That laid this punithment upon my Pride, 

Thy fight at ſome time will enforce my Madneſs 
To make a ſtart cen to thy Raviſhing; =. 
Now ſpit upon me, and call all Reproaches 

Thou canſt deviſe together, and at once 
Hurl 'em againſt me; for I am a Sicknels 

As killing as the Plague, ready to ſeize thee. . 

Pan. Far be it from me to revile the King: 
But it. is true, that I ſhall rather chuſe 
To ſearch out Death, that elſe would ſearch out me, 
And in a Grave ſleep with my Innocence, 

Than welcome ſuch a Sin: It is my Fate, 

To theſe croſs Accidents I was ordain'd, 

And muſt have patience; and but that my Eyes 

Have more of Woman in 'em than my Heart, 

I would not weep: Peace enter you again. 

Arb. Farewel, and good Panthea pray for me, 
Thy Prayers are pure, that I may find a Death 
However ſoon before my Paſſions grow | 
That they forget what I deſire is fin; 

For thither they are tending: If that happen, 

Then ] ſhall force thee tho thou wert a Virgin 

By vow to Heav'n, and ſhall pull a heap 

Of ſtrange yet uninvented fin upon me. 

Pan. Sir, I will pray for you, yet you ſhall know 
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Ir is a ſullen Fate that governs us, 
For I could wiſh as heartily as you 
J were no Siſter to you, I ſhould then 
Imbrace your lawful Love, ſooner than Health, 
Arb. Couldft thou affect me then? 
Pan. So perfectly, - 5 
That as it is, I ne'er ſhall ſway my Heart 
To like another. Arb. Then I curſe my Birth, 
| Muſt this be added to my Miſeries 1 
That thou art willing too? Is there no ſtop 
To our full Happineſs, but theſe meer ſounds 
Brother and Siſter? 
Pan. There is nothing elſe, 
But theſe alas will ſeparate us more 
Than twenty Worlds betwixt us. 
Arb. L have liv'd Peet I 
To conquer Men, and now am overthrown 
Only by words, Brother and Siſter: Where 
Have thoſe words dwelling? I will find em out, 
And utterly deſtroy em; but they are 
Not to be graſp'd: Let em be Men or Beaſts, 
And I will cut em from the Earth; or Towns, 
And I will raze 'em, and then blow em up: 
Let 'em be Seas, and I will drink 'em off, 
And yet have unquench'd fire left in my Breaſt: 
Let em be any thing but meerly Voice. 
Pan. But *tis not in the pow'r of any Force, 
Or Policy, to conquer them. | 
Arb. Panthee, what ſhall we do? 
Shall we ſtand firmly here, and gaze our Eyes out ? 
Pan. Would I could do ſo, | 
But I ſhall weep out mine. 
Arb. Accurſed Man, SES 
Thou boughr'ſt thy Reaſon at too dear a rate, 
For thou haſt all thy Actions bounded in 
With curious Rules, when ev'ry Beaſt is free: 
What is there that acknowledges a Kindred 
But wretched Man? Who ever ſaw the Bull 
Fearfully leave the Heifer that he lik'd, 
Becauſe they had one Dam? 


Pay. 


pan. Sir, I diſturb you and my ſelf too 
'Twerc better I were gone. 
Arb. 1 will not be to foolith as I was, 
Stay, we will love juſt as becomes our Birthe, 
No otherwiſe: Brothers and Siſters may 
Walk hand in hand together; ſo will we. 
Come nearer: Is there any hurt in this? 
Pan. I hope not. 
Arb. Faith there is none at all: 
And tell me truly now, is there not one 
You love above me? | 
Pan. No, by Heavin. _ 
Arb. Why yet you ſent unto Tigranes, Siſter. 
Pan. True, but for another: For the Truth— 
Arb. No more. 
I' credit thee, thou canſt not lie, 
Thou art all Truth. 
Pan. Burt 1s there nothing elſe, 
That we may do, but only walk? Methinks 
Brothers and Siſters lawfully may kiſs. 
Arb. And ſo they may, Panthea, fo will we, 
And kiſs again too; we were too {crupulous, 
And fooliſh, but we will be fo no more. 
Pan. If you have any Mercy, let me go 
Io Priſon, to my Death, to any thing: 
I feel a Sin growing upon my Blood, 
Worſe than all cheſe, hotter than yours. 
Arb. That is impoſſible, what ſhou'd we do? 
Pan. Flie Sir, for Heav'ns ſake. 
Arb. So we muſt away, , wy 
Sin grows upon us more by this delay. 
| Exeunt ſeveral ways. 
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b. SCENE I. 
Enter Mardonius and Lygones. 
Aar. QIR, the King has ſcen four Commiſſion, and 

believes it, and freely by this Warrant gives 


you Power to viſit Prince Tigranes, your noble Maſter. 
— e | Lyn 
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Hg. 1 thank his Grace, and kiſs his Hand. ” 
Mar. But is the main of all your buſineſs ended in this: 
Lyg. J have another, but a worſe, I am-aſham'd it is 

a buſineſs.  _, * | 
Mar. You ſerve a worthy Perſon, and a Stranger I am 
ſure you arez you may imploy me if you pleaſe without 
go Purſe, ſuch Offices ſhould ever be their own Re- 
wards. 
Iyg. I am bound to your Nobleneſs. 


Mar. I may have. need of you, and then this courteſie, 
If it be any, is not ill beſtowed 


But may I civilly deſire the reſt? 

I ſhall not be a hurter if no helper. 
Hg. Sir you ſhall know I have loſt a fooliſh Daughter, 

And with her all my Patience, pilfer'd away 

By a mean Captain of your King's. 
Mar. Stay there, Sir: 

If he have reach'd the Noble worth of Captain, 

He may well claim a worthy Gentlewoman, 

Though ihe were yours, and Noble. 
Lyz. I grant all that too: But this wretched Fellow 

Reaches no further than the empty Name 

That ſerves to feed him; were he valiant, - 

Or had but in him any noble Nature 

That might hercafter promile him a good Man, 

My Cares were ſo much lighter, and my Grave 

A ſpan yet from me. , 
Mar. I confeſs ſuch Fellows | C 

Re in all Royal Camps, and have and mult be, 

To make the Sin of Coward more d:teſted 

In the mean Soldier, that with ſuch a foil 

Sets off much Valbur. By deſcription 

I ſhould now guess him to you, 1t-was Beſſus, 

dire almoſt with confidence pronounce it. (tis he. 
Lyz. is ſucha ſcurvy Name as Beſſus, and now I think 
Aar. Captain do you call him? 

Believe me, Sir, you have a miſery ; 

Too mighty for your Age: A Pox upon him, 

For that muſt be the end of all his Service: 

Your Daughter was not mad, Sir? 


- 
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Lyg. No, would ſhe had been, 

The fault had had more credit: 1 would do ſomething. 

Mar. I would fain counſcl you, but to what I know 
not, he's ſo below a beating, that the Women find him 
not worthy of their Diſtaves, and to hang him were to 
caſt away a Rope; he's fuch-an Airy, thin, unbodied 
Coward, that no Revenge can catch him: I'Il tell you, 
Sir, and tell you truth; this Raſcal fears neither God 
nor Man, he has been ſo beaten: Sufferance has made 
him Wainſcot; he has had ſince he was firſt a Slave, at 
leaſt three hundred Daggers ſet in's Head, as little Boys 
do new Knives in hot Meat, there's not a Rib in's Body 
o'my Conſcience that has not been thrice broken with 
cry beating: And now his Sides look like two Wicker 
Targets, every way bended; Children will ſhortly take 
him for a Wall, and ſet their Stone-bows in his Fore- 
head, he is of ſo baſe a Senſe, I cannot in a Week ima» 
gine what ſhall be done to him. | 

Lyz. Sure I have committed ſome preat Sin 
That this Fellow ſhould be made my Rod, 

I would ſee him, but I ſhall have no Patience. 

Mar. *Tis no great matter if you have not: If a La- 
ming of him, or ach a toy may do you pleaſure, Sir, he 
has it for you, and I'll help you to him: 'tis no news to 
him to have a Leg broken, or Shoulder out, with be- 
ing turn'd o'th' Stones like a Tanſic: Draw not your 
Sword if you love it; for on my Conſcience his Head 
will break it: we uſe him i' th! Wars Fke a Ram to ſhake 
a Wall withal. Here comes the very Perſon of him, do 
as you ſhall find your Temper, I mult leave you: But 
if you do not break him like a Bisket, you are much to 
blame, Sir. Exit Mar, « 

Enter Beſſus and the Sword- men. 

Ig. Is your Name Beſſus ? 

Beſ. Men call me Captain Beſſus. | 

Hg. Then Captain Beſſus, you are a rank Raſcal, with» 
out more Exordiums, a dirty frozen Slave; and with 
the favour of your Friends here, I will beat you. 

2 Sw. Pray uſe your Pleaſure, Sir, 

You ſeem to be a Genieman. 


RE 


_ ” 


n —_ — 1 . . 
— — = 7 
— „ „ͤ„ĩ»ñ „% ˖ — pen es — , a — 
- — 4 « -- — — — * wa i - * * __ _ 2 * 
- a — = P . 8 
4 
4 . 


a Hedge or Haycock. 


a Groom, which ſhe will teſtifie I'm ſure: If not, my 


am ſorry I was ſo intemperate. 


He. Indeed I would, but I know your Goodneſs can 
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Ig. Thus Captain Beſſus, thus; thus twinge your Noſe, 
thus kick, thus tread you. 
Beſ. 1 do beſeech you yield your cauſe, Sir, quickly, 
Lys. Indeed I thould have told that firſt.” ; 
Boj. T ake it io, * © 
1 Sw. Captain, he ſhould indeed, he is miſtaken, 
gg. Sir, you ſhall have it quickly, and more beating, 
you have ſtol'n away a Lady, Captain Coward, and ſuch 
an one. FR. | Beats bim. 
Beſ. Hold, I beſcech you, hold Sir, I never yet ſtole 
any living thing that had a Tooth about it. 
Lyg. I know you dare lie. 3 
Beſ. With none but Summer Whores upon my Life, 
Sir, my Means and Manners never could attempt above 


* 


Lyg. Sirrah, that quits not me, where is this Lady? 
Do that you do not uſe to do; tell truth, or by my Hand, 
I'll beat your Captains Brains out, waſh 'em, and pur em 
in again, that will J. | 

Beſ. There was a Lady, Sir, I muſt confeſs, once in 
my charge: The Prince Tigranes gave her to my Guard 
for her ſafety, how I us'd her ſhe may her ſelf report, 
ſhe's with the Prince now: I did but wait upon her like 


Brains are at your ſervice when 
I have 'em for you. 
Hyg. This is moſt likely, Sir, Lask you pardon, and 


you pleaſe, Sir, and glad 


ww 


Beſ. Well, I can ask no more, you will think it 
ſtrange not to have me beat you at firſt fight. 


forget twenty beatings, you mult forgive me. 
Beſ. Yes, there's my Hand, go where you will, I 
ſhall think you a valiant Fellow tor all this. | 
Lys. My Pasbter is a Whore, I feel it now too ſen- | 
ſib e; yet 1 will ſee her, diſcharge my ſelf from being 
Father to her, and then back to my Country, and there 
die: farewel Captain. T Erit Lygo- 
Beſ. Fare wel, Sir, farewel, Commend me to the Gen- 
r . 
: 1 Sw, 
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1 Sw. How now Captain? Bear up, Man. 

Beſ. Gentlemen o'th* Sword, your Hands once more; 
have been kick'd again, but the fooliſh Fellow is Pe- 
 mitent, has ask'd me Mercy, and my Honours fate. 

2 Sw, We knew that, or theCfooliſh Fellow had 
better have kick'd his Grandſir. 11 | 
Beſ. Confirm, confirm, I pray, 

1 Sw. There be our Hands again, now let him come 
and ſay he was not ſorry, and he ſleeps for it. 

Beſ. Alas good ignorant old Man, let him go, let him 
go, theſe courſes will undo him. [ Excunt. 

Ns Enter Lygones and Bacurius. | 

Bac. My Lord, your Authority is good, and Iam glad 
it is ſo, for my e would never hinder you from ſee- 
ing your own uff Jam a Miniſter, but not a Governor 
of this State, vonder is your King, III leave you. Exit. 
H nter Tigranes and Spaconia. 8 
Lys. There he is indeed, and with him my diſloyal Child. 
Tygr. I do perceive my fault ſo much, that yet methinks 
thou ſhouldſt not have forgiven me. 

Hg. Health to your Majeſty. 

Tigr. What? Good Lyzones welcome, what buſineſs 
brought thee hither ? 3 | * 
Lys. Several buſineſſes. My publick buſineſſes will 
appear by this, I have a Meſſage to deliver, which if it 
pleaſe you ſo to authorize, is an Embaſſage from the Ar- 
menian State, unto Arbaces for your Liberty: The Offer's 
there ſet down, pleaſe you to read it. 

Tigr. There is no alteration happened ſince I came 
thence? J 
125 None, Sir, all is as it was. 

gr. And all our Friends are well? 
Iyg. All very well. 0 TIN =” 
Spa. Though have done nothing but what was good, 
I dare not ſee my Father, it was fault enough not to ac- 

quaint him with that good. 
gg. Madam, I ſhould have ſeen you. 
Sa. O good Sir forgive me. | ; nb 
Hg. Forgive you, why? I am no kin to you, am 1? 
Sa. Should it be meaſur'd by my mean deſerts, indeed 
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Hg. Thou could'ſt prate unhappily e'er thou could'ſt 
go, would thou could'it do as well; and how docs your 
cuſtom hold out here? — 

Sha. Sir? Wks * | 

Ig. Are you in private ſtill, or how? 

, 75 What do you mean ? | 

Y. Do you take Mony? Are you come to ſell ſin yet? 

Perhaps I can help you to liberal Clients: Or has not the 

King caſt you off yet? O thou vile Creature, whoſe beſt 

commendation is, that thou art a young W hore, 1 would 

thy Mother had liv'd to ſee this, or rather that I had 
died cer I had ſcen it; why didſt not make me acquaint- 
ed when thou wert firſt reſolv'd to be a Whore, IWould 
have ſeen thy hot Luſt ſatisfied more privately: 1 would 
have kept a Dancer and a whole Conſort of Muſicians in 
my own Houſe only to fiddle thee, 
| Ys. Sir, I-was never Whore. 

N. If thou could'ſt not ſay fo much for thy ſelf, thou 

ſhouidſt be carted. l 

Tigr. Lygones, I have read it, and J like it, you (hall 
deliver it. | 

Lys, Well Sir, I will: But I have private buſineſs | 
with you. » | 

Ig. Speak, what is't ? | 
Lyg. How has my Age deſerv'd ſo ill of you, that you 

can pick no Strumpets 1'th' Land, but out of my Breed? 

Jer. Strumpets, good Lygones ? 

Lyg. Yes, and I with to have you knqw, I ſcorn to 

et a Whore for any Prince alive, and yet ſcorn v ill not 

hy methinks my Daughter might have been ſpar'd, 

there were cnow beſides. 0 
Tigr. May ! not proſper but ſhe's innocent as Morn- 

ing light for me, and I dare ſwear for all the World. 

" Lyg. Why is ſhe with you then? Can ſhe wait on you 
better than your Man, has ſhea gift in plucking off your 
Stockings, can ſhe make Cawdles well, or cut your Cayns? 
Why do you keep her with you? For a Queen I know 
you do contemn her, ſo ſhould I, and every Subject elſe 
think much at it. 

K . Tipr. 
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_ Tigr. Let em think much, but 'tis more firm than 
Earth: thou ſce'ſt thy Queen there. 

Ig. Then have I made a fair Hand, Icall'd her Whore. 
If Iſhallſpeak now as her Father, Icannot chuſe but greatly 
rejoyce that ſhe (all be a Queen : but if I ſhall ſpeak to 
you as a States-man, ſhe were more hit to be your W hore. 

Tigr. Get you about your buſineſs to Arbaces, now 
you talk idlely. 4 hg 
Hyg. Ves Sir, I will go, and ſhall ſhebe a Queen? ſhe 
had more Wit than her Old Father, when ſheran away : 
ſhall ſhe be Queen? now by my Troth 'tis fine, I'll dance 
out of all Meaſure at her Wedding: ſhall I not Sir? 

Tigr. Yes marry ſhalt thou. 1 

Lyg. Til make theſe whithered Kexes bear my Body 
two hours together above Ground. 

Tier. Nay go, my Buſineſs requires haſte 
Lys. Good Hcav'n 88 ou, you are an excellent 

King. Sa. Farewell good Father. 

He. Farewell ſweet virtuous Daughter, I never was 
ſo joyfull in all my Life, that I remember : ſhall ſhe be 
a Queen? Now I perceive a Man may weep for Joy, I 
had thought they had lycd that ſaid ſo. ¶ Exit Lygones. 

Tigr. Come my dear Love. 

Ya But you may ſee another may alter that again. 
Tir. Urge it no more, I have made up a new ſtrong 
Conſtancy, not to be ſhook with Eyes: I know I have 
the Paſſions of a Man, but if I meet with any Subject 

that ſhould hold my Eyes more firmly than is fit, PII 
think of thee, and run away from it: let that ſuffice. 
¶[Exeunt. 
Enter Bacurius and his Servant. 
Bac. Three Gentlemen without to ſpeak with me? 
Ser. Yes Sir. l | 
Bac. Let them come in. 
Enter Beſſus with the two Sword-men. 
Sen; They are entred Sir already. men? 
Bac. Now Fellows your Buſineſs? are theſe the Gentle- 
Beſ. My Lord, I have made bold to bring theſe Gen- 
tlemen, my Friends o'th' Sword along with me. 
Bac. 1 am afraid you'll fight then. 
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Beſ. My good Lord, I will not, your Lordſhip is 
much miſtaken, fear not Lord. ES fr 

Bac. Sir, I am forry for't. 

Beſ. I ask no more in honour, Gentlemen you hear 

my Lord is ſorry. _ As 

Bac. Not that Ihave beaten you, but beaten one that 
will be beatenz one whoſe dull Body will require a la- 
ming, as Surfeits do the diet, ſpring and fall. Now to 
your Sword- men; what come they for, good Captain 
Stock-fiſh ? 

Heſ. It ſeems your Lordſhip has forgot my Name. 

Bac. No, nor your Nature neither, though they arc 
things fitter I muſt confeſs for any thing, than my re- 
membrance, or any honeſt Man's : what ſhall theſe Bil- 
lets do; be pil'd up in my Wood-yard? 

Beſ. Your Lordſhip holds your Mirth ſtill, Heaven 
continue it: but for theſe Gentlemen, they come 

Bac. To {wear you are a Coward, ſpare your Book,! 
do believe it. we | | 

Beſ. Your Lordſhip ftill draws wide, they come to 
vouch under their valiant Hands I am no Coward. 

Bac. That would be a thow indeed worth ſeeing : Sirra 
be wiſe, and take Mony for this motion, Travel with it, 
and where the Name of Beſſus has been known or a good 
Coward ſtirring, *twill yield more than a _—_ This 
will prove more beneficial to you, if you be thrifty, than 
Four Captainſhip, and more Natural: Men of moſt va- 

iant Hands, is this true? 
2 Ow. It is fo, moſt renowned. 
Bac. Tis ſomewhat ſtrange. 
I Sw. Lord, it is ſtrange, yet true; we have exa- 
mined from your Lordſhip's Foot there, to this Man's 
| Head, the Nature of the Beatings; and we do find his 
Honour is come off clean and ſufficient : this as our Swords 
ſhall help us. . 5 5 
Bac. Youare much bound to your Bil-bow-men, I am 


' 


glad you are ſtraight again Captain; *twere good you 


would think on ſome way to gratifie them, they have | 
undergone a labour for you, Beſſus, would have puzl'd 
Hercules with all his Valour. 3 8 
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2 Sw. Your Lordſhip muſt underſtand we are no 
Men o'th' Law, that take pay for our Opinions: it is 
ſufficient we have clear'd our Friend. | 

Bac. Yet there is ſomething due, which I as toucht 
in Conſcience will diſcharge, Captain; I'll pay this Renf 
for you. | 5 

Beſ. Spare your ſelf my good Lord; my brave Friends 
aim at nothing but the Virtue. 
Bac. That's but a cold diſcharge Sir, for the pains, 

2 Sw. O Lord, my good Lord. 

Bac. Be not ſo modeſt, I will give you ſomething. 

Beſ.They ſhall dine with your Lordſhip, that's ſufficient. 

Bac. Something in hand the while, you Rogues, you 
Apple-ſ{quires: do you come hither with your botled Vi 
lour, your windy froth, to limit out my beatings ? 

1 Sw. I do beſeech your Lordſhip, Fr 

2 dw, O good Lord. | | 

Bac. Sfoot what a beavy of beaten Slaves are here? 
get me a Cudgel Sirra, and a tough one. 

2 dw. More of your foot, I do beſeech your Lordſhip. 

Bac. You ſhall, you ſhall Dog, and your Fellow-beagle. 

1 Sw. O' this fide, good my Lord. BN 

Bac. Off with your Swords, for if you hurt my Foot, 
I'Il have you flead you Raſcals. ; 

1 Sw. Mine's off, my Lord. FR 
2 Sw. Ibeſeech your Lordſhip ſtay a little, my ſtrap's 
tied to my Cod-piece-point: now when you pleaſe. 

Bac. Captain theſe are your Valiant Friends, you long 
for a little too ? | 
Beſ. 1 am very well, I humbly thank your Lordſhip. 
Bac. What's that in your Pocket hurts my Toe, you 
 Mungrill? Thy Buttocks cannot be ſo hard, out with it 


quickly. 

2 Sw. Here *tis Sir, a ſmall piece of Artillery, that 
a Gentleman a dear Friend of your Lordſhip's ſent me 
with, to get it mended Sir, for if you mark, the noſe is 
ſomewhat looſe. N * N | 
Bac. A Friend of mine, you Raſcal? I was never wearier Vu 


of doing any thing, than kicking theſe two Foot-balls. 
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Enter Servant. | 
Serv. Here is a good Cudgel Sir. 
Bac. It comes too late, I'm weary, pray thee do thoy 
beat them. 
& 2 Sw. My Lord, this is foul Play i'faith, 
. freſh Man upon us, Men are but Men Sir: 
Bac. That Jeſt ſhall fave your Bones; Eäptain, rally 
up your rotten Regiment and be gone: I had rather thraſh 
than be bound to kick theſe Raſcals, till they cry'd ho; 
| Beſſus you may put your Hand to them now, and then 
you are quit. Farewel, as you like this, pray viſit me 
again, *twill keep me in good Health. | Exit Bac. 

2 9p. H'as adeviliſh hard Foot, I never felt the like. 

1 Sw. Nor I, and yet Iam ſure J have felt a hundred. 

2 òw. If he kick thus i'th' Dog- days, he will be dry 
foundred: what cure now Captain beſides Oyl of Baies? 

Beſ. Why well enough I warrant you, you can go. 

2 Ow. Yes, Heav'n be thanked; but I feal aſhrowd 
ach, ſure h'as ſprang my Huckle-bone. 

1 öw. I ha' loſt a Hanch. 8 

Beſ. A little Butter, Friend, a little Butter, Butter and 
Parſley is a Soveraign Matter: probatum eſt. 

2 Sw. Captain we muſt requeſt your Hand now to our 
Honours. 

Beſ. Ves marry ſhall ye, and then let all the World 
come, we are valiant to our ſelves, and there's an end. 

1 Sw. Nay then we muſt be valiant ; O my Ribs. 

2 Sw. O my ſmall Guts! a Plague upon theſe ſharp- 
toed Shooes, they are Murtherers. | Exennt, 

Enter Arbaces with his Sword drawn. 

Arb. It is reſolv d, I bare it whilſt I could, I can no 
more, I muſt begin with murther of my Friends, and io 
go on to that inceſtuous Raviſhing, and end my Lite 
and Sins with a forbidden blow upon my ſelf. 

Enter Mardonius. 

Mar. What Tragedy is near? That Hand was never 
wont to draw a Sword, but it cry'd Dead to ſomething, 
Arb. Mardonius, have you bid Gobrias come ? 
Mar. How do you Sir? _ 

Arb. Well, is he coming? 


to put a 


© 


Mar. 
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Mar. Why, Sir, are you thus ? why do your Hands | : 


proclaim a lawleſs War againſt your ſelf? 

Arb. Thou anſwereſt me one Queſtion with another, 
is Gobrias coming? Mar. Sir, he is. (gone. 

Arb. Tis well, I can forbear your Queſtions then, be 

Mar. Sir, I have mark'd. We 

Arb. Mark leſs, it troubles you and me. 

Mar. You are more variable than you were. 

Arb. It may be ſo. 

Mar. To Day no Hermit could be humbler than you 
were to us all. vs | 
Arb. And what of this? f 

Mar. And now you take new Rage into your Eyes, as 
you would look us all out of the Land. N 

Arb. 1 do confeſs it, will that ſatisfie? I prethee ger 
thee gone. | 

Mar. Sir, I will ſpeak. 

Arb. Will ye? | | = 

Mar. It is my Duty. I fear you will kill your ſelf: I 
am a Subje&, and you ſhall do me wrong in't: 'tis my 
cauſe, and I may ſpeak. 3225 

Arb. Thou art not train'd in ſin, it ſeems, Mardonius: 
kill my ſelf! by Heav'n I will not do it yet; and when 
I will, I'll tell thee then, I ſhall be ſuch a Creature, 


that: thou wilt give me leave without a Word. There 


is a Method in Mans Wickedneſs, it grows up by De- 
grees: I am not come ſo high as killing of my ſelf, there 
are a hundred thouſand Sins *twixt me and it, which I 


| muſt do, and I ſhall come to't at laſt; but take my Oath _ 


not now, be ſatisfied, and get thee hence. 
LIMIT TROL: 

1785 Be ſorry then, true Sorrow is alone, grieve by 
R | a 

52 I pray you let me ſee your Sword put up before 
I go: Tl leave you then. ps N 

Arb. Why ſo? what folly is this in thee, is it not as 
apt to miſchief as it was before ? can I not reach it, thinkꝰſt 
thou? theſe are toys for Children to be pleas'd with, 
and not Men, now I am ſafe you think: I 


Baok of Fate were here, my Sword is not fo ſure but 1 
_*would 


would the 


A) 
_ 
: 
1 . 
. 
1 8 
0 
= 1 
=. 
"4 
1 
. 
} 
: 1 a 
-F 
7 
1 . 
7 1 # 
1 + 
* 
* 
m 
N 6 T1 
þ4 
L 
1 
4 
4 


— EDS = = 
4 . . es; > . 
— 9333 
— _—_ * — 
PR _ — — JR _ 
TS . ce — ſag £54 * * * 
— . ee en OY ee EE eh a a 


N 
222 4 King, and no King. 


would get it out and mangle that, that all the Deſtiniez 

ſhould quite forget their fixt Decrees, and haſte to make 

us new; for other Fortunes, mine could not be worſe; 
wilt thou now leave me? eee 

Mar. Heav'n put into your Boſom temperate Thoughts, 

I'll leave you, though I fear. Exit Mar. 

Arb. Go, thou art honeſt. Why ſhould the haſty er- 

tor of my Youth beſo unpardonable to draw a Sin help- 

leſs upon me? 5 


7. Enter Gobrias. 
| Gob. There is the King, now it is ripe. : 
| Arb. Draw near thou guilty Man, that art the Author 
= of the loathedſt Crime five Ages have brought forth, and 
t | hear me ſpeak; Curſes more incurable, and all the Evils 
| Mans Body or his Spirit can receive, be with thee. 
| Gob. Why, Sir, do you curſe me thus? 
= Arb. Why do I curſe thee ? if there be a Man ſubtil 
in curſes, that exceeds the reſt, his worſt wiſh on thee, 
thou haſt broke my Heart. „ 
Gob. How Sir, have I preſc ou from a Child, 
from all the Arrows, Malice or Ambition could ſhoot 
at you, and have I this for my pay? 3 
Arb. Tis true, thou didſt preſerve me, and in that 
wert crueller than hardned Murtherers of Infants and 
their Mothers? thou didſt ſave me only 'till thou hadſt 
ſtudied out a way how to deſtroy me cunningly thy ſelf: 
this was a curious way of torturing. 4 
, Gob. What do you mean? -— 5 
Arb. Thou know'ſt the Evils thou haſt done to me; 
doſt thou remember all thoſe witching Letters thou 
ſent'ſt unto me to Armenia, fill'd with the Praiſe of my 
beloved Siſter, where thou cxtoPſt her Beauty; what had 
ll I to do with that? what could her Beauty be to me? and 
i thou didſt write how well ſhe loy'd me, doſt thou re- 
= member this? ſo that I doted ſomething before I ſaw her. 
(000. This ie ene ior ii: 5 
Arb. Is it? and when I was return'd thou know'ſt thou 
didſt purſue it, till thou woundſt me into ſuch a ſtrange 
and unbeliev'd Affection, as good Men cannot think on. 
Gob. This I grant, I think I was the cauſe. _ 
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Arb. Wert thou? Nay more, I think thou meant'ſt it. 

Gob. Sir, I hate to lie, as I love Heav'n and Honeſty, 
did, it was my en Oy 

Arb. Be thine own ſad Judge, a further Condemna- 
tion will not need, prepare thy ſelf to die. 

Gob. Why Sir, to die ? a 

Arb. Why ſhouldſt thou live? was ever yet Offender 
| fo impudent, that had a Thought of Mercy after Con- 
feſſion of a Crime like this ? get out I cannot where 


thou hurb'ſt me in, bur I can take Revenge, that's all 
the ſweetneſs leſt for me. | 


Gob. Now is the time, hear me but ſpeak. 
Arb. No, yet I will be far more merciful than thou 
wert to me; thou didſt ſteal into me, and never gav'ſt 
me warning: ſo much time as I give thee now, had pre- 
vented thee for ever. Notwithſtanding all thy Sins, .if 
thou haſt hope, that there is yet a Prayer to fave thee, 

turn and ſpeak it to my ſelf. 3 

Gob. Sir, you ſhall know your Sins before you do'em, 
if you kill me. | {ESR IN, 

Arb. 1 will not ſtay then. 

Gob. Know you kill your Father. 

Arb. How © - | 

Gob. You kill your Father. | 

Arb. My Father ? though I know't for a lic, made 
out of fear to fave thy ſtained Life, the very Reverence 
of the Word comes croſs me, and ties mine Arm down. '"n 

Gob. IT will tell you that ſhall heighten you again, I | 
am thy Father, I charge thec hear me. 

455. If it ſhould be ſo, as tis moſt falſe, and that 1 | 
ſhould be found à Baſtard Iſſue, the deſpiſed Fruit of [i 
lawleſs Luſt, Iſhould no more admire all my wild Paſſions: 
but another truth ſhall be wrung from thee : if I could 
come by the Spirit of pain, it ſhould be pour'd on thee, 
till thou allow'ſt thy ſelf more full of Lies than he that 

' teaches thee. and ae 
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| Enter Arane. | 

Ara. Turn thee about, I come to ſpeak to thee thou 

wicked Man, hear me thou Tyrant. 9 
Ab. J will turn to thee, hear me thou . 1 
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have blotted out the Name of Mother, as thou haſt thy 
ſhame. | | | 
Ara. My ſhame! thou haſt leſs ſhame than any thing: 
why doſt thou keep my Daughter in a Priſon? why def 
thou call her Siſter, and do this? | | 

Arb. Ceaſe thy ſtrange Impudence, and anſwer quic|;. 
ly; if thou contemneſt me, this will ask an Anſwer, and 
have it. 85 | 

Ara. Help me, gentle Gobrias. 

Arb. Guilt dares not help Guilt; though they grow to- 
gether in doing ill, yet at the puniſhment they ſever, and 
each flies the noiſe of other; think not ob help, anſwer. 

Ara, I will, to what ? | | 

Arb. To ſuch a thing, as if it be a truth think what x 
Creature thou haſt — they ſelf, that didſt not ſname 
to do, what I muſt bluſh only to ask the: Tell me who 
Iam, whoſe Son I am without all Circumſtance, be thou 
as haſty as my Sword will be if thou refuſeſt. 

Ara. Why, you are his Son. 

Arb. His Son ? ſwear, ſwear, thou worſe than Wo- 
man damn'd. © 

Ara. By all that's good you are. 

Arb. Then art thou all that ever was known bad, now 
is the cauſe of all my ſtrange Misfortunes come to light: 
What Reverence expecteſt thou from a Child, to bring 

forth which thou haſt offended Heav'n, thy Husband, 
and the Land? Adulterous Witch, I know now why thou 
wouldſt have poyſon'd me, I was thy Luſt which thou 
wouldſt have forgot: then wicked Mother of my Sins, and 
me, ſhow me the way to the Inheritance I have by thee; 
which is a ſpacious World of Impious Acts, that I may 
ſoon poſſeſs it: Plagues rot thee, as thou liv'ſt, and ſuch 
Diſeaſes, as uſeto pay Luſt, recompence thy deed. 

Gob. You do not know why you curſe thus. 

Arb. Too well; you are a pair of Vipers; and behold 
the Serpent you have got; there is no Beaſt but if he 
knew it, has a Pedigree as brave as mine, for they have 
more Deſcents, and I am every way as beaſtly got, as far 

without the Compals of Law as they. 
Ata. You ſpend your Rage and Words in vain, and rail 
upon a Gueſs; hear us a little. 44. 


_ 
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Arb. No, I will never hear, but talk away my Breath, 
and Die. 3 

Gob. Why, but you are no Baſtard. 

Arb. How's that? SEO 

Ara. Nor Child of mine. 

Arb. Sill you go on in wonders to me. 

Gob. Pray you be more patient, I may bring comfort 
to you. 

Mb. I will kneel, and hear with the Obedience of 
a Child; good Father ſpeak, I do acknowledge you, ſo 
you bring comfort. 

Gob. Firſt know, our laſt King, your ſuppoſed Fa- 
ther, was old and fceble when he Married her, and al- 
| moſt all the Land thought ſhe was paſt hope of Iſſue 

Arb. Therefore ſhe took leave to play the Whore, 
becauſe the King was old: Is this the Comfort? 

Ara. What will you find out to give me Satisfaction, 
when you find how you have injur'd me? Let Fire con- 
ſume me, if ever I were a W hore. 5 

Cob. Forbear theſe ſtarts, or I will leave you wed- 
ded to Deſpair, as you are now: If you can find a tem- 
per, my Breath ſhall be a pleaſant weſtern Wind that 
cools and blaſts not. N 

Arb. Bring it out, good Father. I'Il lye, and liſten here 
as reverently as to an Angel: If I breath too loud, tell 
me; for I would be as ſtill as Night. 

Gob. Our King, I ſay, was old, and this our Queen de- 
ſir d to bring an Heir, but yet her Husband ſhe thought 
was paſt it, and to be diſhoneſt I think ſhe would not: 
If ſhe would have been, the truth is, ſhe was watch'd ſo 
narrowly, and had fo ſlender wt nr ſhe hardly 
could have been: But yet her cunning Found out this 
way; the feign'd her ſelf with Child, and Poſts were 
ſent in haſte throughout the Land, and humble thanks 
was given in every Church, and Prayers were made for 
her ſafe Going and Delivery: She feign'd now to grow 
bigger, and perceiv'd this hope of Iſſue made her fear'd, 
= and brought a far more large reſpe& from every Man, 
a * ſaw her Pow'r increaſe, and was reſolv'd, ſince 85 
OS 0 3 J. f | 
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believ'd, ſhe could not have't indeed, at leaſt ſhe would 
be thought to have a Child. | - 
Arb. Do I not here it well? Nay I will make no 
. oiſe at all; but pray you to the Point, quickly as you 
ah. | ; 
Gob. Now, when the time was full, ſhe ſhould be 
brought to Bed, I had a Son born, which was you, this 
the Queen hearing of moy'd me to let her have you; 
and ſuch Reaſons ſhe ſhew'd me, as ſhe knew would 
tie my Secrecy, ſhe {wore you ſhould be King, and to 
be ſhort, I tid deliver you unto her, and pretended you 
were Dead, and in mine own Houſe kept a Funeral, and 
had an empty Coffin put in Earth. That Night this 
Queen feign'd haſlily to Labour, and by a pair of Wo- 
men of her own, which ſhe had charm'd, ſhe made the 
World believe ſhe was delivered of you. You grew up 
as the King's Son, till you were fix years old; then did 
the King dic, and did leave to me Protection of the 
Realm; and contrary to his own expeCtation, left this 
' Queen truly with Child indeed, of the fair Princeſs 
Panthea : Then ſhe could have torn her Hair, and did 
alone to me, yet durſt not ſpeak in publick, for ſhe 
knew ſheſhould be found a Traitor; and her Tale would 
have been thought Madneſs, or any thing rather than 
Truth. This was the only cauſe why ſhe did ſeek to 
poiſon you, and I to keep you ſafe; and this the Rea- 
- fon, why I ſought to kindle ſome ſparks of Love in you 
to fair Panthea, that ſhe might get part of her Right 
_— 
. And have you made an end now? Is this all? It 
not, Iwill be {till till Tbe aged, till all my Hairs be Silver. 
Gob. This is all. „ RE. C- 
Arb. And is it true, ſay you too, Madam ? 
Ara. Yes Heav'n knows it is moſt true. 
; 2-4 Panthea then is not my Siſter? 
ob. No. yy 
Arb. But can you prove this? AIM "> (id? 
Gob. If you will give conſent, elſe who dares go about 
Arb. Give Content ? Why I will have 'em all that 
know it rack d, to get this from 'em, all chat wait with- 
TOR * Out, , 


< 
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out, come in, what e' er you be, come in and be parta- 


kers of my Joy: O you are welcome. 2. 
Enter Beſſus, Gentlemen, Mardonius, and other At- 
| | tendants. = 
Arb. The beſt News, nay draw no nearer, they all 
ſhall hear it, I am found no King. 
Mar. Is that ſo good News? 1 
Arb. Ves, the happieſt News that e'er was heard. 


Mar. Indeed 'twere well for you if you might be 4 


little leſs obey c. 
Arb. One call the Queen. 
Mar. Why is ſhe there. 1 
Arb. The Queen Mardenius, Pant hes is the Queen, and 
Iam plain Arbaces; go ſome one, ſhe is in Gobrias Houſe; 
ſince I ſaw you there are a thouſand things delivered to 
me, you little dream of. [Exit a Gentleman. 
Mar. So it ſhould ſeem: My Lord, what fury's this? 
Gob. Believe me 'tis no fury, all that he ſays is Truth. 
Mar, "Tis very ſtrange. - - 
Arb. Why do you keep your Hats off, Gentlemen 2? Is 
it to me? I (wear it muſt not be; nay, truſt me, in good 


Faith it muſt not be; I cannot now command you, but 
pray you for the Reſpe&you bare me, when you took 


me for your King, each Man clap on his Hat at my deſire. 


Mar. We will. Vou are not found ſo mean a Man, but 


that you may be cover'd as well as we, may you not? 
Arb. O not here, you may, but not I, for here is my 
Father in preſence. ES . 
Mar. Where? | | 3 
Arb. Why there: O the whole ſtory would be a Wilder- 
neſs to loſe thy ſelf for ever: O pardon me dear Father for 


all the idle and unreverend Words that I have ſpoke in 
idle Moods to you: I am Arbaces, we all Fellow-ſub⸗ 


_ jects, nor is the Queen Panthea now my Siſter. 
Beſ. Why if you remember, Fellow- ſubject Arbaces, I 
told you once ſhe was not your Siſter: I, and ſhe Jookt 
nothing like you. | TY 
Aub. I think you did, good Captain Beſus. 
8 Here will ariſe another queſtion now amorigſt the 
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State. 


was had. Go one of you and bid Bacurius bring Tigranes 
hither; and bring the Lady with him, that Paut bea, 


brave Tigranes Miſtreſs. Ex. e Gent. 


Ds. She is my Daughter. 
orb 


| where or other. See the virtuous Queen; behold the 
humbleſt Subject that you have kneel here before you. 
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Sword-men, whether I be to call him to account for 
beating me, now he is proved no King. 
E Enter Lygones. | Wy 
Mar. Sir, here's Lygones, the Agent for the Armenian 


Arb. Where is he? I know your buſineſs, good Ly- 
genes. N 3 Big 8 
Ig. We muſt have our King again, and will. 

Ab. 1 knew that was your bufineſs : You ſhall have 
your King again, and have him ſo again as never King 


the Queen Pantbea ſent me word this Morning, was 


Ig. Tis Spaconia. 
Arb. Ay, Ay, Saconia. 


Ib. She is ſo: I could now tell any thing I never 
heard: Vour King ſhall go ſo home, as never Man went. 
Aar. Shall he go on's Heads 
Arb. He ſhall have Chariots eaſter than Air that I will 
have invented; and ne'er think one ſhall pay any Ran- 
ſome, and thy ſelf that art the Meſſenger, ſhalt ride be- 
fore him on a Horſe cut out of an intire Diamond, that 
ſhall be made to go with golden Wheels, I know not 
how yet. | a © 
Hyg. Why ! ſhall be made for ever! They bely'd this 
King with us, and ſaid he was unkind,  _ 

Arb. And then thy Daughter, ſheſhall have ſome ſtrange 
thing, we'll have the Kingdom fold utterly, and put into 
a Toy which ſhe.ſhall wear about her careleily ſome 


Enter Panthea and 1 Gentleman. 
Pan. Why kneel you to me that am your Vallal ? 
Ab. Grant me one requeſt. 
Pan. Alas what can I grant you? What Ican, I will. 
Arb. That you will pleaſe to marry me, if I can prove 
it lawtul. h : 
| Pan. 
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Pan. Is that all? More willingly than I would draw 
this Air. : 

Arb. I'II kiſs this Hand in earneſt. 

2 Gent. Sir, Tigranes 1s coming, though he made it 
ſtrange at firſt, to ſee the Princeſs any more. 
Enter Tigranes and Spaconia. 

Arb. The Queen thou mean'ſt. O my Tigranes, pardon 
me, tread on my Neck, I freely offer it, and if thou be'it 
ſo given take Revenge, for I have injur'd the. 
Tigr. No, I forgive, and rejoyce more that you have 

found Repentance, than I my Liberty. 

Arb. May'ſt thou be happy in thy fair Choice, for thou 
art Temperate.” You owe no Ranſom to the State; know 
that T have a thouſand Joys to tell you of, which yet I 
dare not utter till I pay my Thanks to Heav'n for em: 
Will you go with me and help me? Pray you do. 

Tigr. 1 will. | 
Arb. Take then your fair one with you; and you Queen 
of goodneſs and of us, O give me leave to take your 
Arm in mine: Come every one that takes delight in 
Goodneſs, help to ſing loud Thanks for me, that I am 
prov'd no King. Hos * [Exeunt omnet. 
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Lier Loveleſs, 4 5 ator to the E. 
| Toung Loveleſs, a Prodigal. 
Savil, Steward to Elder Loveleſs. 

| Welford, 4 Sutor to the Lady. 

Hir Roger, Curate to the Lady. 
A Captain, 


Aa, Hangers on to Toung Loveleſs 


4 Tobarco-man, 
Morecraft, an Uſurer. 
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Lounglove, or 4 waiting Gentlewoman. 
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OT SCENE'L. 


Enter Elder Loveleſs, Young Loveleſs, Savil the 
; Steward, and a Tage. | 


16 Ba Loves 

EE _ARothcr, is your laſt hope paſt to mollifie 
= $1 AMorecraft's Heart about your Mortgage? 
. Lo. Hopeleſly paſt. I have preſent- 

= ME] cd the Uſurer with a richer draught than 

ever Cleopatra ſwallow'd ; he hath ſuck'd 
in ten thouſand Pounds worth of my 

Land, more than he paid for, at a gulp, without Trum- 

c ny | 

: El. Lo. I have as hard a task to perform in this Houſe. 


To. Lo. Faith mine was to make an Uſurer honeſt, or 


to loſe my Land. 7 | 
El. Lo, And mine is to perſwade a paſſionate Woman, 


or to leave the Land. Make the Boat ſtay, I fear I ſhall 
begin my unfortunate Journey this Night; though the 


darkneſs of rhe Night, and the roughneſs of the Waters, 
might eaſily diſſuade an unwilling Man. 


Sævil. Sir, your Father's old Friends hold it the ſoun- 


der courſe for your Body and Eſtate to ſtay at home and 


marry, and propagate, and govern in our Country, than 


E. Lo. 


to travel and dis Without Iſſue, 
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tells Tales of the Serving-men. 
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EI. Lo. Savil, you ſhall gain the opinion of a better 
Servant, in ſeeking to execure, not alter, my Will, hoy. 


ſoever my Intents ſucceed. 


To. Lo. Yonder's Miſtreſs Tounglove, Brother, the grave 

Rubber of your Miſtreſs's Toes. _ 
| Enter Younglove, or Abigal. 

El. Lo. Miſtreſs Jounglove. 

Abig. Maſter Loveleſs, truly we thought your Sails 
had been hoiſt: my Miſtreſs is perſuaded you are Sea-ſick 
er this. * | 

EI. Lo. Loves ſhe her ill taken up Reſolution ſo dear- 


ly? Didſt thou move her from me? 


Abig. By this Light that ſhines, there's no removing 
her, if ſhe get a {tiff Opinion by the end. I attempted 
her to Day when they ſay a Woman can deny nothing. 

El. Lo. What critical Minute was that? 

Abig. When her Smock was over her Ears; but ſhe 
was no more pliant than if it hung about her Heels. 

El. Lo. I prethee deliver my Service, and ſay, I deſire 
to ſee the dear Cauſe of my Baniſhinent ; and then for 


France. 


Abig. I'll do't: hark hither, is that your Brother? 

El. Lo. Yes, have you loſt your Memory? 

Abig. As I live he's a pretty Fellow. [ Extt, 

To. Lo. O this is a ſweet Brache. 

El. Lo. Why ſhe knows not you. 

To. Lo. No, but ſhe offer'd me once to know her. To 
this Day ſhe loves Youth of Eighteen; ſhe heard a Tale 
how Gipid ſtruck her in Love with a great Lord in the 
Tilt-yard, but he never ſaw her; yet ſhe in kindneſs would 
needs W eee at his Wedding. She lov'd 


all the Players in the laſt Queen's time once over: ſhe. 


was ſtruck when they acted Lovers, and forſook ſome 


when they plaid Murthers. She has nine Spwr-royals, and 


the Servants ſay ſhe hoards old Gold; and ſhe her ſelf 
* angerly, that the Farmer's eldeſt Son, or her 
liſtreſs Husbands Clerk ſhall be, that Marries her, ſhall 
make her a Joynture of fourſcore Pounds a Year; ſhe 
Ez. Lo. Enough, I know her Brother. I ſhall intreat 
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you only to ſalute my Miſtreſs and take leave, we'll part 
at the Stairs. 
| Enter Lady and Waiting-women. 
Lady. Now Sir, this firſt Part of your Will is per- 
form'd : What's the reſt ? £22 
El. Lo. Firſt, let me beg your Notice for this Gentle- 
man my Brother. 
Lady. I ſhall take it as a favour done to me, though 
the Gentleman hath receiv'd but an untimely Grace from 
you, yet my charitable Diſpoſition wou'd have been rea- 
dy to have done him freer Courteſies as a Stranger, than 
upon thoſe cold Commendations. 
J. Lo. Lady, my Salutations crave Acquaintance and 
leave at once. : = Fi | 
Lady, Sir, I hope you are the Maſter of your own Oc- 
caſions. e e Exit Vo. Lo. and Savil. 
El. Lo. Would I were ſo. Miſtreſs, for me to praiſe 
over again that Worth, which all the World, and you 
your ſelf can ſee. E 
Lady. It's a cold Room this, Servant. 
El. Lo. Miſtreſs. | e | (here? 
Lady. What think you if I have a Chimney for't, out 
Fl. Lo. Miſtreſs, another in my place, that were not 
ty'd to believe all your Actions juſt, would apprehend 
himſelf wrong'd: But I, whoſe Virtues are Conſtancy 
and Obedience. | 2 
Lady. TYounglove, make a good Fire above to warm me 
after my Servant's Exordiums. Oe PIN 
El. Lo. Ihave heard and ſeen your Affability to be ſuch, 
that the Servants you give Wages to may ſpeak. 
Lady. Tis true, tis true; but they ſpeak toth' purpoſe. 
El. Lo. Miſtreſs, your Will leads my Speeches from 
the purpoſe. But as a Mn — 
Lady. A Simile Servant? This Room was built for ho- 
neſt Meaners, that deliver themſelves haſtily and plain- 
ly, and are gone. Is this a Time or Place for Exordiums, 
and Similes and Metaphors ? If you have ought to ſay, 
break into'r: my Anſwers ſhall very reaſonably meet you. 
El. Lo. Miſtreſs I came to ſee you. . 2 
Lady. That's happily diſpatcht; the next. L. 


* 
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El. Lo. To take leave of you. 
Lady. To be gone? 
El. Lo. Yes. SO . 
Lady. Vou need not have deſpair'd of that, nor have 
us'd ſo many Circumſtances to win me to give you leave 
to perform my Command; Is there a third 2 
J. Lo. Yes, I had a third had you been apt to hearit. 
Lady. I? never apter. Faſt (good Servant) faſt. 
El. Lo. T was to intreat you to hear Reaſon. 
Lady. Moſt willingly, have you brought one can 
ſpeak it? 
8 K El. _ 1 EY to kindle in that barren Heart 
Love and Forgiveneſs. 5 
Lady. You by ſtay at Hefe? 
El. Lo. Ves Lady. 1 
Lady. Why you may, and doubtleſly will, when you 
have debated that your Commander is but your Miltreſs, 


a Woman, a weak one, wildly overborn with Paſſions: 


but the thing by her commanded, is to ſee Dover's dread- 
ful Cliff, paſſing in a poor Water-houſe ; the Dangers 
of the mercileſs Channel 'rwixt that and Callis, five long 
Hours fail, with three poor Weeks Victuals. 

El. Lo. Vou wrong me. 

Lady. Then to land dumb, unable to enquire for an 
Engliſh hoſt, to remove from City to City, by molt 
chargeable Poſt-horſe, like one that rode in queſt of his 
Mother Tongue. | FT” 

El. Lo. You wrong me much. 

Lady. And all theſe (almoſt invincible Labours) "va 
form'd for your Miſtreſs, to be in danger to forſake her, 
and to put on new Allegiance to ſome FrenchLady, who 
is content to Change Language with your Laughter, and 
after your whole Year ſpent in Tennis and broken Speech, 
to ſtand to the hazard of being laught at, at your Re- 
turn, and have Tales made on you by the Chamber: 
maids. Pt: „ 

El. Lo. You wrong me much. 
Lady. Louder yet. N 

El. Lo. You know your leaſt Word is of Force to make 
me ſeck out Dangers, move me not with Toys: But 2 
| th TY this 
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this Baniſhment, I muſt take leave to ſay, you are un- 
juſt : Was one Kils forc'd from you in Publick by me ſo 
unpardonable ? Why all the Hours of Day and Night 
have ſeen us kiſs. GE 
Lady. Tis true, and ſo you told the Company that 
heard me chide. : 
El. Lo. Your own Eyes were not dearer to you than 1. 
Lady. And ſo you told 'em. 
El. Lo. I did, yet no ſign of Diſgrace need to have 
ſtain'd your Cheek: You your ſelt knew your pure and 
ſimple Heart to be moſt unſpotted, and free from the 
leaſt baſeneſs. 
Lady. 1 did: But if a Maid's Heart doth but once think 
that ſhe is ſuſpected, her own Face will write her guilty. 
El. Lo. But where lay this Diſgrace? The World that 
knew us, knew our Reſolutions well : And could it be 
hop'd that I ſhould give away my Freedom; and venture 
a perpetual Bondage with one I never kiſt ? or could I 
in ſtrict Wiſdom take too much Love upon me, from 
her that choſe me for her Husband ? | 
Lady. Believe me; it my Wedding-ſmock were on, 
Were the Gloves bought and giv'n, the Licence come, 
Were the Roſemary- branches dipt, and all 
The Hipochriſt and Cakes eat and drunk off, 
Were theſe two Arms incompaſt with the Hands 
Of Batchelors to lead me to the Church, 
Were my Feet in the Door, were I Fohy, ſaid, 
If John ſhou'd boaſt a favour done by me, 
I wou'd not wed that Year: And you, I hope, 
When you have ſpent this Year commodioully, 
In atchieving Languages, will at your return 
Acknowledge me more coy of parting with mine Eyes, 
Than ſuch a Friend. More talk I hold not now 
If you dare go. | 

El. Lo. I dare, you know. Firſt let me kiſs. 

Lady. Farewel ſweet Servant, your Task perform'd, 

On a new ground, as a beginning Sutor, 
I thall be apt to hear you. 

El. Lo. Farewcl, cruel Miſtreſs. Exit Lady. 
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Enter Toung Loveleſs, and Savil. 

V. Lo. Brother, you'll hazard the loſing your Tide to 
9 vyou have a long half mile by Land to Green- 
wich! V 

El. Lo. 1 go: But Brother, what yet unheard-of courſe 
to live, doth your Imagination flatter you with? Your 
ordinary means are devour'd. 3 

To, Lo. Courſe ?. why Horſe-courſing I think. Con- 
ſume no time in this: I have no Eſtate to be mended by 
Meditation: He that buſies himſelf about my Fortunes 

may properly be ſaid to buſie himſelf about nothing. 

El. Lo. Yet ſome courſe you muſt take, which for my 
ſatisfaction reſolve and open; if you will ſhape none, 1 
muſt inform you that that Man but perſwades himſelf he 
means to live, that imagines not the Means. 

To. Lo. Why, live upon others, as others have liv'd 
upon me. | = . | 

El. Lo. Tapprehend not that: You have fed others, and 
conſequently diſpos'dof 'em: And the ſame meaſure muſt 
you expect from your Maintainers, which will be too 

heavy an alteration for you to bear. 4, 

J. Lo. Why I'll purſe; if that raiſe me not, 11! bet 
at Bowling-alleys, or Man Whores; I would fain live 
by others: But I'll live whilſt I am unhang'd, and after 
the Thought's taken, CES. | 

El. Lo. I ſee you are ty'd to no particular Imployment 
then? | 

J. Lo. Faith I may chuſe my courſe : they ſay Na- 
ture brings forth none but ſhe provides for them: III try 
her Libcrality. 5 FI 

El. Lo. Well, to keep your Feet out of baſe and dan- 
gerous Paths, I have reſolv'd you ſhall hve as Maſter of 

my Houſe. It ſhall be your care, Sævil, to ſee him fed and 
cloath'd, not according to his preſent Eſtate, but to his 
Birth and former Fortunes. | 


To. Lo. If it be refer'd to him, if I be not found in 
Carnation Jearſie-ſtockins, blew Devils Breeches, with 

= the Gards down, and my Pocket i'th'ſleeves, I'll neꝰ er look 
you i'th' Face again. — 

Sav. A comelier wear I wuſs it is than thoſe dangling 

—_— OY FE. L. 
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El. Lo. To keep you ready to do him all Service peace- 
ably, and him to command you reaſonably, I leave 
theſe further Directions in Writing, which at your beſt 
leaſure together open and read. 

Enter Abigal to them with a Fewel, 

Abig. Sir, my Miſtreſs cemmends her Love to you-in 
this Token, and theſe Words; it is a Jewel (ſhe ſays) 
which as a Favour from her ſhe would requeit you to 
wear till your Year's Travel be perform'd: Which once 
expir'd, ſhe will haſtily expect your happy Return 

El. Lo. Return my Service with ſuch Thanks, as ſhe 
may imagine the Heart of a ſuddenly over-joy'd Man 
would willingly utter; and you] hope I ſhall with flen- 
der Arguments perſwade to wear this Diamond, that 
when my Miſtreſs ſhall, through my long}Abſence, and 
the Approach of new Suitors, offer to forget me; you 
may caſt your Eye down to your Finger, and remember 
and ſpeak of me : She will hear thee better than thoſe 
allied by Birth to her; as we ſee many Men much ſway'd 
by the Grooms of their Chambers, not that they have a 
greater part of their Love or Opinion on them, than on 
others, but for that they know their Secrets. 

Abig. O' my Credit I twear, Ithink 'twas made for me: 
Fear no other Suitors. 

El. Lo. I ſhall not need to teach you how to diſcredit 
their beginning, you know how to take Exception at 
their Shirts waſhing, or to make the Maids ſwear they 
found Plaſters in their Beds. 
Abig. I know, I know, and do not you fear the Suitors. 
El. Lo. Farewel, be mindful, and be 3 the 
Night calls me. | Exeunt omnes prater Abig. 
Albig. The Gods of the Winds befriend you Sir; a con- 
ſtant and liberal Lover thou art, more ſuch God ſend us. 
Enter Welford. 
Mel. Let'em not ſtand ſtill, we have rid. 
A Abig. A Suitor I know by his riding hard, VII not be 
een. No 
We]. Apretty Hall this, no Servant in't? Iwou'd look 
freſhly. 3 | 
Abig. You have deliver'd your Errand to me then: 
| 1 There 
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there's no danger in a handſome young Fellow: Þ'11 ſhew 
my ſelf: | : 

Wel. Lady, may it pleaſe you to beſtow upon a Stran- 
ger the ordinary Gre of Salutation; Are you the Lady 
of this Houſe? | 

Abig. Sir, I am worthily proud to be a Servant of hers, | 

Wel. Lady, .I ſhould be as proud to be a Servant of 
yours, did not my ſo late Acquaintance make me deſpair, 
Ab. Sir, it is not ſo hard to atchieve, but Nature 
may bring it about. 15 | 
Mel. For theſe comfortable Words, I remain your glad 
Debtor. Is your Lady at home? I 

Abig. She is no Stragler, Sir. _ 

Wel. May her Occaſions admit me to ſpeak with her? 

Abig. If you come in the way of a Suitor, No. 

Wel. J know your affable Virtue will be moy'd to per- 
ſwade her, that a Gentleman benighted and ſtray'd, of- 
ters to be bound to her for a Night's Lodging. ES. 
 Abig. l will commend this Meſſage to her; but if you 
aim at her Body, you will be deluded : Other Women of the 
Houſchold of as good Carriage and Government; upon 
any of which if you can caſt your Affection, they will per- 
haps be found as faithful and not ſo coy. * 4 Ex. Abig. 

Hel. What a Skin full of Luft is this? I thought! 
had come a wooing, and J am the courted Party. This 
is right Court faſhion : Men, Women, and all woo, 
Catch that catch may. If this foft- hearted Woman have 
inſus'd any of her Tenderneſs into her Lady, there is hope 
ſhe will be plyant. Put who's here? 

5 Enter Sir Roger the Curate. 
| Reg. God fave you Sir. My Lady lets you know ſhe 
defircs to he acquainted with your Name, before ſhe con- 
fer with you ? 1 9 
Nel. Sir, my Name calls me Wel ford. 
Rog. Sir, you are a Gentleman of a good Name. II 
try his Wir. 

Wel. I will uphold it as good as any of my. Anceſtors 
bad this two hundred Years, Sir. 

Rag. I knew a Worchipful and a Religious Gentleman 
of your Name in the Bi:toprick of Durham, Call you 
him Couſin el. 
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Mel. I am only allyed to his Virtues, Sir. | 
Rog. It is modeſtly ſaid : I ſhould carry the badge o 
your Chriſtianity with me too. 5 5 
Mel. What's that, a Croſs? there's a Teſter. 
Rog. I mean the Name which your God-fathers and 
ten ie" ay you at the Font. 1 
Mel. Tis Harry: But you cannot proceed orderly now 
in your Catechiſm ; for you have told me who gave me 
that Name. Shall I beg your Name? 
| Rog. Roper. | 
Wel. What Room fill you in this Houſe ? 
Rog. More Rooms than one. 
Wel. The more the merrier : But may my Boldneſs 


know,why your Lady hath ſent you to decypher my Name? 


Rog. Her own Words were theſe: To know whether 
you were a formerly deny'd Suitor, diſguis'd in this Meſ- 
ſage: for Ican aſſure you ſhe delights not in Thalame : H- 

men and ſhe are at variance, I ſhall return with much haſte. 

| | n Exit Roger. 
Mel. And much ſpeed Sir, I hope: Certainly I am ar- 
rived amongſt a Nation of new found Fools, on a Land 
where no Navigator has yet planted Wit; It 1 had fore- 
ſeen it, I would have laded my Breeches with Bells, Knives, 


Copper, and Glaſſes, to trade with Women for their 
Virginities; yet I fear, I ſhould have betray'd my ſelf 


to a needleſs charge then. Here's the walking Night- 
cap again. Enter Roger. 

Rog. Sir, my Lady's pleaſure is to {ec you; who hath 
commanded me to acknowledge her Sorrow, that you 
mult take the Pains to come up for ſo bad Entertainment. 


Wel. 1 ſhall obey your Lady, that ſent it, and acknow- 


ledge you that brought it, to be your Arts Maſter. 

Rog. I am but a Batchelor of Art, Sir; and I have the 
mending of all under this Roof, from my Lady on her 
Down- bed, to the Maid in the Peate-ftraw. 

Wel. A Cobler, Sr? | 
* No Sir, I inculcate Divine Service within theſe 
Walls. . 

Wel. But the Inhabitants of this Houſe do often imploy 


you on Errands without any ſcruple of Conſcience, 
Tok tl - e Rog. 
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Reg. Yes, I do take the Air many Mornings on | foot; 
three or four miles for Eggs: But why move you that ? 
Mel. To know whether it might become your Function 
to bid my Man to neglect his Horſe a little to attend on me. 
Rog. Moſt properly, Sir. r 
Mel. 1 pray you do ſo then: The whilſt J will attend 
your Lady. You direct all this Houſe in the true way? 
„ Rog. 1 do, Sir. . | 
Mel. And this Door I hope conducts to your Lady? 
Rog. Your Underſtanding is ingenious. [Ex. ſeverally. 
Enter Toung Loveleſs and Savil, with a Writing. 
Fav. By your favour Sir, you ſhall pardon me. 
1. Lo. I ſhall bear your favour Sir, croſs me no more; 
I fay they ſhall come in. | 
_ Sav. Sir, you forget who I am? 
To. Lo. Sir, I do not; thou art my Brother's Steward, 
his caſt-off Mill-money, his Kitchen Arithmetick. 
Sev. Sir, I hope you will not make ſo little of me? 
Jo. Lo. I make thee not ſo little as thou art; for indeed 
there goes no more to the making of a Steward, but a 
fair Imprimis, and then a reaſonable em infus'd into him, 
ard the thing is done. 3 
Sav. Nay then you ſtir my Duty, and I muſt tell you. 
. Lo. What woulditthou tell me, how Hopps grow, 
or hold ſome rotten Diſcourſe of Sheep, or when our 
Lady-day falls? Prithee farewel, and entertain my 
Friends, be drunk and burn thy Table-books ; and my 
dear Spark of Velvet, thou and I. . 
Sav. Good Sir, remember. 
To. Lo. I do remember thee a fooliſh Fellow, one that 
did put his truſt in Almanacks, and Horſe-fairs, and roſe 
by Hony, and Pot-butter. Shall they come in yet? 
Sv. Nay then I muſt unfold your Brother's pleaſure; 
theſe be the Leſſons, Sir, he left behind him. | 
To. Ls. Prethee expound the firſt, | 
av. I leave to maintain my Houſe three hundred Pounds 
a Year ; and my Brother to diſpoſe of it. 
7 Lo. Mark that, my wicked Steward; and Idiſpoſe 
of it. 3 n 
Sav, Whilſt he bears himſclf like a Gentleman, and 
5 | wy 
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my Credit falls not in him. Mark that, my good young 
J 7 7 

D. Lo. Nay, if it be no more I ſhall fulfil it, while my 
Legs will carry me I'll bear my ſelf Gentleman-like, but 


when I am drunk, let them bear me that can. Forward, 


dear Steward, 1 n Ws: - 
Sav. Next it is my Will, that he be furniſſ'd (as my 


Brother) with Attendance, Apparel, and the Obedience 7 


of my People. 5 
J. Lo. Steward, this is as plain as your old Minikin- 
breeches. Your wiſdom will relent now, will it not? Be 
mollified or you underſtand me Sir, proceed. | 
Sev. Next, that my Steward keep his lac, and pow'r, 
and bound my Brother's wildneſs with his care. 
T0. La. I'Il hear no more of this Apocrypha, bind it by 
it ſelf, Steward, 1 FVV 
Sau. This is your Brother's Will, and as I take it, he 


makes no mention of ſuch Company as you would draw 


unto you. Captains of Gallyfoiſts, ſuch as in a clear Day 


have ſeen Callis, Fellows that have no more of God, than 


their Oaths come to; they wear Swords to reach Fire at 


2 Play, and get there the oyl'd end of a Pipe, for their 
SGuerdon: Then the remnant of your Regiment, are 


wealthy Tobacco-Merchants, that ſet up with one Ounce, 
and break for three; together with a Forlorn hope of 
Poets, and all theſe look like Carthuſians, things without 
Linnen: Are theſe fit Company for my Maſter's Brother? 
J. Lo. I will either convert thee (O thou Pagan Ste- 
ward) or preſently confound thee and thy reckonings; 
who's there? Call in the Gentlemen. 
Sav. Good Sir. 


Ta | 
Sav. Are you my Maſter's Brother? | 


75. Lo. Nay, you ſhall know both who Lam, and where 


To. Lo. Are you the ſage Maſter Steward, with a Face 


like an old Ephemerides? © NE 
. Enter his Comrades, Captain, Traveller, Poet, &c. 
Fav. Then God help us all I ſay. 5 
To. Lo. I, and 'tis will ſaid my old Peer of France - 
Welcome Gentlemen, welcome Gentlemen; mine own 
| Log + © dear 
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bath given you to us for a worthy Fellow, and ſo we 
hugg you Sir. ; 


| knows\Men and Manners, and has plow'd up the Sea fo 


b'as too much Land, hang it Dirt. 


Gentlemen, you are once more welcome to three hundred 
Pounds a Year; we will be freely merry, ſhall we not? 


4 
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dear Lads you're richly welcome. Know this old Harry 


Sav. Sir, you will take my Purſę. 
Capt. And ſtudy to continue it; 

Sav. 1 do believe you. %% 3b 
Trav. Your honorable Friend and Maſter's Brother, 


Capt. Sir, I will take your Fur . 


Sav. Has given himſelf into the hands of Varlets, not 
to be carv'd out. Sir, are theſe the Pieces? 

Io. Lo. They are the Morals of the Age, the Virtues, 
Men made of Gold. 5 . 

Sav. Of your Gold, you mean Sir. 

Yo. Lo. This is a Man of War, and cryes go on, and 
wears his Colours. Mp 

Sev, 10's Nole. © Me 5 

To. Lo. In the fragrant Field. This is a Traveller Sir, 


far *till both the Poles have knockt; has ſeen the Sun 
take Coach, and can diſtinguiſh the colour of his Horſes, 
and their Kinds, and had a Flanders-Mare leapt there. 
Sav. Tis much. 5 . 
Trav. J have ſeen more Sir. . 

Sav. Tis even enough o' Conſcience; fit down, and 
reſt you, you are at the end of the World already. Wou'd 
you had as good a Living Sir, as this Fellow cou'd lie you 
out of, he has a notable Gift in't. 

To. Lo. This miniſters the Smoak, and this the Muſes. 
Sav. And you the Cloaths, and Meat, and Mony, you 
have a goodly Generation of 'em, pray let them multi- 
ply, your Brother's Houſe is big enough, and to ſay truth, 


Yo. Lo. Why now thou art a loving Stinkard. Fire os 
thy Annotations and thy Rent-books, thou haſt a weak 
Bi ain Savil, and with the next long Bill thou wilt run mad, 


Catt. Merry as Mirth and Wine, my lovely Loveleſs. 
Poet. A ſerious Look ſhall be a Jury to excommun cate 
ny Min from our Company, Trav. 
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Trav. We will not talk wiſely neither? 8 
Yo. Lo. What think you Gentlemen by all this Re- 
venue in Drink? 8 
Capt. 1 am all for Drinx. 5 
Trav. I am dry till it be ſo. | 

Poet. He that will not cry Amen to this, let him li- 
ſober, ſeem wiſe, and dye o'th' Coram. | 
Do. Lo. It ſhall be fo, we'll have it all in Drink; let 

Meat and Lodging go, they are tranſitory, and they 
Men meerly mortal : Then we'll have Wenches, every 
one his Wench, and every Week a freſh one; we'll keep 
no powder'd Fleſh. All theſe we have by warrant, u 
der the Title of Things neceſſary. Here upon this Place 
| ground it, the Obedience of my People, and all Ne- 
ceſlaries: Your Opinions, Gentlemen . 
Capt. Tis plain and evident that he meant Wenches. 
Sav. Good Sir, let me expound it. 

Capt. Here be as ſound Men, as your ſelf, Sir. 

Poet, This do I hold to be the Interpretation of it: In 
this word Neceſſary, is concluded all that be helps to 
Man; Woman was made the firſt, and therefore here the 
Chiefeſt. 1 | 5 

To. Lo. Believe me *tis a learned one; and by theſe 
Words, The Obedience of my People, you Steward being 
one, are bound to fetch us Wenches, 

Capt. He is, he is. . 

Io. Lo. Steward, attend us for Inſtructions. 

Szv. But will you keep no Houle, Sir? 

P. Lo. Nothing but Drink Sir, three hundred Pounds 
in Drink. . | | 

Sav. O miſerable Houſe, and miſerable I that I live to 
ſee it! Good Sir, keep ſome Meat, 

19. Lo. Get us good Whores, and for your part, Pl. 
board you in an Ale-houſe, you ſhall have Checſe and” 
Onions., | | Ppt Df 

Sav. What ſhall become of me, no Chimny ſmoaking® 
Well Prodigal, your Brother will come home. [ Exit. * 

25. Lo, Come Lads, I'll warrant you for Wenches. 
Three hundred Pounds in Drink. e 
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"AS T- I. «Ss C E N E J. 
Enter Ladys Welford, and Sir Roger zhe Grate 


Lady.CIR, now-you ſee your bad Lodging, 1 muſt bid 
you good Night. 

Wel. Lady, if there be any want, *tis in want of you. 

Lady. A little ſleep will eaſe that Complement. Once 
more good night. | 

Wel. Once more dear Lady, and then all ſweet Nights 

Lady. Dear Sir be ſhort and ſweet then. 

Mel. Shall the Morrow prove better to me, ſhall J hope 
my Sute happier by this Night s reſt? 

Lasgqh. Is your Sute lo ſickly that Reſt will help it? Pray | 
ye let it reſt then till I call for it. Sir, as a Stranger you 
have had all my welcome: But had I knownyour Errand 

e er you came, your Paſſage had been ſtraighter. Sir, 

good night. 

Mel. So fair, and cruel! Dear Unkind good night. 

[Exit Lady. 

Nat Sir, you ſhall ſtay with we, ru pr your 5 Zealſofar. 

Rog. O Lord Sir. | | 

Wel. Do you love Tobacco? 

Rog. Surely I love it, but it loyes not me; yet with 
your Reverence I'll. be bold. 

Wel. Pray light it Sir. How do you like it! > 

Rep. I promiſe you it is notable ſtinging geer indeed. It 
is wet Sir, Lord how it brings down Rheum ? 
Wel. Handle it again Sir, you have a warm Text of it, 
Fes. Thanks ever promis'd for it. I promiſe you it is 
"er powerful, and by a T rope, Spiritual; for certainly 
moves in ſundry Places. - 
 Wel. Ay, it does ſo Sir, and me eſpepel, to ask Sir, 

why, you wear a Nightcap- 

Rog. Aſſuredly I will ſpeak the truth unto you, You 
ſhall underſtand Sir, that my Head is broken, and by 
whom; cven by that viſible beaſt the Butler. 4 

ti. 
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Wel. The Butler? Certainly he had all his Drink about be 
him when he did it. Strike one of your grave Caſſock ? WW. 
JJ QrF. 
_ Rog. Reproving him at Tra-trip Sir, for ſwearing 
_ you have the total ſurely. / : 
Wel. You told him when his rage was ſet a tilt, and 
fo be crack d your Canons. I hope he has not hurt your ._ 
ns racing: But ſhall we ſee theſe Gentlewomen to 
night? | 
Rag. Have patience Sir until our fellow Nicholas be de- 
ceaſt, that is, aſleep: For ſo the ber is taken; to fleep 
to die, to die to ſleep, a very figure Sir. N 
Nel. Cannot you caſt another for the Gentlewomen? 
Rog. Not till the Man be in his Bed, his Grave: His 
Grave, his Bed: The very ſame again Sir. Our Comick 
Poet gives the reaſon ſweetly; Plenus rimarum eſt, he is 
full of Loope- holes, and will diſcover to our Patroneſs. 
Mel. Vour Comment Sir has made me underſtand you. 
Enter Martha be Lady's Siſter, and Abigal, 
to them, with a Poſſet. 5 
Neg. Sir be addreſt, the Graces do ſalute you with the 
full Bowl of Plenty. Is our old Enemy entomb'd ? 
Abig. He's ſafe. „ 5 
Rog. And does he ſnore out ſupinely with the Poet? | 
Mar. No, he out-ſnores the Poet. | = 
Mel. Gentlewoman, this Courteſie ſhall bind a Stranger 
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to you, ever your Servant. 1 

Mar, Sir, my Siſter's ſtrictneſs makes not us forget you 1 

p are a Stranger and a Gentleman. | hl 

2 Abig. In ſooth Sir, were I chang'd into my Lady, a i 
. Gentleman ſo well induced with Parts, ſhould not be loſt. * 
3 Wel. I thank you Gentlewoman, and reſt bound to you. bl 
2 See how this foul Familiar chews the Cud: From thee, bi 
: and three and fifty, good Love deliver mc. _ Li 
E Mar. Will you fit down Sir, and take a Spoon? T4 
; Wel. ] take it kindly, Lady. W ſ 1 
. Mar. It is our beſt Banquet, Sir. 1 
Rag. Shall we give thanks? "ot 
Vel. I have to the Gentlewomen already Sir. 1 

; 8 . Mer. bt: 
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Sad 5 The Scornful Lady. 


A 6 *. II. 5 0 E NE I. 
E nter Lady, welter, and Sir Roger be Gear. 


Lach. Im, 8 ſee your bad Lodging, k Walt bid 
you good Night. 
Wel. Lady: if there be any want, tis in want of you. 
Lady. A little ſleep will caſe that Complement. Once 
more good night. 
el. Once more dear Lady, and then all ſweet Nights. 
Lady. Dear Sir be ſhort and ſweet then. 

Mel. Shall the Morrow prove better to me, ſhall I 25 
X my Sute happier by this Night S 
Tah. Is your Sute ſo ſickly that Reſt will help it? pray 

ye let it reſt then till I call for it. Sir, as a Stranger you 
have had all my welcome: But had I known your Errand 

eiter you came, your Paſſage had been ſtraighter. * 


xz good night. 


Wel. So fair, and cruel! Dear Unkind good night. 7 
[Exit Lady. 
N: ay Sir, you ſhall ſtay with rae, ru Upreſs your s Zealſo far. 
EKaog. O Lord Sir. 1 
Wel. Do you love Tobacco? | 
Reg. Surely I love it, but it loves not me; yet with 
your Reverence III. be bold. 
Wel. Pray light it Sir. How do you like it? 
Rag. I promiſe you it is notable ſtinging geer indeed. It 
is wet Sir, Lord how it brings down Rheum? 
Mel. Handle it again Sir, you have a warm Text of it. 
eg. Thanks ever promis'd for it. I promi ;ſe you it is 
* powerful, and by a Trope, Spiritual; for certainly 
"Mt moves in ſundry Places. 
Wel. Ay, it does ſo Sir, and me eſpecially, to ask Sir, 
Vhy. you wear a Night cap. 
EKeg. Aſſuredly I will ſpeak the truth unto you, You 
ſhall underſtand Sir, that my Head is broken, and by 
whom: z even by that ribic beaſt the Butler. 1 
We 


— 
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Wel. The Butler? Certainly he had all his Drink about 
him when he did it. Strike one of your grave Caſſock ? 
Ike once; aire 2 
Kog. Reproving him at Tra-trip Sir, for ſwearing 
you have the total ſurely. 

Wel. You told him when his rage was ſet a tilt, and 
ſo he crack'd your Canons. I hope he has not hurt your 
night ? 5x22 
Rog. Havepatience Sir until our fellow Nicholas be de- 
ceaſt, that is, aſleep: For ſo the word is taken; to ſleep 
to die, to die to fleep, a very figure Sir. 

Vel. Cannot you caſt another for the Gentlewomen ? 

Rog. Not till the Man be in his Bed, his Grave: His 
Grave, his Bed: The very fame again Sir. Our Comick 
Poet gives the reaſon ſweetly; Plenus rimarum eft, he is 
full of Loope-holes, and will diſcover to our Patroneſs. 

Wel. Your Comment Sir has made me underſtand you. 

Enter Martha 2be Lady's Siſter, and Abigal, 
PO to them, with a Poſſet. 15 
Reg. Sir be addreſt, the Graces do ſalute you with the 
full Bowl of Plenty. Is our old Enemy entomb'd? 

Abig. He's ſafe. 

Rog. And does he ſnore out ſupinely with the Poet? 

Mar. No, he out- ſnores the Poet. | 


. + Wel.Gentlewoman, this Courteſie ſhall bind a Stranger 


to you, ever your Servant. 


Mar. Sir, my Siſter's ſtrictneſs makes not us forget you 


are a Stranger and a Gentleman. 
Albig. In ſooth Sir, were I chang'd into my Lady, a 
Gentleman ſo well indued with Parts, ſnould not be loſt. 
Wel. I thank you Gentlewoman, and reſt bound to you. 


See how this foul Familiar chews the Cud: From thee, 


and three and fifty, good Love deliver me. 
Mar. Will you ſit down Sir, and take a Spoon? 
Wel. 1 take it kindly, Lady. $i 
Mar. It is our beſt Banquet, Sir. 

| Rog. Shall we give thanks? | 

Vel. I have to the Gentlewomen already Sir. 


gentle reading. But ſhall we ſee theſe Gentle women to 
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Mar. Good Sir Rager, keep that Breath to cool your 
part o' th' Poſſet, you may chance have a ſcalding zeal 
elſe; and you will needs be doing, pray tell your twenty 
to your ſelf. Wou'd you cou'd like this, Sir? 

Vel. 1 wou'd your Siſter wou'd like me as well, Lady. 

Mar. Sure Sir, ſhe wou'd not eat you: But baniſh that 
Imagination; ſhe's only wedded to her ſelf, lies with her 
ſelt, and loves her ſelf; and for another Husband than her 
ſel, he may knock at the Gate, but ne'er come in. Be 
wiſe Sir, ſne's a Woman, and a trouble, and has her many 
Faults, the leaſt of which is, ſhe cannot love you. 

Abig. God pardon her, ſhe'll do worſe; wou'd I were 
worthy his leaſt grief, Miſtreſs Martha. = 

Wel. Now | mult over-hear her. | 

Mar. Faith. wou'd thou hadſt them all with all my 
heart; I do not think they wou'd make theea day older. 

_ Abig. Sir, will you pur in deeper, tis the ſweeter. \ 

Mar. Well faid, old ſayings. | 

Wel. She looks like one indeed. Gentlewoman you 
keep your word, your ſweet ſelf has made the bottom 
ſweeter. . „ 

Abig. Sir, I begin a Frolick, dare you change Sir? 

Wel. My ſelf for you, ſo pleaſe you. That ſmile has 
turn'd my Stomach : This is right the old Emblem of 
the Moyle cropping of Thiſtles: Lord what a hunting 
Head the carries, ſure ſhe has been ridden with a Mar- 

tingale. Now Love deliver me. 1 «/ 

Rog. Dol dream, or do I wake? Surely I know not: 
Am I rub'd off? Is this the way of all my Morning 
Fray'rs? Oh Roger, thou art but Graſs, and Woman as a 

| Flow'r. Did I for this conſume my quarters in Medita- 
tion, Vows, and woo'd her in Herojcal Epiſtles? Did 

J expound the Owl, and undertook with labour and ex- 

pencethcRecolle&ion of thoſe thouſand Pieces, conſum'd 
in Cellars, and Tobacco-ſhops of that our honour'd Eng- 

ſiſi man Ni. Br. Havel done this, and am ] done thus too? 

Iwill end with the wiſe Man, and fay ; He that holds a 
Woman, has an Eel by the tail. . x 
Mar. Sir*t's fo Jate, and our Entertainment (meaning 
dur Poſſet) by this is grown ſo cold, that *twere an un- 
| "> - mannenly 


fy. 8 


3 
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mannerly part longer to hold you from your reſt: Let 
what the Houſe has be at your command, Sir. 
Wel. Sweet reſt be with you, Lady. And to you what 
ou deſire too. * leExeunt. 
Albig. It ſhou'd be ſome ſuch good thing like your ſelf 
then. i 5 
Mel. Heav'n keep me from that Curſe, and all my Iſſue. 
Good night Antiquity. pe 

Rog. Solamen Miſeris ſocios habuiſſe Doloris: ButlI alone. 

Wel. Learned Sir, will you bid my Man come to me? 
And requeſting a greater meaſure of your Learning, good 
night, good Maſter Roger. 

Rag. Good Sir, peace be with you. [ Exit Roper. 

Wel. Adieu dear Domine. Half a dozen ſuch ina King- 
dom wou'd make a Man forſwear Confeſſion: For who 
that had but half his wits about him, wou'd commit the 
Counſel of a ſerious fin to ſuch a cruel Night- cap? Why 
how now, ſhall we have an Antick? | Enter Servant. 
Whoſe Head do you carry upon your Shoulders, that you 
jole it ſo againſt the Poſt? Is't for your caſe? Or have 
you ſeen the Celler? Where are my ſlippers, Sir? 

Ser. Here Sir. 1 

Wel. Where Sir? Have you got the pot Verdugo ? 
Have you ſeen the Horſes, Sir? 
Ker. Yes Sir. | 

Wel. Have they any Meat? 

Ser. Faith Sir, they havea kind of wholſome Ruſhes, 
Hay I cannot call it. To. 5 

Wel. And no Provender? 

Ser. Sir, ſo 1 take it. 

Wel. You are merry Sir, and why ſo? 

Ser. Faith Sir, here are no Oats to be got, unleſs you'll 
have em in Porredge: The People are ſo mainly given 
to Spoon-meat: Yonder's a caſt of Coach-mares of the 
Gentlewoman's, the ſtrangeſt Cattle. Wei. Why? 

Ser. Why, they are tranſparent Sir, you may ſee through 
them: And ſuch a Houſe! | | 

Wel. Come Sir, the truth of your Diſcovery. FE 

Ser. Sir, they are in tribes like Fews: The Kitchen and 
the Dairy make one Tribe, and have their Faction and - va 
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Fornication within "themſelves; the Buttery and the 
Landry are another, and there's no Love loſt; the Chan. 
bers are intire, and what's done there, is ſomewhat higher 
than my Knowledge: But this I am ſure, between theſe 
Copulations, a Stranger is kept virtuous, that is, faſt- 
ing. But of all this, the drink Sir. 

Wel. What of that, Sir? 

Ser. Faith Sir, I will handle it as the time and your 
patience will give me leave. 'This Drink, or this cool- 
ing Julip, of which three Spoonfuls kills the Calenture, 
a Pint breeds the cold Palfhe. | 
Mel. Sir, you bely the Houſe, 3 

Ser. I wou d I did Sir. But as I am a true Man, if 'twere 
8 hor be colder, nothing but an Aſſes Hoof would 

T Ei 
Mel. lam glad on't Sir, for if it had prov'd ſtronger, 
you had been Tongue-ty'd of theſe Commendation. 
Light me the Candle Sir, PH hear no more. [| Exeunt. 
» Enter young Loycleſs, and his Comrades, with Menc bes 
VVV ü 0 
V. Lo. Come my brave Man ot War, trace out thy darling, 
And you my learned Council, ſit and turn Boys, 0 
Kis till the Cow come home, kiſs cloſe, kiſs cloſe Knaves. 
My Modern Poet, thou ſhalt kiſs in Couplets. 
N Enter with Vine. 
Strike up you merry Varlets, and leave your peeping, 
This is no pay for Fidlers. | | 
Cut. O my dear Boy; thy Hercules, thy Captain 
Makes thee his Hylas, his Delight, his Solace. 
Love thy brave Man of War, and let thy bounty 
_ Claphimin Sbamois: Let there be deducted out of our main 
Fiye Marks in hatchments to adorn this Thigh, (potation 
Crampt with this reſt of Peace, and I will fight 
r 3 | 
To. Lo. Thou ſhalt have't Bay, and fly in Feather; 


5 


Lead on a March, you Michers. 
al Euter Savil. © 
Sau. O my Head, O my Heart, whatanoiſe and change 

is here! Wou'd I had been cold i' th' Mouth before this 

Day, and-ne'er have liv'd to ſee this Diſſolution, He =o | 
. | ; | | | Ives 


The Scornful Lady. 251 


lives within a Mile of this Place, had as good ſleep in the 
| perpetual noiſe of an Iron Mill. There's a dead Sea of 
Drink i' th* Sellar, in which goodly Veſſels lie wrack'd, 
andin the middle of this Deluge appear the cops of F la- 
gon, and black Jacks, like Churches drown'di th'Marſhes. 
Pb. Lo. What, art thou come? My ſweet Sir Anas 
e to T. Come thou ſhalt kiſs my * and 
court her in a Dance. 
Sav. Good Sir conſider. 
Jo. Lo. Shall we conſider, Gentlemen? How ſay you? 
Capt. Conſider? That were a {imple toy i' faith, con- 
ſider? Whoſe Moral's that? The Man that cries confider 
is our Foe: Let my Steel know him. 
Y. Lo. Stay thy dead doing Hand, he muſt not die 
yet: Prethee be calm, my Hector. 
Capt. Peaſant Slave, thou Groom compos 'd of grudg- 
ings, live and thank "this Gentleman, thou hadſt ſeen 
Puro elſe. The next conſider kills thee. 
Trav, Let him drink down his word again in aGallon 
of Sack. 
Poet. "Tis but a ſnuff, make it two Gallons, and let him 
do it kneeling in Repentance. LN 
Sæv. Nay rather kill me, there's but a Lay-man loft. 
Good Captain do your Office. 
10. Lo. Thou ſhalt drink, Sckarard, drink and dance, 
my Steward. Strike him a Horn-pipe queakers; take 
thy ſtriver, and pace her till ſhe ſtew. 
Sav. Sure Sir, I cannot dance with vt: 
they are too light for mez pray break my Head, and ler 
me go. 
"Oe. He ſhall dance, he ſhall dance. 
Vo. Lo. He ſhall dance, and drink, and be drunk and 
12 and be drunk again, and ſhall ſec | no Mear i in a 
ear. 
Pset. And three quarters. 
T0. Lo. And three quarters be it. 
Capt. Who knocks there? Let him in. 
Enter Elder Loveleſs diſguts 4. 
Sau. Some to de liver me, I hope. 
E. Ii Gentlemen, God fave you all, may buſineb i is to 
on: Maſter Leif 5. Capt. 
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Capt. This is the Gentleman you mean; view him 
and take his Inventory, he's a right one. Y 
El. Lo. He promiſes no leſs, Sir. 
Yo. Lo. Sir, your buſineſs? " 


El. Lo. Sir, I ſhou'd let you know, yet I am loth, yet 
I am ſworn to't, wou'd ſome other Tongue wou'd ſpeak 


» 


it for me. 1 | 
= To. Lo. Out with it i' God's Name. | 
| El. Lo. All I deſire Sir is, the patience and ſuff'rance 
of a Man; and good Sir be not mov'd more. 
Vo. Lo. Then a pottle of Sack will do, here's my Hand; 
prethee thy buſineſs? . 
El. Lo. Good Sir excuſe me; and whatſoever you hear 
think muſt have been known unto you; and be your ſeli 
diſcreet, and bear it nobly. 
PD. Lo. Prithee diſpatch me ? 
El. Lo. Your Brother's dead, Sir. 
To. Lo. Thou doſt not mean dead Drunk? 
EI. Ln. No, no, dead and drown'd at Sea, Sir, 
To. Lo. Art ſure he's dead ? - 
El. Lo. Too ſure Sir. 
To. Lo. Ay, but art thou very certainly ſure of it? 
El. Lo. As ſure Sir as I tell it. 
To. Lo. But art thou ſure he came not up again? 
El. Lo. He may come up, but ne'er to call you Brother? 
EN But art ſure he had Water enough to drown 
im: 
El. Lo. Sure Sir he wanted none. 
Yu. Lo. I would not have him want, | I loy'd him bet- 
. ter: Here I forgive thee; and i'faith be plain; how do 
* I bear it? : x 
Fl. Lo. Very wiſely, Sir. | 
W. Lo. Fill him ſoiae Wine. Thou doſt not ſee me mov'd, 
thele tranſitory Toys ne' er trouble me, he's in a better 
place, my Friend, I know't. Some fellows wou'd have 
cry'd now, and have curſt thee, and faln out with their 
Meat, and kept a pudder; but all this helps not, he was 
too good for us, and let God keep him: There's the right 
uſe on't, Friend. Of with thy Drink, thou haſt a ſpice of 
Sorrow makes thee dry: Fill him another. Sævil, Four 
| | i 2» 


U 
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Maſter's Dead, and who am I now. Savil? Nay, let's 
all bear it well; wipe, Sævil, wipe, Tears are but thrown 
away: we ſhall have Wenches now, ſhall we not, Sa- 
vil? | 
Szv. Yes Sir. 
Tv. Lo. And drink innumerable ? 
Sav. Ves forſooth. 
70. Lo. And you'll ſtrain curtſie, and be drunk a little? 
Sav. Iwou'd be glad, Sir, to do my weak endeavour, 
Tv. Lo. You may be brought in time to love a Wench too. 
Sav. In time the ſturdy Oak, Sir. 
Ta. Lo. Some more Wine for my Friend there. 


El. Lo. I ſhall be drunk anon for my good News: but 


I have a loving Brother, that's my comfort. 

To. Lo. Here's to you Sir, this is the worſt I wiſh you 
for your News: And if I had another elder Brother, and 
ſay it were his chance to feed Haddocks, I ſhould be {till 


the ſame you ſee me now; a poor contented Gentleman. 


More Wine for my Friend there, he's dry again. 

El. Lo. ſhall be, if I follow this beginning. Well my 
dear Brother, if I ſcape this drowning, 'tis your turn next 
to ſink; you ſhall duck twice before I help you. Sir I 
cannot drink more; pray let me have your pardon. 


10. Lo. O Lord Sir, 'tis your modeſty: More Wine, 
give him a bigger Glaſs; hug him my Captain, thou 


ſhalt be my chief Mourner. 


Capt, And this my Pennon: Sir, a full carouſe to you, 


and to my Lord of Land here. 

El. Lo. I feel a buzzing in my Brains; pray God I bear 
this out, and I'll ne er trouble them ſo far again. Here's 
to you Sir. | | 

Io. Lo. To my dear Steward, down o' your knees you 
Infidel, you Pagan; be drunk and penitent. 

Sav. Forgive me, Sir, and 111 be any thing. 

To. Lo. Then be a Baud, l'll have thee a brave Baud. 
El. Lo. Sir, I muſt take my leave of you, my bulinets 
is ſo urgent. EA | — 
Wo. Lo. Let's have a bridling caſt before you go. Fill's 
a new ſtoupe. 


El. Lo. 1 dare not Sir, by no means. 


To, Lo. 
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. Lo. Have you any mind toa Wench? Iwould fain 
gratifie you for the pains you took, Sir. 
El. Lo. As little to the t'other. 
P. La. If you find any ſtirring do but ſay fo. 
El. L. Sir, you are too bounteous; when I feel that 
itching, you ſhall aſſwage it, Sir, before another: This 


only, and farewel, Sir. Your Brother when the Storm 


was molt extream, told all about him, he left a Will 
which lies cloſe behind the Chimney in the matted Cham. 
ber. And fo as well, Sir, as you have made me able, | 
take-my leave. | 
. Tv. Lo. Let us embrace him all: If you grow dry be- 
fore you end your buſineſs, pray take a bait here, [haye 
a freſh Hogſhead for you. 7 ag 
Sav. You ſhall neither will nor chuſe, Sir. My Ma- 
ſter is a wonderful fine Gentleman, has a fine State, 3 
very fine State, Sir, I am his Steward, Sir, and his Man. 
F. Lo. Wou'd you were your own, Sir, as I left you. 
Well I muſt caſt about, or all ſinks. _ | 
- Sav. Farewel, Gentleman, Gentleman, Gentleman. 
El. Lo. What wou'd you with me, Sir? 
Fab. Farewel Gentleman. | | 
Fl. Lo. O ſleep Sir, ſleep. [Exit El. Lo. 
/ T6. Lo: Well Boys, you ſee what's fall'n, let's in and 
drink, and give thanks for it. 
Capt. Let's give thanks for it. 
W. Lo. Drunk as I live. 
Sav. Drunk as I live, Boys. 
T. Lo. Why, now thou art able to diſcharge thine 
Office, and caſt up a Reckoning of ſome weight; I will 
be Knighted, for my State will bear it, tis ſixteen hun- 
dred, Boys: Off with your husks, I'Il skin you all in 
Sattin. 2 
Capt. O ſweet Loveleſs! . 
Sav. All th Sattin! O ſweet Loveleſs! | 
To. Lo. March in, my noble Compeers: And this my 
Counteſs ſhall be led by two: And ſo proceed we to the 
WL | [ Exeunt. 
| Enter Morecraft the Ujurer, and Widow. 
Mor. And Widow, as 1 ſay, be your own ſw 
our 
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| Your Husband left you Wealthy, ay and wiſe, continue 
ſoſweet Duck, continue ſo. Take heed of young ſmooth 
Varlets, younger Brothers; they are Worms that will 


eat Cough your Bags; they are very Lightning, that 
or two will melt your Mony, and never finge 


with a fl 
your Purſe-ſtrings: They are Colts, Wench, Colts, hea- 
dy and dangerous, till we take 'em up, and make 'em 
fit for Bonds. Look upon me, I have had, and have 
yet matter of moment, Girl, matter of moment; you 
may meet with a worſe back, I'll not commend it. 

Wid. Nor I neither, Sir. 

Mor. Yet thus far by your favour, Widow, tis tuff. 
, Wid. And therefore not for my diet, for I love a ten- 

er one. 


Mor. Sweet Widow leave your frumps, and be edifi- 


ed: You know my State, I ſell no Perſpectives, Scarfs, 
Gloves, nor Hangers, nor put my truſt in Shoe-ties; 
and where your Husband in an ag was riſing by burnt 
Figs, dreg'd with Meal and pow 


Tobacco, that made the Footmen mangy; I, in a Year, 
have put up hundreds inclos'd, my Widow, thoſe plea- 
fant Meadows; by a forfeit Mortgage: For which the 
poor Knight takes a lone Chamber, owes for his Ale, 
and dare not beat his Hoſteſs: Nay more 5 
Mid. Good Sir no more; what e' er my Husband was, 
I know what I am, and if you marry me, you muſt bear 
1t bravely off, Sir. ” 
Mor. Not with the Head, ſweet Widow. 
Wid. No ſweet Sir, but with your Shoulders: I muſt 
have you dub'd, for under that I will not ſtoop a Feather. 
My Husband was a Fellow loy'd to toil, fed ill, made 


Gain his exerciſe, and fo grew coltive, which for that I 
was his Wife, I gave way to, and ſpun mine own Smocks 


courſe, and Sir, ſo little: But let that paſs, time, that 
wears all things out, wore out this Husband, who in 
penitence of ſuch fruitleſs five years Marriage, left me 
great with his Wealth, which if you'll be a worthy Goſ- 
tp to, be Knighted, Sir. | | 

ers Enter 


ered Sugar, Saunders, 
and Grains, Wormſeed and rotten Raiſins, and ſuch vile 
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99 75 Euter Savil. ” 

Mor. Now, Sir, from whom come you? whoſe May 
are you, Sir? . N 
Sav. Sir, I'tome from young Maſter Loveleſs, 

Mor. Be filent, Sir, I have no Mony, not a penny 
ſor you, he's ſunk, your Maſter's ſunk, a periſht Man, Sir 

Sav. Indeed his Brother's ſunk, Sir, God be with him 
a periſht Man indeed, and drown'd at Sea. a 
Mor. How ſaidſt thou, good my Friend, his Brother 
drown'd?ꝰ 
Hav. Untimely Sir, at Sea. 

Mr. And thy young Maſter left ſole Heir ? 

— ͤ K Ft 

Mor. And he wants Mony? (Knighted, 
Sav. Les, and ſent me to you, for he is now to be 

Mor. Widow be wiſe, there's more Land coming, 
Widow be very wiſe, and give thanks for me Widow. 

id. Be you very wiſe, and be knighted, and then 
give thanks for me Sir * R 

Sav. What ſays your Worſhip to this Mony? 

Mor. 1 ſay he may have Mony, if he pleaſe. 

_ $Sav. A thouſand, Sir? doe. | 
Aor. A thouſand Sir, provided, my wiſe Sir, his Land 
Hye for the payment, otherwiſe———— 

Enter Young Loveleſs, and Comrades, to them. 

Sav. He's here himſelf Sir, and can better tell you. 
Mor. My notable dear Friend, and worthy Maſter Loves 
teſs, and now right worſhipful, all joy and welcome. 
v. Lo. Thanks to my dear Incloſer, Maſter Morecraft; 
prethee old Angel Gold, ſalute my Family, T'll do as much 
for yours; this, and your own deſires, fair Gentlewoman. 

Wid. And yours Sir, if you mean well; *tis a hand- 
lame Gentleman. : EE a 
PD. Lo. Sirrah, my Brother's Dead. | 

W. Dead? | 3 

70. Lo. Dead, and by this time ſouſt for Ember- week. 
FFF = | 

Jb. Lo. Drown'd, drown'd at Sca, Man, by the next freſh 
Conger that comes we ſhall hear more. 

Mor. Now by my Faith of my Body it moves me woe. 

. 70, Lo. 
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W. Lo. What, wilt thou be an Aſs, and weep for the 
Dead? Why I thought nothing but a general Inundari- 
on would bave moy'd thee, prithee be quiet, he hath left 
his Land behind him. 1 

Mor. O has he ſo? yd; | | 

To. Ls. Yes faith, I thank him for't, I have all Boy; 
haſt any ready Mony? | DD” 

Mor. Will you ſell, Sir? PE 

1. Lo. No not outright, good Gripe; marry, a Mort- 
gage or {uch a {light Security. 

Mor. 1 have no Mony, Sir, for Mortgage; if you will 
ſell, and all or none, I'il work a new Mine for you. 

Sav. Good Sir look before you, he'll work you out 
of all elſe: If you {ell all your Landz you have ſold your 
Country, and then you mult to Sea, to ſeck your Bro- 
ther, and there lie pickled in a Powdering Tub, and break 
your Teeth with Biskets and hard Beet, that muſt have 
watering Sir: And where's your 300 Pounds a Year in 
Drink then? If you'll turn up the Straits you may, for 
you have no calling for Drink there, but with a Cannon, 
nor no ſcoring but on your Ships ſides, and then if you 
ſcape with Life, and take a Faggot Boat and a Bottle of 
Uſquebaugh, come home poor Man, like a type of Thames- 

. ſtreet ſtinking of Pitch and Poor-John, I cannot tell, 
Sin, I woah. loth to ſee ir. 

Capt. Steward, you are an Aſs, a meazel'd Mungril, 
and were it not againſt the Peace Fl ſovereign Friend 
here, I wou'd break your fore-caſting Coxcomb, Dog I 
would, even with thy ſtaff of Office there. Thy Pen and 
Inkhorn noble Boy, the God of Gold here has fed thee + 
well, take Mony for thy Dirt: Hark and believe, thou : 
art cold of Conſtitution, thy Seat unhealthful, ſell and 
be wiſez we are three that will adorn thee, and live ac- 
cording to thine own Heart, Child; Mirth ſhall be only 

ours, and only ours ſhall be the black ey'd Beauties of 
the time. Mony makes men Immortal. : 
Poet. Do what you will, 'tis the nobleſt courſe ; then 
you may live without the charge of People, only we 
four will make a Family; ay, and an Age that will be- 
get new Annals, in which Il write thy Life, my Son of 
. I. 155 + Pleaſure 
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pleaſure, equal with Nero and Caligula. 
ov. Lo. What Men were they, Captain? 
Capt. Two rggring Boys of Rome, that made all ſplit. 
J. Lo. Come Sir, what dare you give? RN 
Sav. You will not ſell, Sir? 
Jo. Lo. Who told you ſo, Sir? 
Sav. Good Sir have a care. 
To. Lo. Peace, or Il tack your Tongue up to your 
Roof. What Mony? ſpeak. | 
Mor. Six thouſand Pound, Sir. 
=. Capt. Take it; h'as overbidden by the Sun: Bind him 
| to his bargain quickly. = 

Yo. Lo. Come ſtrike me luck with Earneſt, and draw 

the Writings. | 
Nor. There's a God's penny for thee. 

Sav. Sir, for my old Maſter's ſake let my Farm be ex- 
cepted, if I become his Tenant I am undone, my Chil- 
dren Beggars, and my Wife God knows what: Conſi- 
der me, dear Sir.“ Mor. I'll have all or none. 

W. Lo. All in, all in: Diſpatch the Writings. 

0 R [ Exit with Com. 
id. Go, thou art a pretty forehanded Fellow, wou'd 
thou wert wiſer. oo 
Ssav. Now do ] ſenfibly begin to feel my ſelf a Raſcal; 
wou'd I cou'd teach a School, or beg, or lie well; Iam 
utterly undone; now he that taught thee to deceive and 
cozen, take thee to his Mercy; ſo be it. [Exit Sav. 
Mor. Come Widow come, never ſtand upon a Knight- 
hood, tis a meer paper Honour, and not proof enough 
for a Serjeant. Come, come, I'll make thee———— 

Wid. To anſwer inſhorr, 'tis this Sir. No Knight no 
Widow, if you make me any thing, it muſt be a Lady, 
and ſo I take my leave. 
Mor. Farewel ſweet Widow, and think of it. 8 
Mid. Sir, I do more than think of it, it makes me 
dream, Sir. r I Wid. 

Mor. She's rich and ſober, if this itch were from her: 
and ſay I be at the charge to pay the Footmen, and the 
Trumpets, ay and the Horſemen too, and be a Knight, 


and 


nl. 
* * 
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and ſo by conſequence ſhou'd prove a Coxcomb : III 
have a care of that. Six thouſand Pound, and then the 
Land is mine, there's ſome refreſhing yet. [ Exiz. 


* 
* 


ACT m. SCENE 1. 
Enter Abigal, and drops her Glove. 


Abig. Tf he but follow me, as all my hopes tell me, 


_ 4. he's Man enough, up goes my reſt, and Iknow 
| ſhall draw him. . 
Enter Welford. 


Wel. This is the ſtrangeſt pamper'd peice of Fleſh to- 


wards Fifty, that ever frailty copt withal; what a trim 


lenvoy here ſhe has put upon me; theſe Women are a 


proud kind of Cattle, and love this whorſon doing ſo 
directly, that they will not ſtick to make their very Skins 


Bawds to their Fleſh. Here's Dogskin and Storax ſuffi- 
cient to kill a Hawk: What to do with it, beſides nail- 
ing it up amongſt Ir; Heads of Teer, toſhew the mighti- 


neſs of her Palm, I know not: there ſhe is. I mutt en- 
ter into Dialogue. Lady, you have loſt your Glove. 
Abig. Not Vir, if you have found it. 
Mel. It was my meaning, Lady, to reſtore it. 
Abig. "Twill be uncivil in me to take back a favour, 
Fortune hath ſo well beſtow'd, Sir, pray wear it for me. 
Mel. I had rather wear a Bell. But hark you Miſtreſs, 


what hidden Virtue is there in this Glove, that you wou'd . 


have me wear it? Is't good againſt fore Eyes, or will it 
charm the Tooth- ach? Or theſe red tops, being ſteept 


in White-wine ſoluble, will't kill the Itch? Or has it 
ſo conceal'd a Providence to keep my Hand from Bonds? 
I it have none of theſe, and prove no more but a bare 
& Glove of half a Crown a pair, 'twill be but half a cour- 


teſie, I wear two always; faith let's draw cuts, one will 

JJC EE ; 
Abig. The tenderneſs of his Years keeps him as yet in 

Bn 82 Igno- 


and the refuſe me then; then am! hoiſt into the Subſidy, 
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Ignorance, he's a well moulded Fellow, and I wonder his 
Blood ſhou'd ſtir no higher; but tis his want of Com- 
pany: I muſt grow nearer to him. 
Enter Elder L. oveleſs ws 

El. Lo. God fave you both. 

Abig. And pardon you Sir; this is ſomewhat 1 
how came you hither? 
El. Lo. Why through the Doors, they are open. 
Mel. What are you? And what buſineſs have you here? 
El. Lo. More I believe than you have: 


Abig. Who would this Fellow ſpeak wRA! Art thou 
ſober ? 


El. Lo. Yes, I come not here to deep. 
Wel. Prithee what art thou? (tleman, - 
El. Lo. As much, gay Man, as thou art; lam a Gen- 

Wel. Art thou no more? 

El. Lo. Ves, more than thou dar'ſt be; a Soldier. 

Abig. Thou doſt not come to quarrel? 9 5 

El. Lo. No, not with Women; I come here to ſpeak 5 
with a Gentlewoman. . 

Abig. Why, Tam one. 

El. Ln. But not with one ſo gentle. 

Wel. This is a fine Fellow. „ 

El. Lo. Sir, I am not fine yet. I am but new come 
over; direct me with your Ticket to your Taylor, and 
then I ſhall be fine, Sir. Lady, if there be a better of 
your Sex within this Houſe, ſay I would ſee her. 

Abig. Why am not I good enough for you, Sir? 

El. Lo. Your way you'll be too good, pray end my bu- 
ſineſs. This is another Sutor; O frail Woman! 

Wel. This Fellow with his bluntneſs hopes to do more 
than the long ſutes of a thouſand cou'd; though he be 
ſowr, he's quick, I mult not truſt him. Sir, this Lady 
is not to ſpeak with you, the is more ſerious: You ſmell 


as if you were new calkt; go and be handſome, and then 
you may {ir with her Servingmen. 


El. Lo. What are you Sir? 

Mel. Gueſs by my outfide. 5 

El. Lo. Then take you, Sir, for ſome new ſilken ching 
can d from the Country; that ſhall (WAG you come to 


keep 


mY 
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' * keep good Company) be beaten into better Manners, 
Pray good proud Gentlewoman, helpmme to your Mittreſs. 
Abig. How many Lives haſt thou, that thou talk'ſt 


# 


thus rudely? | 

El. Lo. But one, one; I am neither Cat nor Woman. 

Wel. And will that one Life, Sir, maintain you ever in 

ſuch bold ſawcineſs? . * 8 

Ei. Lo. Yes, amongſt a Nation of ſuch Men as you are, 

and be no worſe for wearing. Shall I ſpeak with this Lady? 
g. No by my troth ſhall you not. | 

El. Lo. I muſt ſtay here then? 8 7 

Wel. That you ſhall not neither. 

Fl. L»-Good fine thing tell me why. + 

Fel. Good angry thing I'll tell you: . 

This is no place for ſuch Companions, + 

Such louſie Gentlemen ſhall find their buſineſs 


Better !'th* Suhurbs, there your ſtrong pitch Perfume, 
Mingled with Lees of Ale, ſhall reek in faſhion. 
This is no Thaniè Nſtreet, Sir. 
Abig. This Gentleman informs you truly. 
Prithee be ſatisfied, and ſeek the Suburbs, 
Good Captain, or whatever Title elſe 12 
The Warlike Eel-boats have beſtow'd upon thee, 
Go and reform thy ſelf, prithee be ſWecter, 
And know. my Lady Cents hh no Swabbers. - 
El. Lo. You'cannot talk me out withjyour.:Fradition 
Of Wit you pick from Plays, go to,;, Fhivezfound ye: 
And for you, Sir, whoſe tender gentle Biodd 
Runs in your Noſe, and makes you ſnuff at all. 
But three pil'd People, I do let you know, | 
He that begot your Worſhip's Sattin-ſuit, 
Can make no Men, Sir : I will ſee this Lady, 
And, with the Reverence of your Silkenſhip, 
In theſe old Ornaments. - 3 : 

Wel. You will not ſure? _ 

El. Lo. Sure, Sir, I ſhall? - 
Abig. You wou'd be beaten out?? ö 

El. Lo. Indeed I would not, or if I would be beaten, 
Pray who ſhall beat me? This good Gentleman 
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Mel. Sir you ſhall ſee that: Will you get you out? 
El. Lo. Ves, that that ſhall ates your Boys Tongue. 
Dare you fight? I will ſtay here ſtill. 7 bey draw. 

Abig. O their things are out, help, help for God slake. 
Madam. Jeſus! they foin at one another. 
+ Enter Lady. 
Madam, why, who is within there? 
Lady. Who breeds this rudeneſs? 
Vel. This uncivil Fellow; 
He ſays he comes from Sea, where I believe 
THas purg'd away his Manners... 
Lady. Why what of him? 
Wel. Why be will rudely, without once God bleſs you, 
Preſs to your Privacies, and no denial 
Muſt ſtand betwixt your Perſon and his bulges” 
I let go his ill Language. 
Lady. Sir, have you buſineſs with mer 
El. Lo. Madam, ſome I have, 
But not ſo ſerious to pawn my Life for Wy 
If you keep this quarter, and maintain about you 
Such Knights o'th* Sun as this is, to defie 
Men of Imployment to ye, you may live, 
But in what Fame? 
Lady: Pray ſtay Sir, who has wrong'd you? ic 
El. Lo. Wrong me he cannot, though uncivilly 
He flung his wild words at me: but to you 
I think he did no Honour, to deny 
The haſte I come withal, a paſſage — 
Though I ſeem courſe. 4 (ledge, 
Lady. Excuſe me, gentle Sir, 'twas from my Know- 
And ſhall have no protection. And to you Sir, 
You have ſhew'd more Heat than Wit, and from your ſelf 
Have borrow'd Power, I never gave you here, 
To do theſe vile unmanly things. My Houſe 
Is no blind Street to ſwagger in; and my Favours 
Not doting yet on your unknown Deſerts 
So far, that I ſhou'd make you Maſter of my buſineſß; 
My Credit yet ſtands fairer with the People 
. Than to be tryed with Swords; and they that come 2 
79 do me ſervice, muſt not think to win me W th 3 


We. 


$1 14 110th 
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With hazard of a Murther; if your Love 

Conſiſt in Fury, carry it to the Camp: . 
And there, in Honour of ſome common Miſtreſs, 
Shorten your Youth: I pray be better temper'd, 
And give me leave a while, Sir. 


Mel. You mult have it. a Exit Welford. 


Lady. Now Sir, your buſineſs? _ ; (low, 
El. Lo. Firſt, Ithank you for ſchooling this young Fel- 
Whom his own Follies, which he's prone enough 
Daily to fall into, if you but frown, 
Shall level him a way to his Repentance. 
Next, I ſhou'd rail at you, but you are a Woman, 
And Anger's loft upon you. n 80 
Lady. Why at me Sir? 
I never did you wrong; for, to my Knowledge, 
This is the firſt ſight of you. 3 bas A 
El. Lo. You have. done that, 
I muſt confeſs 1 have the leaſt curſe in, 
Becauſe the leaſt Acquaintance: But there be 
(If there be Honour in the Minds of Men) 
Thouſands when they ſhall know what I deliver, 
(As all good Men muſt ſhare in't) will to ſhame 
Blaſt your black Memory. 
Lady. How is this, good Sir? E RT * 
El. Lo. Tis that, that if you have a Soul will choakit. 


You've kill'd a Gentleman. 
Lady. I killd a Gentleman! 


7 


El. Lo. You, and your Cruelty, have kill'd him, Woman, 


And ſuch a Man (let me be angry in't)  _ 
Whoſe leaſt worth weigh'd above all Womens Virtues 

That are; I ſpare you all to come too: Gueſs him now ? 
Lady. I am fo innocent I cannot, Sir. 


El. Lo. Repent you mean, you are a perfect Woman, 


And as the firſt was, made for Man's undoing. _ 
Lady. Sir, you have miſt your way,. I am not ſhe. 
El. Lo. Wou'd he had miſt his way too, though he had 

Wander'd farther than Women are ill ſpoken of, 
So he had miſt this Miſery, you Lady. "44 
Lady. How do you do, Su? . 
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a The Scornful Lad). 
EI. Lo. Well enough J hope. | 
While I can keep my ſelf out from Temptations. 
Lady. Leap into this matter, whither would ye? 
El. Lo. You had a Servant that your Peeviſhneſs 
Ingoin'd8o Travel hn © RAT 
Lady. Such a one I have 
Still, and ſhall be griev'd 'twere otherwiſe. (dead: 
EI. Jo. Then have your asking, and be griev'd he's 
How you will anſwer for his worth, I know not: 
Eut this I am ſure, either he, or you, or both 
Were ſtark mad, elſe he might have liv'd 
To have giv'na ſtronger teſtimony to th'World 
Of what he might have been. He was a Man 
T knew but in his evening, ten Suns after, 
Forc'd by a Tyrant Storm our beaten Bark 
Bulg'dunder us; in which fad parting blow 
He call'd upon his Saint, but not for Life, 
On you unhappy Woman, in whilſt all 
Sought to preſerve their Souls, he deſperately 
Imbrac'd a Wave, crying to all that ſaw it. 
If any live, go to my Fate that fore d me 
* To this untimely End, and make her happy. 
= His name was Loveleſs : AndTſcap'dthe Storm, 
3 And now you have my buſineſs. 
Lady. Tis too much. 33 | 
WMWou'' d I had been that Storm, he had not periſn'd. 
If you'll rail now T will forgive you Sir: 
Or if you'll call in more, if any more 
Come from this Ruin, I ſhall juſtly ſuffer 
What they can ſay: I do confeſs my ſelf 
A guilty Cauſe in this. I wow'd ſay more, 
Bur Grief is grown too great to be deliver d. 
El. Lo. I like this well: Theſe Women are ſtrange 


things. | + 

Tis ſomewhat of the lateſt now to weep, 

You ſhould have wept when he was going from you, 
And chain'd him wich thoſe Tears at home. 
Lady. Wou' d you had told me then fo, theſe two Arms 
had been his Sta. 5 * D en * - 
* 1 El. L. 
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El. Lo. Truſt me you moe me much: But ſay he livd, 
theſe were forgotten things again. —* | 
Lady. Ay, ſay you fo? Sure I ſhould know that Voice: 
This is Knavery. I'll fit you for it. Where he living Sir, 
I wou'd perſwade you to be charitable, ay, and confeſs 
we are not all ſo ill as your Opinion holds us. O my Friend, 
what Penance ſhall I pull upon my Fault, upon my moſt 
unworthy ſelf for this? . 
El. Lo. Leave to love others, twas ſome Jealouſic 
That turn'd him deſperate. | 
Lasch. I'll be with you ftraight: Are you wrung there? 

El. Lo. This works amain upon her. 

Lady. I do confeſs there is a Gentleman 
Has born me long good will. 

EI. Lo. ] do not like that. „ | ' 

Lady. And vow'd a thouſand ſervices to me; to me, re- 
gardleſs of him: But ſince Fate, that no pow'r can with- 
ſtand, has taken from me my firſt, and beſt Love, and to 
weep away my Youth is a meer Folly, I will ſhew you 
what I determine Sir: You ſhall know all: Call Mr. Wel- 
ford there: That Gentleman I mean to make the Model 
of my Fortunes, and in his chaſt Embraces keep alive 
the memory of my loſt lovely Loveleſs: He is ſomewhat 
lize hinz>d:..... _ * G2 
El. Lo. Then you can love? 
' Lady. Yes certainly Sir: | 5 
Though it pleaſe you to think me hard and cruel: 
I hope ſhall perſwade you otherwiſe. 

El. Lo. Ihave made my ſelf a fine Fool. 
„ Enter Welford. | 
Nel. Wou'd you have ſpoke with me, Madam? 
Lady. Yes Mr. Welſord, and I ask your pardon before 
this Gentleman for being froward: This Kiſs, and hence - 
forth more Affection. | eee 


Ihe Scornful 


El. Lo. So; tis better I were drown'd. indeed. 
Wil. This is a ſudden Paſſion, God hold it. 
This Fellow out of his fear ſure has 
Perſwaded her. I'll give him a new ſuit on't. | 
Lady. A parting kiſs, and good Sir, let me pray you 


FE... 


Jo wait me in the Gallery, 
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8 1 Wel. I am in another W. orld; Madam where 4 
pl eaſe. ou + 4 [ Exit Welford. 
| Sea, and 't ſhall go hard but I'll be 


drown'd indeeer. | 

Lady. Now Sir you ſee I am no ſuch hard Creature, 

But time may win nme. | 

El. Lo. You have forgot your loſt Love. 

| Lady. Alas Sir, what would you have me do? I cannot 

call him back again with Sorrow; Ill love this Man as 

dearly, and beſhrow me I'll keep him far enough from 
Sea; and twas told me, now I remember me, by an old 
wiſe Woman, that my firſt Love ſhould be drown'd, 


and fee tis come about. 
El. Lo. 1 wou'd ſhe had told you your ſecond ſhould 
E hang'd too, andlet that come about : But this is very 
. Ley Faith Sir, conſider all, and then I know you'll be of 
my Mind: If weeping would redeem him, I would weep 
El. Lo. But ſay that I were Loveleſs, (till. 
And ſcap'd the Storm, How would you anſwer this? 
was Why for that Gentleman I wou'd leave all the 
ford. ct} e . 
El. Lo. This young thing too? : 
Lady. That young thing too, TS 
Or any young thing elſe : Why, I would loſe my State. 
El. Lo. Why then he lives ſtill, Lam he, your Loveleſs. 
Lach. Alas] knew it Sir, and for that purpoſe prepar'd 
this Pageant: Get youto your task; and leave theſe Play- 
ers tricks, or I ſhall leave you, indeed I ſhall. Travel, or 
ke... . 
El. Lo. Will you then marry? 
Lady. I will not promiſe, take your choice. Farewel. 
5 El. Lo. There is no other Purgatory but a Woman. 
MAmuſt do ſomething. [Exit Loveleſs. 
Er Wei... 
Mel. Miſtreſs I am bold. 
= — 16 You are indeed. 
Wel. You ſo overjoy'd me, Lady. 
Logs Take heed you ſurfeit not, pray faſt and welcome. 
Mel. By this Light you love me extreamly. Lad 
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Lady. By this, and to dam en t, Icare not for you. 
Mel. Come, come, you cannot hide it. Ky 

Lady. Indeed I can, where you ſnall never find it. 

Wel. I like this Mirth well, Lady. ; 

Lady. You ſhall have more on't. 

Wel. I muſt kiſs you. 

Lady. No Sir. 
Mel. Indeed I muſt. 

Lady. What muſt be, muſt bez VII take my leave, you 
have your parting blow: I pray commend me to thoſe 
few Friends you have, that ſent you hither, and tell them 
when you travel next, twere fit you brought leſs Bray'ry 
with you and more Wit; you'll never get a Wife elſe, 

Mel. Are you in carneſt ? 8 | 
Lady. Ves faith: Will you eat Sir? your Horſes will be 
ready ſtraight, you ſhall have a Napkin laid in the But- 
178 . MS 

Viel Do not you love me then? 

7750 Yes, for that Face. 

Wel. It is a good one, Lady. _ „ 
Lach. Ves, if it were not warpt, the Fire in time may 

mend it. — 
Poel. Methinks yours is none of the beſt, Lady. 
Lady. No by my troth Sir; yet o' my Conſcience, 
You wou'd make ſhift with it. 

Mel. Come, pray no more of this. 

Lady. I will not: Fare you well. Ho, who's within there? 
bring out the Gentleman's Horſes, he's in haſte; and ſet 
ſome cold Meat on the Table. TE l 
el. Thave too much of that, I thank you Lady: take 
your Chamber when you pleaſe, there goes a black one 
D 
Lady. Fare wel young Man. Exit Lady. 
Wel. Vou have made me one; Farewel; and may the 
curſe of a great Houſe fall upon thee, 1 mean the Butler. 
The Devil and all his Works are in theſe Women; wou'd 
all of my Sex were of my Mind, I wou'd make em anew 
Lent, and a long one, that Fleſh might be in more Re- 
v'rence with then. 
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3 Enter Abigal zo him. 
Albig. I am ſorry, Mr. Welford. 
Wel. So am I, That you are here. 
Abig. How does my Lady uſe you? 
Wel. As I would uſe you, Scurvily. 
Abig. 1 ſhou'd have been more kind, Sir? 
Wel, I ſhou'd have been undone then. Pray leave me, 
and look to your Sweet-meats. Hark, your Lady calls. 
Abig. Sir, I ſhall borrow ſo much time without offence. 
Wiel. You'renothing but offence, for Gods love leave me. 
Abig. Tis ſtrange my Lady ſhou'd be ſuch a Tyrant. 
Wel. To ſend you to me. Pray go ſtitch, good do, 
you're more trouble to me than a Term. + IS 
Abig. I do not know how my good Will, if I ſaid 
Love lied not, ſhould any way deſerve this? 
Wel. A thouſand ways, a thouſand ways; ſweet Cre:- 
ture let me depart in peace. | . 
Abig. What Creature, Sir? I hope I am a Woman, 
Wel. A hundred I think by your Noiſe. 
Abig. Since you are angry Sir, I am bold to tell you 
that Iam a Woman, and a Rib. 
Mel. Of a roaſted Horſe? 
 Abig. Conſter me that. "IM 
Wel. A Dog can do it better; Farewel Counteſs, and 
commend me to your Lady, tell her ſhe's proud, and ſcurvy, 
and ſo I commit you both to your Tempter. 
Abig. Sweet Mr. Welford. 3% 


Mel. Avoid old Satanus: Go daub your Ruins, your -J 
Face looks fouler than a Storm: The Foot-man ſtays 


for you in the Lobby, Lady. x 
Abig. If you were a Gentleman, I ſhou'd know it by 


your gentle Conditions. Are theſe fit words to give 2 
Gentle woman? 


Wel. As fit as they were made for ye. Sirrah, my Horſes. 


- Farewel old Adage, keep your Noſe warm, the Rheum 
will make it Horn elſe—— [ Exit Weltford. 


Abig. The bleſſings of a Prodigal young Heir be thy 


Companions, Welford. Marry come up my Gentleman, are 


your Gums grown ſo tender they cannot bite? Askittiſh 


Filly will be your fortune, Welford, and fair enough for 


ſuch 
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ſuch a Packſaddle. And I doubt not (if my Aim hold) 
to ſee her made to amble to your Hand, Eri Abigal. 
Enter Toung Loveleſs, and Comrades, Morecraft, 

Widom, Savil, andthe reſt. [Knight, 
Capt. Save thy brave Shoulder, my young puiſſant 

And may thy Back- word bite them to the Bone 

That love thee not, thou art an Errant man. 

Go on. 'The circumcis'd ſhall fall by thee. 

Let Land and Labour fill the Man that tills 
Thy Sword muſt be thy Plough, and Foue it ſpeed. 
Mecha ſhall ſweat, and MHahomet ſhall fall, 

And thy dear Name fill up his Monument. 

W. LD. It ſhall Captain, I mean to be a Worthy. 
Capt. One Worthy is too little, thou ſhalt be all. 
Mor. Captain I ſhall deſerve ſome of your Love too. 
Capt. Thou ſhalt have Heart and Hand too, noble 
Mrecraft, 3 5 HE] 
If thou wilt lend me Mony. I am a Man of Garriſon, 
Be rul'd, and open to me thoſe infernal Gates, 
 Whence none of thy evil Angels pals again, 
And J will ſtile thec noble, nay Don Diego. 
II oo thy Ifanta for thee, and my Knight 

Shall feaſt her with high Meats, and make her apt. 

Mor, Pardon me Captain, you're beſide my meaning. 
Tv. Lo. No Mr. Morecraft, tis the Captain's meaning 
I ſhou'd prepare her for ye. 
Capt. Or provoke ger 
Speak my modern Man, I ſay provoke her. 5 
Poet. Captain, I fay ſo too, or ſtir her to it. So ſay 
. the Criticks. | 5 
Io. Lo. But howſoever you expound it Sir, ſhe's ve 
welcome, and this ſhall ſerve for witneſs. And Widow, 
ſince you're come ſo happily, you ſhall deliver up the 
Keys and free poſſeſſion of this Houſe, while I ſtand by 
to Ratifte., = | 1 
Mid. I had rather give it back again, believe me, 
'Tis a Miſery to ſay you had it. Take heed. 
To, To. *Tis paſt that, Widow]; come, fir down, ſome 
Wine there, there is a ſcurvy Banquet if we had it. All 
this fair Houſe is yours Sir Savi/? e 
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Sev. Yes, Sir. | 
To. Lo. Are you Keys ready, I muſt eaſie your Burden, 
Sau. 1 am ready Sir, to be undone, when you ſhall 
/ KV 
To. Lo. Come, come, thou ſhalt live better. 
Sv. I ſhall have leſs to do, that's all, there's half a 
dozen of my Friends i th' Fields ſunning againſt a Bank, 
with half a breech among 'em, I ſhall be with em ſhortly. 
The care and continual vexation of being rich, eat up 
this Raſcal. What ſhall become of my poor Family? 
they are no Sheep, and they muſt keep themſelves, 
D. Lo. Drink, Maſter Morecraft, pray be merry all: 
Nay and you will not drink there's no Society; 


| Captain, ſpeak loud, and drink: Widow, a word. 


| commanded) have a juſt care of. 


__ Copt. Expound her throughly, Knight. Here God o 
Gold, here's to thy fair Poſſeſſions; Be a Baron, and a 
bold one: leave off your tickling of young Heirs like 
Trouts, and let thy Chimnies ſmoke. Feed Men of 
War, live and be honeſt, and be ſav'd yet. 
Mor. I thank you, worthy Captain, for your Counſel. 
You keep your Chimnies ſmoking there, your Noſtrils; 
and when you can, you feed a Man of War, this makes 
you not a Baron, but a bare one: and how or when you | 


ſhall be ſav'd, let the Clark O'th' Company (you have 


* 


Poet. The Man is much mov'd. Be not angry Sir, 
but, as the Poet ſings, let your diſpleaſure be a ſhort fury, 
and go out. Vou have ſpoke home, and bitterly, to me 
Sir: Captain take truce, the Miſer is a tart and a witty 
whorſon | | 


Capt. Poet, you feign perdie, the Wit of this Man lies 


in his Fingers ends, he muſt tell all; his Tongue fills his 


Mouth like a Neats Tongue, and only ſerves to lick his 


hungry Chaps after a Purchaſe : His Brains and Brim- 
ſtone are the Devils diet to a fat Uſurer's Head. To her 
Knight, to her; clap her Aboard, and ſtow her. Where's 
the brave Steward? | 
Sav. Here's your poor Friend, and Savil, Sir. 
Capt. Away, th'art rich in Ornaments of Nature. Firſt 
in thy Face, thou haſt a ſerious Face, a betting, bar-» 
ww — . gaining 
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aining, and ſaving Face, a rich Face, pawn it to the 

ſurer; a Face to kindle the Compaſſion of the moſt ig- 

norant and frozen Juſtice. Sb „ 

Sav.* Tis ſuch as I ſhall not dare to ſhew it ſhortly, Sir. 

Capt. Be blithe and bonny, Steward, Maſter Morecraft, 

Drink to this Man of reckoning. | 

Mor. Here's een to him. 

Sav. The Devil guide it downward; Wou'd there were 
in't an Acre of the great Broom- field he bought, to ſweep 

your dirty Conſcience, or to choak ye, tis all one to me, 

ſurer, ) 

To, Lo. Conſider what I told you, you are young, un- 

apt for wordly Buſineſs: Is it fit one of ſuch tenderneſs, 

ſo delicate, fo contrary to things of care, ſhould ſtir and 
break her better Meditations, in the bare brokage of a 
a brace of Angels? or anew Kirtel, though ir be Satten? 
eat by the hope of ſurfeits, and lye down only in Expe- 
cation of a Morrow, that may undo ſome eaſie-hearted 
Fool, or reach a Widow's curſes? Let out Mony, whoſe 
Uſe returns the Principal? and get, out of theſe Troubles, 
a conſuming Heir; for ſuch a one muſt follow neceſſa- 
rily : You ſhall die hated, if not old and miſerable; and 
that poſſeſt Wealth that you got with pining, live to ſee 
tumbled to another's Hands, that is no more a kin to 
you, than you to-his cozenage. 1 
Mid. Sir, you ſpeak well, wou'd God that Charity had 
firſt begun here. e he OY 
Þ, Lo. "Tis yet time. Be merry, methinks you want 
Wine there, there's more i'th' Houſe. Captain, where 

Teſts the Health ? M 
Capt. It ſhall go round, Bo? 

Tv. Lo. Say you can ſuffer this, becauſe the end points 
at much Profit, can you ſo far bow below your Blood, 
below your too much Beauty, to be a Partner of this Fel- 
low's Bed, and lye with his Diſeaſes? if you can, I will 
nor preſs you further: Yet look upon him: There's 
nothing in that hidebound Uſurer, that Man of mat, that 
all decay*d, but Aches, for you to love, unleſs his periſſit 
Lungs; his dry Cough, or his Scurvy. This is Truth, 

and fo far I dare ſpeak yet: He has yet, paſt cure of 6 


* 


in three farthings to make em Pence. 


9 


+ 


| fick, Spaw, or any Diet, a primitive Pox in his Bones; 
and o' my Knowledge he has been ten times rowell'd: - 
Ye may love him; he had a Baſtard, his own toward 

 Iffue, whipt, and then cropt for waſhing out the Roſcs 


Mid. ] do not like theſe Morals. 
70. Lo. You mult not like him then. 
nter Elder Lovelch. 
El. Lo. By your leave Gentlemen. 
To. Lo. By my Troth Sir, you are welcome, welcome 
faith: Lord what a Stranger you are grown; pray know 
this Gentleman, and if you pleaſe theſe Friends here : 
We are merry, you ſee the worſt on't ; your Houſe has 
been kept warm Sir. OS od "2m 
EI. Lo. I am glad to hear it Brother, pray God you 
are wile too. 7 #, TW 1 „ 
Yo. Lo. Pray Mr. Morecraft know my elder Brother, 


py 


and Captain do you compliment. Savil 1 dare ſwear is 
lad at Heart to ſee you; Lord, we heard Sir you were 
_ drown'd at Sea, and ſee how luckily thiggs come about:? 
Mor. This Mony muſt be paid again, Sir. nol 
_ To. Lo. No Sir, Pray keep the Sale, twill make good 
_ Tailors meaſures; I am well, I thank you. : 
Wid. Ly my Troth the Gentleman has ſtew'd him in 
his own Sawce, I ſhall love him fort. | 
_ » Sav. I know not were J am, Iam ſo glad: Your Wor- 
ſhip is the welcom'ſt Man alive; upon my Knees I bid 
you welcome home: Here has been ſuch a hurry, ſuch a 
din, ſuch diſmal Drinking, Swearing and W horing, 'thas 
almoſt made me mad We have all liv'd in a continual 
Purnbalſtreet;, Sir, bleſt be Heav'n, that ſent you ſafe a- 
gain; now {hall I eat and go to bed again. 
EI. Lo. Brother, diſmiſs theſe People. 
V. Lo. Captain be gone a while,” meet me at my old 
RNandevouſe in the Evening, take your ſmall Poet with 
you. Mr. Morecraft you were beſt go prattle with your 
learned Counſel, I ſhall preſerve. your Mony, I was co- 
zen'd when time was, we are quit Sir. E 
Mid. Better and better ſtill. - 
FI. Lo. What 's this Fellow, Brother? 
i . | To. 19. 
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w. Lo. A thirſty Uſurer that ſupt my Land off. 
El. Lo. What does he tarry for? OY 
7p. Lo. Sir, to be Landlord of your Houſe and State : 
I was bold to make a little ſale, Sir. 

Mor. Amlover-reach'd? if there be Law I'll hamper ye. 

El. Lo. Prethee be gone, and rave at home, thou art 
ſo baſe a Fool I cannot laugh at thee: Sirrah, this comes 
of coz'ning, home and fpare, cat Reddiſh till you raiſe 

your ſums again, If you ſtir far in this, III have you 
whipt, your Ears nail'd for intelligencing o'th' the Piil- 
löry, and your Goods forfeit: You are a ſtale Cozener, 
leave my Houſe: No more. 1 
Mor. A Pox upon your Houſe, Come Widow, I 
ſhall yet hamper this young Gameſter. 
Mid. Good twelve yth' hundred keep your way, I am 
not for your diet, mary in your own Tribe Few, and 
oct,a Broker 2 1 - ns F 
70. Lo. Tis well faid Widow: Will you jog on, Sir? 
Mor. Yes, I will go, but 'tis no matter whither : 
But when I truſt a wild Fool, and a Woman, 
+ May I lend Gratis, and build Hoſpitals. Exit. 

DD. Lo. Nay good Sir, make all ev'n, here's a Widow 

wants your good word for me, ſhe's Rich, and may re- : 
new me and my Fortunes. 37 1 

El. Lo. I am glad you look before you. Gentle woman, 

here is a poor diſtreſſed younger Brother. 
Vid. You do him wrong Sir, he's a Knight. 

El. Lo. lask you Mercy: yet' tis no matter, his Knight- 
hood is no Inheritance, I take it: Whatſoecver he is, he is 
your Servant, or wou'd be, Lady. Faith be not Merci- 
leſs, but make a Man; he's young and handſome, though 
he be my Brother, and his Obſervances may deſerve your 
Love: He ſhall not fail for means. Yo 

 _ Wid. Sir, you ſpeak like a worthy Brother : And ſo 

much I do credit your fair Language, that I ſhall love 

| Your Brother: And ſo love him, — but !] ſhall bluſh to 
ſay more. 5 N 8 16 
EL Lo. Stop her Mouth. I hope you ſhall not live th 1 
know that hour whenthis ſhall be repented. Now Frother 
I ſhou'd chide, but I'll give 18 to your fair Mi- is 

Vor. I. | * „ 
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ſtreſs. I will inſtruct her in't, and ſkeſhall do't: you have 
been wild and ignorant, pray mend it. . 
V. Lo. Sir, every Day now Spring comes on. 
El. Lo. To you good Mr. Savil and your Office, thus 
much I have to ſay: You're from my Steward become, 
firſt your own Drunkard, then his Bawd they ſay you're 
excellent 8 in both, and perfect: Give me your 
Keys, Sir Favil. Ne | «5. 
Fed. Good Sir, conſider whom you left me to. 
El. Lo. I left you as a Curb for, not to provoke my 
E rother's Follies. Where's the beſt Drink, now? come, 
tell me Savil; where's the ſoundeſt Whores? Ye old 


Te Goat, yedried Ape, ye lame Stallion, muſt you be 


Jeading in my Houſe your Whores, like Fairies dance 
their Night-rounds, without f.ar either of King or 
Conſtable,” within my Walls? Are all my Hangings 
ſafe; my Sheep unſold yet? I hope my Plate is currant, 
| ha' too much ont. What ſay you to three hundred 
Pounds in Drink now? 1% i „„ 
Sav. Good Sir, forgive me, and but hear me ſpeak. 
El. Lo. Methinks thou ſhouldit be drunk ſtill, and not 
ſpeak, tis the more pardonable. I IT 
Sav. I will Sir, if you will have it fo. 
Fl. Lo. I thank ye: Yes, cen purſue it Sir ; Do you 
hear? get a Whore ſoon for your Recreation; go look 
out Captain Broken«breech your Fellow, and Quarrel if 
you dare: I ſhall deliver theſe Keys to one ſhall have 
more Honeſty, though not ſo much fine Wit, Sir. You 
may walk and gather Creſes, fit to cool your Liver; there's 
ſomething for you to begin a Diet, you'll have the Pox 
elle. Speed you well, Sir Savi/ : you may cat at my 
Houſe to preſerve Life; but keep no Fornication in the 
Stables. IE. onines pr. Savil. 
Sav. Now muſt I hang myſelf, my Friends will look fert. 
Eating and ſleeping, 1 do deſpiſe you both no-w-: 


I will run mad firit, and if that get not Pity, 


IN drown my ſelf, to a moſt diſmal Ditty. [Exit Savil. 
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ECT WT SCENE IL 
Enter Abigal ſola. . 


Lens > poor Gentlewoman, to what a miſery 
Et hath Age brought thee : To what a ſcurvy For- 
tune? Thou that haſt been a Companion for Noblemen, 
and at the worſt of thoſe Times for Gentlemen ; now 
like a broken Servingman, muſt beg for favour to thoſe, 
that wou'd have crawPd like Pilgrims to my Chamber 
but for an Apparition of me. You that be coming on, 
make much of fifteen, and fo 'till five and twenty: Uſe 
our time with Reverence, that your Profits may ariſe: 
t will not tarry with you, Ecce ſjgmm : Here was a Face, 
but Time, thatlike a Surfeit eats our Youth, plague of 
his iron Teeth, and draw em for't, has been a little bol- 
(er here than welcome: And now to ſay the truth, I am 
fit for no Man. Old Men i'th' Houſe of fifty, call me 
Granum; and when they are drunk, e' en then, when Fore 
and my Lady are all one, not one will do me reaſon. My 
little Levite hath forſaken me, his Silver ſound of Cittern 
quite aboliſht, his doleful Hymns under my Chamber-win⸗ 
de w, digeſted into tedious learging : Well Fool, you leapt 
2 Haddock when you left him; he's a clean Man, and a 
good Edifier, and twenty Nobles is his State de claro, be- 
ſides his pigs in poſſe. To this good Homiliſt | have been 
ever ſtubborn, which God forgive me for, and mend my 
Manners: And Love, if ever thou haſt care of forty, of 
ſuch a piece of lape Ground, hear my Pray'r, and fire his 
zeal ſo far forth, that my Faults, in this renew'dimpreſſion 
of my Love, may thew corrected to our gentle Reader. 
Bo "I Enter Roger. 8 
See how negligently he paſſes by me; with what an E- 
Juipage Canonical, as though he had broken the Heart 
of Bellarmine, or added ſomething to the weine Brethren. 
Tis Scorn, I know it, and deferve it. Mr. Roger. 
Rog. Fair Gentlewoman, n y Name is Roger, 
Abig. Then gentle Roger. © 
Rog. Ungentle Abigal. 


Ss 5 2 | Abig. 
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Abig. Why Mr. Roger, will you ſct your Wit to 3 
weak Woman's? +: "+. ee Ry 
Rog. You are weak indeed: For ſo the Poet ſings, 
Abig. I do confeſs my weakneſs, {ſweet Sir Roger. 
Rag. Good my Lady's Gentlewoman, or my good La- 
dy's Gentlewoman (this Trope is loſt to you now) leave 
your prating, you have a ſeaſon of your firſt Mother in 
ye: And ſurely had the Devil been in love, he had been 


abuſed too: Go Dalilab, you make Men Fools, and wear 
i | | 
= Abig. Well, well, hard-hearted Man; dilate upon the 
—— weak Infirmities of Women: Theſe are fit texts, but 
once there was a time, wou'd I had never ſeen thoſe 
Eyes, thoſe Eyes, thoſe orient Eyes. | 
Kog. Ay they were Pearls once with you. 
Abig. Saving your reverence Sir, ſo they are ſtill. 
 Kng. Nay, nay, I do beſeech you leave your cogying, 
what they are, they are, they ſerve me without Spectacles, 
] thank 'em. SEE ah 
Abig. O will you-kill me? 
Rog. 1 do not think I can, 

You're like a Copy-hold with nine Lives in't. | 
Abig. You were wont to bear a Chriſtian Fear about 
you: For your own Wofffhips fake. ES 

Ke.. I was a Chriſtian Fool then: Do you remember 
what a Dance you led me? how I grew qualm'd in love, 
and wasa Dunce? cou'd expound but once a quarter, and 
then was out too: And then out of the ſtinking ſtir you 

put me in, I pray'd for my own Iſſue. You do remem- 

ber all chi? . 

nn obes chen you were 5 
Rog. I thank you for it, ſurely 1 will be wiſer, Abizal- 
and, as the Ethnick Poet ſings, I will not loſe my Oy! 
andLabour too. You're for the Worſhipfu!, I take it Abiga!: 
Albig. O take it fo, and then 1 am for thee. 
Roz. 1 like theſe Tears well, and-this humbling alſo, 
they are Symptomes of contrition. If I ſhou'd fall into my 
fir again, wou'd you not ſhake me into a quotidian Cox- 
comb? Wou'd you not uſe me ſcurvily again, and give 
me Poſſets with purging Comfets in't? I tell thee Gen- 
VOY 5 5 tlewoman, 
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tlewoman, thou haſt been harder to me, than a long Pe- 
digree. 3 i 
x > bis. O Curate cure me: I will love thee better, dea- 
rer, longer: I will do any thing, betray the ſecrets of th: 
main Houſe-hold to thy Reformation. My Lady ſhall 
look lovingly on thy Learning, and when true time ſhall 
point thee fora Parſon, I will convert thy E-:gs to penny 
Cuſtards, and thy tith Gooſe ſhall graze and multiply. 
R'g. I am mollified, as well ſhall teſtifie this faithful 
Kiſs; But have a great care Miſtreſs Abigal how you de- 
preſs the Spirit any more with your Rebukes and Mocks: 
for certainly the Edge of ſuch a folly cuts it ſelf. : 
Abig. O Sir, you have pierc'd me thorow. Here 1 
vow a Recantation to thoſe malicious Faults I ever did a- 
gainſt you. Never more will I deſpiſe your Learning, never 
more pin Cards and Cony-tails upon your Caſſock, never 
again reproach your reverend Night- cap, and call it by 
the mangy name of Murrin, never your reverend Per- 
ſon, more, and ſay, you look like one of Baal's Priefts 
in a hanging, never again when you ſay Grace laugh at 
you, nor put you out at Prayers: Never cramp you more, 
nor when you ride, get Sope and Thiſtles for you. No 
my Roger, theſe faults ſhall be corre&cd and amended, 
as by the tenor of my Tears appears. 5 
- Kog. Now cannot I hold if I ſhould be hang'd, I muſt 
cry too. Come to thine own beloved, and do even what 
thou wilt with me, ſweet, ſweet Abigal. lam thine own 
forever: Here's my Hand, when R-ger proves a Recreant, 
hang him i'th' Bell-ropes. 15 | 
Euter Lady, and Martha. 
Lady. Why how now Maſter Roger, no Pray'rs down 
with you to Night? Did you hear the Bell ring? You 
are courting ;z your Flock ſhall fat well for it. 128 
Rog. I humbly ask your pardon: PII clap up Pray'rs, 
but ſtay a little, and be with you again. ¶ Exit Roger. 
9 5 | Enter Elder Loveleſs. 1 
Lady. How dare you, being ſo unworthy a Fellow, 
Preſume to come to move me any more? | 
El. Lo. Ha, ha, ha. £ 
Lady. What ails the Fellow ? 


T 3 . El. Zo. 
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El. Lo. The Fellow comes to laugh at you, I tell you 
Lady I would not, for your Land, be ſuch a Coxcomb, 
| ſuch a whining Afs, as you decreed me for when I wa; 

laſt here. FE 5 

Lady.] joy to hear you are wiſe, tis a rare Jewel 
In an Elder Brother: Pray be wiſer yet. 3 

El. Lo. Methinks I am very wiſe: I do not come à 

wooing. Indeed I'll move no more love to your Ladiſhip, 
Lady. What makes you here then? 
El. Lo. Only to ſee you and be N That's all 
my buſineſs. Faith let's be very merry. Where's little 
Roger? He's a good Fellow: An hour or two well ſpent 
in wholeſome Mirth, is worth athouſand of theſe puling - 
Paſſions. Tis an ill World for Lovers. 

| Lady. They were never fewer. 

El. Ls. I thank God there's one leſs for me, Lady. 

Lady. Vou were never any, Sir. e 

El. Lo. Till now, and now I am the prettieſt Fellow. 

Lady. You talk like a Tailor, Sir. FP ©", 
El. Do. Methinks your Faces are no ſuch fine things 

no 8 | * 2 N th 5 
Lady. Why did you tell me you were wiſe? Lord what 
- a lying Age is this, where will you mend theſe Faces? 

l. Lo. A Hogs Face, ſouſt, is worth a hundred of em. 

Lady. Sure you had a Sow to your Mother. 

El. Lo. She brought ſuch fine white Pigs as you, fit 
for none but Parſons, Lady ya; . 

Lady. Tis well you will allow us our Clergy yet. 

El. Lo. That ſhall not fave you. O that I were in love 
again with a wiſh! 5 Leone. 

Lady. By this light you are a ſcurvy Fellow, pray be 

El. Lo. You know l am a clean skin'd Man. 

Lady. Dol know it? 8 . 

El. Lo. Come, come, you wou'd know it; that's as good: 
But not a ſnap, never long for't, not a ſnap, dear Lady. 
Lady. Hark ye Sir, hark ye, get ye to the Suburbs, there's 
Horſe Fleſh for ſuch Hounds : Will you go, Sir? 

El. Lo. Lord how I lov'd this Woman, how I worſhip'd 
this pretty Calf with a white Face here: As I live, you 
were the prettieſt Fool to play withal, the ans little 

| No i arlet, 
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Varlet, it would talk: Lord how it talk'd! And when 
I angred it, it would cry out, and ſcratch, and cat no 
Meat, and it wou'd ſay, go hang. 5 - 

Lady. It will fay fo ſtill, if you anger it. 

El. Lo. And when 1 asK'd it, if it would be married, 
it ſent me of an Errand into France, and would abuſe me, 
and be glad it did fo, 

Lady. Sir this 1s moſt unmanly, pray be gone. 
El. Lo. And {wear (even when it twitter'd to be at 
me) I was unhandſome., h 

Lady. Have you no manners in you? >, 
El. Lo. And ſay my Back was melted, when God he 
knows, I kept it at a charge: Four Flanders Mares wou'd 
have been eaſier to me, and a Fencer. e 

Lady. You think all this is tue now? 

El. Lo. Faith whether it be or no, tis too good for you. 
But ſo much for our Mirth: Now have at you incarneſt. 
Tady. There is enough Sir, I deſire no more. 

El. Lo. Ves faith, we'll have a caſt at your beſt parts now 
And then the Devil take the worſt. 8 g 
Lady. Pray Sir no more, I am not ſo much affected with 
your Commendations, tis almoſt Dinner, I know they 
- ſtay for you at the Ordinary, Fw 
El. Lo. E'en a ſhort Grace, and then I am * You 
are a Woman, and the proudeſt that ever lov'da Coach: 

The ſcornfuleſt, — and moſt ſenſeleſs Woman; the 
greedieſt to be prais'd, and never mov d though it be 
groſs and open; the moſt envious, that at the poor fame 
of anothers Face, would eat your own, and more than is 
your own, the Paint belonging to it: Of ſuch a ſelf O- 
pinion, that you think none can deſerve your Glove: 
And for your Malice, you are ſo excellent, you might 
have been your Tempters- tutor: Nay, never cry. 
Fe Lady. Y our own Heart knows you wrong me: | cry 
for ye? | 

K. Lo. You ſhall before 1 leave vou. 

Lady. Is all this ſpoke in carneft ? 

El. Lo. Ves, and more, as ſoon as I can get it out. 

Lady. Well, out with't. ' 

El. Lo. You are; let me ſee. | = 
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Lady. One that has us'd you with too much reſpect. 
El. Lo. One that hath us'd me, ſince you will have it 
ſo, the baſeſt, the moſt Foot-boy-like, without reſpe& 

of what I was, or what you might be by me; you have 
us'd me, as I would uſc a Jade, ride him off's Legs, then 
turn him to the Commons; you have us'd me with di- 
ſcretion, and I thank ye. If you have many more ſuch 
pretty Servants, pray build an Hoſpital, and when they 
are old, pray keep *em for ſhame. . 
Lady. 1 cannot think yet this is ſerious. 
El. Lo. Will you have more on't ? 
Lady. No Faith, there's enough, if it be true: 
Too much by all my part; you are no Lover then? 
El. Lo. No, I had rather be a Carrier. 
Lady. Why the Gods amend all. | 
| El. Lo. Neither do I think there can be ſuch a Fellow 
| found i' th' World, to be in Love with ſuch a froward 
Woman; if there be ſuch, they're mad, Fove comfort 
em. Now you have all, and J as new a Man, as light, 
and ſpirited, that I feel my ſelf clean through another 
Creature. O 'tis brave to be ones own Man, I can ſec 
you now as I wou'd ſce a Picture, fit all day by you and 
never kiis your Hand: Hear you ſing, and never fall 
backward; but with as ſet a Temper, as I would hear a 
Fidler, riſe and thank you. I can now keep my Mony 
in my Purſe, that ſtill was gadding out for Scarfes and 
Waſtcoats: And keep my Hand from Mercers Sheep- 
skins finely. I can eat Mutton now, and feaſt my ſelf 
with my two Shillings, and can ſee a Play for Eighteen 
Pence again: I canmy Lady, I can. | 

Lady.The Carriage of thisFellow vexes me. Sir, pray let 

me ſpeak alittle private with you, I muſt not ſuffer this. 

El. Lo. Ha, ha, ha, what would you with me? 

You will not raviſh me? Now, your ſet Speech? 


„ 8 


Lach. Thou perjur'd Man. 
El. Lo. Ha, ha, ha, this is a fine exordiumi. 
And why I pray you perjurdꝰd Ws 
Lady.Did you not ſwear a thouſand thouſand times, you 
lov'd me bell of ene, ets 9 
El. Lo. ] do confeſs it; Make your beſt of that. 


Lady. 


The Scornful Lady). = 281 


Lady. Why do you ſay you do not then? 
El. L. Nay I'll ſwear it, 
And give ſufficient reaſon, your own Uſage. 
Lady. Do you not love me then? 

El. Lo. No fait, ; hag 
Lady. Did you ever think Ilov'd you dearly? 
El. Lo. Yes, but I fee but rotten Fruits on't. 

Lady. Do not deny your Hand for I mult kiſs it, and take 
my laſt Farewel; now let me die, ſo you be happy. 
El. Lo. I am too fooliſh: Lady ſpcak, dear Lady. 

Lady. No, let me Die. Ve Swoons. 

Mar. Oh my Sitter ! . 

Abig. O my Lady! help, help. 
Mar. Run for ſome Roſaſolis - OO ERA 

El. Lo. I have plaid the fine Aſs: Bend her Body. 
Lady, beſt, deareſt, worthieſt Lady, hear your Scr- 
vant, I am not as I ſhew'd: O wretched F Ee to fling 

away the Jewel of thy Lite thus. Give her more Air, 
ſee the begins to ſtir, ſweet Miſtreſs hear me. 

Lady. Is my Servant well? 

El. Lo. In being yours I am ſo. 

Lady. Then I care not. . 

El. Lo. How do ye, reach a Chair there; 1 confeſs my 
fault not pardonable, in purſuing thus upon ſuch Tender- 
neſs my wilful Error; but had I known it wou'd have 
wrought thus with ye, thus ſtrangely, not the World 
had won me to it; and let not, my beſt Lady, any word 
ipoke to my end difturb your quiet Peace; for ſooner 
ſhall you know a general Ruin, than my Faith broken. 
Do not doubt this, Miſtreſs, for by my Lite I cannot live 
without you. Come, come, you ſhall not grieve, rather 
be angry, and heap Infliction upon me: I will ſuffer. 


Ol could curſe my ſelf, pray ſmile upon me. Uponmy 


Faith it was but a trick to try you, knowing you lov'd 
me dearly, and yet ſtrangely that you would never ſhew 


it, though my means was all Humility. 


All. Ha, ha. El. Lo. How now? 

Lady. I thank you fine Fool for your moſt fine Plot: 
this was a ſubtle one, a ſtiff device to have caught Dong 

3 LINES ei 1 82 : | wat] : 
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with. Good ſenſeleſs Sir, could you imagine I ſhould 
{woon for ,you, and know your Rf to be an arfant Aſs? 
5 AY, adiſcover'd one. Tis quit, I thank you Sir. Ha, h:, ha. 
Mar. Take heed Sir, ſhe may chance to ſwoon again? 
All. Ha, ha, ha. 
Abig. Step to her Sir, ſee how ſhe changes Colour. 
5 El. Fo. 11 lg to Hell firſt, and be better welcome. 
I amfool'd, I do confeſs it, finely fool'd, 
| Lady, fool d Madam, and thank deu 0c it. 
Lady. Faith tis not ſo much worth Sir: 
But if I knew when you come next a Birding, 
I'll have a ſtronger Nooſe to hold the Woodcock. 
All. Ha, ha, ha. 
El. Lo. lam glad to ſee you mertys Pray laugh on. 
Mar. H'ad a hard Heart that cou'd not laugh at you 
Sir; ha, ha, ha. | 
Lady. Pray Siſter do not laug] b, youll anger him, 
And then bel rail like a rude C TR 
hi 


| That School-boys had couzened MO 
/ As loud and ſenceleſs. 
El. Lo. I will not rail. . 


Mar. Faith then let's hear him, Gifter. 
Ei. Lo. Ves you ſhall hear me. ts 
Lady. Shall we be the better by it then? 
E. Lo. No, he that makes a Woman better by his words, 
Pu have him Sainted : Blows will not do it. 
Lady. By this light he'll beat us. 
El. Lo. Youdo deſerve it richly, 
And may live to have a Beadle wo 1 it. 
Lady. Now he rails. 
El. To. Come ſcornful Folly, 
If this be railing, you ſhall hear me rail. 
Lady. Pray put it in good words then. 7 
El. Lo. The worſt are good enough for ſuch atrifle, 
Such a proud piece of pech 
HI Lady. You bite Sir? 
ws Lo. 1 wou'd till the Bones erackt, Ul I had my 
will. 
- Mar. We had beſt muzzle him, he grows mad. 
El. Lo. I WN twere law ful in the next * Sickneſs 
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to have the Dogs ſpar'd, thoſe harmleſs Creaturcs, and 
knock i' th* head thoſe hot continual Plagues, Women, 
that are more infectious. I hope the State will think on't. 
Lady. Are you well, Sir? 

Mer. He looks as though he had a grievous fit o' th' 

Colick. | $:%, | 
El. Lo. Green-ginder will cure me. 

Abig. I'll heat a Trencher for him. 

El. Lo. Dirty December do, thou with a Face as old 
as Erra Pater, ſuch a Prognoſticating Noſe: Thou thing 
that ten years ſince has left to be a Woman, outworn 

the expectation of a Bawd; and thy dry Bones can reach 
at nothing now, but Gords or Ninepins; pray go fetch 
a Trencher, go. 8 

Lady. Let him alone, he's crack'd. a 

Abig. I'll fee him hang'd firſt, is a beaſtly Fellow to 
uſe a Woman of my breeding thus zay marry is he: Wou'd 
I were a Man, I'd make him eat his Knaves words. 

El. Lo. Tie your ſhe Otter up, good Lady Folly, ſhe 
ſtinks worſe than a Bear- baiting. 88 5 | 

Lady. Why will you be angry now ? ; 

Fl. Lo. Go Paint and Purge, call in your Kennel with 
you: You a Lady? 3 
Abig. Sirrah, look to't againſt the Quarter Seſſions, if 
there be good Behaviour in the World, Fil have thee 
bound to it. e THY 
El. Lo. You muſt not ſeek it in your Lady's Houſe 
then; pray fend this Ferret home, and ſpin, good Abigal. 
And Madam, that your Ladiſhip may know, in what baſe 
manner you have us d my Service, I do from this hour 
hate ye heartily ; and though your Folly ſhould whip 
you to Repentance, and waken you at length to ſee my 
Wrongs, tis not the endeavour of your Lifeſhall win mez 
not alf the Friends you have, Interceſſion, nor your ſub- 
miſſive Letters, though they ſpoke as many Tears as Words; 
not your Knees grown to th Ground in Penitence, nor all 
your State, to kiſs you; nor my Pardon, nor will to give 
you Chriſtian Burial, if you die thus; fo farewel. When I 
am married and made fure, I'll come and viſit you again, 
and vex you Lady. By all my hopes I'll be a torment 
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to you, Worſe than a tedious Winter. I know you will 
recant and ſue to me, but fave that labour: I'll rather 
love a Fever and continual Thirſt, rather contract my 
Youth to drink and ſacerdote upon Quarrels, or take a 
drawn Whore from an Hoſpital, that Time, Diſeaſes, 
and Mercury had eaten, than to be drawn to love you. 
Lady. Ha, ha, ha, pray do, but take heed though. 
Ei. * From thee, falſe Dice, Jades, Cowards, and 
Plaguy Summers, good Lord deliver me. 
Exi: Elder Love. 


Lady But hark you Servant, hark ye: 1s he gone? 
Call him again. 


Abig. Hang him Paddock. 
Lach. Art thou here ſtill? Flie, flie, ind call my Ser- 
vant, flie or never ſee me more: | 
Abig. I had rather knit again than ſee that Raſcal, but 
| 1 muſt do it. [Exit Abigal. 
Lady. I would be loth to anger him too much; whar 
fine foolery is this in a Woman, to uſe thoſe Men moſt 
frowardly they love moſt? If I ſhould loſe him thus, 
Vere rightly ſerv'd. I hope he's not fo much himſelf, 
to take it to th heart: How now? Will he come back? 
| # Enter Abigal. 
Albig. Never, 7 ſwears, while he can hear Men ſay 
there's any Woman living: Heſwore he would ha'me firſt. 
Lady. Didſt thou intreat him, Wench? TY 
1 As well as I cou'd, Madam. But this is ſtill your 
to love being abſent. and when he's with Fs 
— h at him andabuſe bim. There's another way, i 
could hit on't. 
Lach. Thou Gay'ſt true, get me Paytn pen and Ink, 
| Plate to him, I'd be I'd K. e ſhould ſleep in's anger. 
1 Women are woſt F ools when they think they” T — 
IDE xeunt 
. el. Enter Young Loveleſs, and Widow, going to be 
Married, with them bis Comrades. 
Wid. Pray Sir caſt off theſe Fellows, as unfitting for 
your bare Knowledge, and far more your Company: Is't 


3% 


fit ſuch Ragamuffins as theſe are, ſhould bear the Name 


of Friends, and furniſh out a civil Houle? You're to - 
marxied 
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married now, and Men that love you muſt expect courſe 5 
far from your old Carcer: If you will keep 'em, turn 
em to th' Stable, and there make em Grooms: And yet 
now conſider it, ſuch Beggars once ſet o' Horſe-back, 
you have heard will ride, how far you had beſt to look. V 
Capt. Hear you, you that muſt be Lady, pray content 
your ſelf and think upon your Carriage ſoon at Night, 
what dreſſing will beſt take your Knight, what Waſt- 
coat, what Cordial will do well i'th' Morning for him, 
what ers nave your + | 
Wid. What do you mean, Sir? = | 
Capt. Thoſe that muſt ſwitch him up: if he ſtart well, 
fear not but cry Saint George, and bear him hard: When 
you perceive his Wind grows hot and wanting, let him 
a little down, he's flecr, ne'er doubt him, and ſtands 
ſound. „ OR. Roe 
Mid. Sir, you hear theſe Fellows? 
To. Lo. Merry Companions, Wench, merry Compa- 
nions. WIR EA 
Mid. To one another let 'em be Companions, but 
good Sir not to you: You ſhall be civil and {lip off theſe 
baſe trappings. | Ru, 2 
Cap. He ſhalf not need, my moſt ſweet Lady Grocer; 
if he be civil, not your powder'd Sugar, nor your Rai- 
fins ſhall perſwade t Cap ain to live a Coxcomb with 
him; let him be civil and eat 1'th' Arches, and ſee what 
will come on't. 00 
Poet. Let him be civil, do: Undo him; ay, that's 
the next way. I will not take, if he be civil once, two 
hundred Pound a Vear to live with him: Be civil? There's 
a trim perſwaſion. 318 15 
Capt. If thou be'ſt civil, Knight, as Fove defend it, get 
thee another Noſe, that will be pull d off by the angry 
Boys for thy Converſion : The Children thou ſhalt get 
on this Civillian cannot inherit by the Law, they're Erb- 
nice, and all thy ſport meer moral Lrachery: When 
they are grown, having but little in em, they may prove 
Habetdaſfiers, or grols Grocers, like their dear Damm 
there: Prithee be civil Knight, in time thou mayſt read 
to thy Houſhold, and be drunk once a Year: This would 
ſhew finely. 3 To, L). 
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do not underſtand theſe Gentlemen: I will be ſhort and 


Sir, can live upon ſo little as Corn and Water, I am un- 


this, and Cloaths that they muſt look for? 


Meat, Drink, and Cloth : Theſe are no ravening Foot- 
men, no Fellows, that at Ora.nariesdare eat their eighteen 


Reſt they take is little, and that little is little eaſie: For 
2 Bench, or a poor ſtubborn Table; if a Chimney offer 


Straw, elle they do deſpiſe theſe worldly Pamperings. 


they ſeek none, and if a Man ſhould offer, they are 
angry, ſcarce to be reconcil'd again with him: You 


286 Th- Scornful Lady. F 
To. Lo. I wonder Sweetheart you will offer this, you 


ithy : I had rather caſt you off by the way of charge: 
beſe are Creatures, that nothing goes to the mainte- 
nance of but Corn and Water. T will keep theſe Fel- 
lows juſt in the competency of two Hens. 
Mid. If you can caſt it fo Sir, you have my liking : If 
they cat leſs, I ſhould not be offended: But how theſe, 


believing.” - 5 | 1 
Iv. Lo. Why prithee Sweetheart what's your Ale? Is 
not that Corn aud Water, my ſweet Widow? 
Mid. Ay, but my ſweet Knight where's the Meat to 


To. Lo. In this ſhort ſentence Ale, is all included : 


pence thrice out before they riſe, and yet go hungry to 
play, and crack more Nuts than would ſuffice a dozen 
Squirrels; beſides the din, which is damnable : I had 
rather rail, and be confin'd to a Boat-maker, than live 
amongſt ſuch Raſcals; theſe are People of ſuch a clean 
diſcretion in their Diet, of ſuch a moderate Suſtenance, 
that they Sweat if they but ſmell hot Meat. Porredge 
is Poiſon, they hate a Kitchen as they hate a Counter, 
and ſhow em but a Feather-bed they ſwoon. Ale is 
their eating and their drinking ſurely, which keeps their 
Bodies clear, and ſoluble. Bread is a binder, and for that 
aboliſht even in their Ale, whoſe loſt room fills an Ap- 
ple, which is more airy and of ſubtiler Nature. The 


like ſtrict Men of order, they do correct their Bodies with 


it ſelf with ſome few broken Ruſhes, they are in Down: 
when they are fick, that's drunk, they may have freſh 


For their poor Apparel, *tis worn out to the Diet; new. 


ſhall not hear em ask one a caſt Doublet once in pi 
es _ wWhic 
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which is Modeſty befitting my poor Friends: You ſee 
their Wardrobe, though ſlender, competent: For Shirts, 
Itake it, they are * worn out of their remembrance. 
Louſie they will be when they liſt, and Mangy, which 
ſhoys a fine variety: And then to cure em, a Tanner's 
Limepit, which is little charge, two Dogs, and theſe; 
theſe two may be cur'd for three pence. 

Mid. You have half perſuaded me, pray uſe your plea- 
ſure: And my good Friends ſince I do know your Diet, 
I'll take an order, Meat ſhall not offend you, you ſhall 
have Ale. TIS 
Capt. We ask no more, let it be, mighty Lady: And 
if we Ws then our own Sins on us. 

To. Lo. Come forward, Gentlemen, to Church my 
Boys; when we have done, I'll give you cheer in Bowls. 
[ Exeunt. 


= 


ACT LACENE-L 
Enter Elder Löveleſs. 


El. Lo. N Nis ſenſeleſs Woman vexes me to th' Heart, 
I & ſhe will not from my Memory; wou'd ſhe 


were a Man for one two Hours, that I might beat her- 


If I had been unhandſome, old or jcalous, jt had been an 
even lay ſhe might have ſcorn'd mez but to be young, 
and by this Light I think as proper as the proudeſt; 
made as clean, as ftraight, and ſtrong backt; Means 
and Manners equal with the beſt Cloth of Silver Sit th" 
Kingdom: But theſe are things at ſome time of the 


Moon, below the cut of Canvas: Sure ſhe has ſome 


Mecching Raſcal in her Houſe, ſome Hind, that ſhe 
bath ſcen bear, like another Milo, Quarters of Malt up- 
on his Back, and Sing with'tz. Thraſh all day, and i'th 

evening in hisStockings, ſtrike up a Hornpipe, and there 


ſtink two Hours, and ne'er a whit the worſe Man; theſe 


are they, theſe Steel-chin'd Raſcals that undo us all. 
Wou'd I had been a Carter, or a Coachman, I had done 
the deed e*cr this time. 2 
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Enter Servant. 5 
Ser. Sir, there's a Gentleman without would ſpeak with 
El. Lo. Bid him come in. (you. 
Enter Welford. 9 
el. By your leave, Sir. 
El. Lo. You are welcome, what's your will, Sir? 
Vel. Have you forgotten me? e 
El. Lo. I do not much remember you. 
Mel. You muſt Sir. Iam that Gentleman you pleas'd 
to wrong, in your diſguiſe, I have inquir'd you our, 
El. Lo. 1 was difguis'd indeed Sir if I wrong'd you, 
pray where and when? 
Vel. In ſuch a Lady's Houſe, I need not name her. 
El. Lo. I do remember you, you ſeem'd to be a Sutor 
to that Lady? : 
Mel. If you remember this, do not forget how ſcurvily 
you us'd me: That was no place to quarrel in, pray you 
think of it; if you be honeſt you dare fight with me, 
without more urging, elſe I mutt provoke ye. 
El. Lo. Sir I dare fight, but never for a Woman, | 
will not have her in my cauſe, ſhe*s mortal, and fo is 
not my Anger: If you have brought a nobler Subject for 
our Swords, I am for you; in this I would be loth to 
prick my Finger. And where you ſay I wrong'd you, 
"tis ſo far from my Profeſſion, that amongſt my Fears, 
to do wrong is the greateſt: Credit me, we have been 
both abus'd, (not by our ſelves, for that I hold a Spleen 
no ſin of Malice, and may with Man enough be beſt for- 
gotten,) but by that wilful, ſcornful piece of hatred, 
that much forgetful Lady: For whoſe ſake, if we {ſhould 
leave our Reaſon, and run on upon our Senſe, like Rams, 
the little World of good Men would laugh at us, and 
deſpiſe us, fixing upon our deſperate Memories the never- 
worn out names of Fools and Fencers. Sir, tis not Fear, 
but Reaſon makes me tell you; in this J had rather help 
you Sir, than hurt you, and you ſhall find it, though 
you throw your ſelf into as many dangers as ſhe offers, 
though you redeem her loſt Name every day, and find 
her out new Honours with your Sword, you ſhall but 
be her Mirth as J have been. ET 


Mol. 
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Mel. Lask you mercy Sir, you have ta'en my Edge off: 
yet J would fain be even with this Lady. 

El. Lo. In which I'll be your Helper: We are two, 

and they are two: Two Siſters, rich alike, only the elder 

has the prouder. Dowry : In troth I-pity this diſgrace in 

you, yet of mine own I am ſenſeleſs: Do but follow my 

Counſel, and I'll pawn my Spirit, we'll over-reach 'em 

vet; the means is this — o% 

1 Enter Servant. 

Ser. Sir there's a Gentle woman will needs ſpeak with 

you, I cannot keep her out, ſhe's entred, Sir. 

El. Lo. It is the waiting Woman, pray be not ſeen : 
Sirrah hold her in Diſcourſe a while : Hark in your Ear, 
go and diſpatch it quickly, when come in, I'll tell you 
all the Project. | 
Wel. I care not which I have. Exit Welford. 

El. Lo. Away, tis done, ſhe muſt not ſee you: Now 
Lady Guiniver what News with you? 
85 Euter Abigal. 

Abig. Pray leave theſe frumps Sir, and receive this 
Letter. „ | 

El. Lo. From whom, good Vanity ? 
Abig. "Tis from my Lady, Sir: Alas good Soul, ſhe 
cries and takes on! > 

Hl. Lo. Does the fo, good Soul? wou'd ſhe not have a 

Cawdle? Does ſhe ſend you with your fine Oratory goody 
Tully, to tye me to believe again? Bring out the Cat- 
hounds, I'll make you take a Tree W hore, then with 
my Tiller bring down your Gihſbip, and then have you 
caſt, and hung up i'th' Warren. h | 
Abig. 1 am no Beaſt Sir, would you knew it. 

El. Lo. Wou'd I did, for I am yet very doubtful; 
what will you ſay now? 5 

Abig. Nothing not J. | 

El. Lo. Art thou a Woman, and ſay nothing? 
Abig. Unleſs you'll hear me with more Moderation, I 
can ſpeak wiſe enough. gt 

El. Lo. And loud enough? Will your Lady love me? 
Abig. It ſeems ſo by her Letter, and her Lamentations; 


but you are ſuch another Man. 
Vol. I. U | El. Lo. 


\ 


290 The D coruful Lady. 


El. Lo. Not ſuch another as I was, Mumps; nor will 


not be: I'll read her fine Epiſtle: Ha, ha, ha, is not thy 
Miſtreſs mad? TE n f 5 


Abig. For you ſhe will be, tis a ſhame you ſhou'd uſe 


a poor Gentlewoman ſo untowardly ; ſhe loves the Ground 
you tread on; and you, hard Heart, becauſe ſhe jeſted 
wich you, mean to kill her; tis a fine Conqueſt as they ſay. 
El. Lo. Haſt thou ſo much moiſture in thy Whitleather 
Hide yet, that thou canſt cry? 1 wou'd have ſworn thou 
hadft been Touch wood five Vear ſince; nay let it rain, thy 
Face chops for a ſhower like a dry Dunghil. 
Abig. I'll not endure this Ribauldry; farewel !th' De- 


vil's Name; if my Lady die, I'll be ſworn before a Jury, | 


thou art the cauſe on't. | 
El. Lo. Do Maukin do, deliver to your Lady from me 
this: I mean to fee her, if I have no other Buſineſs: 
Which before I'll want to come to her, I mean to go 
ſcek Birds Neſts: Yer I may come too: Bur if 1 come, 
from this Door till I ſee her, will I think how to rail 
vilelyat her; how to vex her, and make her cry ſo much, 
that the Phyſician, it ſhe fall ſick upon't, ſhall find the 
cauſe to be want of Urine, and ſhe remedileſs die in her 
Herche. Farewel old Adage, I hope to ſee the Boys 
make Potguns on thee. 1 
Abig. Thou' rt a vile Man; God bleſs my Iſſue from thee. 
El. Lo. Thou haſt but one, and that's in thy left crup- 
per, that makes thee hobble ſo; you muſt be ground 
1'th' Breech like a Top, you'll ne'er ſpin well elſe: Farc- 
wel Fytchock. 0  [Exennt. 
Enter Lady alone. 


Lady. Is it not ſtrange that every Woman's Will ſhou'd - 
track out new ways to diſturb her ſelf? If 1 ſhould call 


my Reaſon to account, it cannot anſwer why I keep my 


ſelf from mine own wiſh, and ſtop the Man I love from 
his; and every hour repent again, yet ſtill go on: | 


know 'tis like a Man that wants his natural Sleep, and 
growing dull would gladly give the remnant of his Life tor 


two hours reſt; yet through his frowardneſs, will rather 
chuſe to watch another Man, drowſie as he, than take 


his own Repoſe. All this I know: Yet a ſtrange Peevidhnels + 


and 


— Sean * — AZ 
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and Anger, not to have the Power to do things unexpect ed, 
carries me away to mine own Ruin: I had rather die 
ſometimes than not diſgrace in publick him whom Peo- 
ple think I love, and do't with Oaths, and am in carneſt 
then: O what are we! Men, you muſt anſwer this, that 
dare obey ſuch things as we command. How now? 
What News? | 
Enter Abigal. 

Abig. Faith Madam none worth hearing. 

Lady. Is he not come? 

Abig. No truly. | „ — 

Lady. Nor has he writ? 1 

Abig. Neither. I pray God you have not undone 
your ſelf. 8 

Lady. Why, but what ſays he? 

Abig. Faith he talks ſtrangely. 

Lady. How ſtrangely ? 

Abig. Firſt at your Letter he laught extremely? 

Lady. W hat, in contempt? 

Abig. He laught monſtrous loud, as he would die, and 
when you wrote it I think you were in no ſuch merry 
mood, to provoke him that way: And having done, he 
cried, Alas for her, and violently laught again. 

J ä 

Abig. Ves, till I was angry. 
Lady. Angry, why? Why wert thou angry? He did 
do but well, I did deſerve it, he had been a Fool, an un- 
fit Man for any one to love, had he not laught thus at 
me: You were angry, that ſhow'd your Folly; I ſhall 
love him more for that, than all that cer he did before: 
But aid he nothing elſe? 1 
Abig. Many uncertain things: He ſaid though you had 
mockt him, becauſe you were a Woman, he cou d wiſh 
do do you ſo much favour as to ſce you: Vet he ſaid, he 
knew you raſh, and was loth to offend you with the ſight 


of one, whom now he was bound not to leave. 


Lady. W hat one was that? 1 
Abig. I know not, but truly I do fear there is a making 
up there: For heard the Servants, as I paſt by ſome, 
whiſper ſuch a thing: And as I came back chro' the Hall, 
% 6&1 there 
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there were two or three Clarks writing great Convey. 
ances in haſte, which they ſaid were for their Miſtre(;' 
Jointure. Py = . . 
Lady. Tis very like, and fit it ſhould be ſo, for he 
does think, and reaſonably think, that I ſhou'd keep 
him with my idle tricks for ever e er he be Married. 

Abig. Ar laſt he ſaid, it ſhould go hard but he would 
ſee you for your Satisfaction. 1 
Lady. All we that are call'd Women, know as well 't 
as Men, it were a far more noble thing to grace where 8 
we are grac'd, and give reſpect there where we are re- 
ſpe&ed: Vet we practiſe a wilder Courſe, and never bend 

\ 


our Eyes on Men with pleaſure, till they find the way 
to give us a neglect: Then we, too late, perceive the 
loſs of what we might have had, and doat to Death. 
Enter Martha. 1 
Mar. Siſter, yonder's your Servant, with a Gentle 
woman with him. Lady. Where? 
Mar. Cloſe at the Door. | 8 
Lady. Alas I am undone, I fear he is betroth'd, 
What kind of Woman is ſhe? 3 
Mar. A moſt ill favoured one, with her Maſque on: 
And how her Face ſhould mend the reſt I know not. 
Lady. But yet her Mind was of a milder ſtuff than 
mine was. „ 1 
Enter Elder Loveleſs, and i in Woman's Ap- 
„ HPaærel. „ 
Lady. Now I k ſee him, if my Heart ſwell not again 
(away thou Womans pride) ſo that I cannot ſpeak a 
tle word to him, let me not live, 
El. Lo. By your leave here. WN 
Lady. How now, what new trick invites you hither? 
Ha'you a fine device again? 535355 
a E. Lo. Faith this is the fineſt device I have now: 
| How doſt thou ſweet Heart?  _ 
| Mel. Why very well, fo long as I may pleaſe 
You my dear Lover. I nor can, nor will 
Be ill when you are well, well when you are ill. 
El. Ls. O thy ſweet Temper! What would I have 
giv'n, that Lady had been like thee: Sce'ſt thou 7 
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That Face, my Love, join'd with thy humble Mind, 
had made a Wench indeed. 

Wel. Alas my Love, what God hath done, I dare not 
think to mend. I uſe no Paint, nor any Drugs of Art, 
my Hands and Face will ſhew it. 

Lady. Why what thing have you brought to ſhew us 
there? Do you take Mony for it ? : 

El. Lo. A Godlike thing, not to be bought for Mony: 
'tis my Miſtreſs: In whom there is no Paſſion, nor no 
Scorn: What I will is for Law; pray you ſalute her. 

Lady. Salute her? By this good Light, I would not 
kiſs her for half my Wealth. 

El. Lo. Why? Why pray you? 

You ſhall ſee me do't afore you; look you. 

Lady. Now fie upon thee, a Beaſt would not have don't. 
I wou'd not kiſs thee of a Month to gain a Kingdom. 

El. Lo. Marry you ſhall not be troubled, 

Lady. Why was there ever ſuch a Meg as this? 
% 0 | 

El. Lo. I was Mad once, when I lov'd Pictures; for 
what are Shape and Colours elſe, but Pictures? In that 
tawny Hide there lies an endleſs maſs of Virtues, when 
all your red and white ones want it. 
an Lady. And this is ſhe you are to Marry, is't not? 

El. Lo. Ves indeed is t. - 

Lady. God give you Joy. El. Lo. Amen. 
| Wel. I thank you, as unknown, for your good wiſh. 
un The like to you when ever you ſhall Wed: 
a El. Lo. O gentle Spirit! | 
Lady. You thank me? I pray 
Keep your breath nearer you, I do not like it. 
* Wel. 1 would not willingly offend at all, 
Much leſs a Lady of your worthy Parts. 
El. Lo. Sweet, Sweet! . | 
S Lady. Ido not think this Woman can by Nature be thus, 
Thus ugly; ſure ſhe's ſome common Strumpet, 

Deform'd with exerciſe of Sin? We 
Mel. O Sir believe not this, for Heav'n fo comfort me 
Nas I am free from foul Pollution withany Man; my 
Honour ta en away, I am no Woman. 
bo V3 ©7545 BE 
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El. Lo. Ariſe my deareſt Soul; I do not credit it. Alas, 
fear her tender Heart will break with this Reproach; 
fie that you know no more Civility to a weak Virgin. 
"Tis no matter Sweet, let her ſay what ſhe will, thou art 
not worſe. to me, and therefore not at all; be careleſs. 

Wel. For all things elſe I would, but for mine Honour; 
methinks- | 

El. Lo. Alas, thine Honour is not ſtain'd, 

Is this the buſineſs that you ſent for me about? 

Aar. Faith Siſter you are much to blame, to uſe a 
Woman, whatſoe'er ſhe be, thus; I'Il ſalute her: You 
are welcome hither. „„ 

Wel. 1 humbly thank you. ; os | 
El. Lo. Mild yet as the Dove, for all theſe Injurics. 
Come ſhall we go, I love thee not ſo ill to keep thee 
here a jeſting Stock. N 5 
Adue to the Worlds End. 

Lady. Why whither now? 5 
El. Lo. Nay you ſhall never know, becauſe you ſhall 
3 . 5 
ady. I pray let me ſpeak with you. 

El. Lo. Tis very well: Come. 

Lady. I pray you let me ſpeak with you. 

El. Lo. Yes for another mock. | 

Lady. By Heav'n I have no mocks: Good Sir a word. 

El. Lo. Though you deſerve not ſo much at my Hands, 
yet if you be in ſuch earneſt, I'll ſpeak a word with you; 
but! beſeech you be brief: For in good faith there's a 
Parſon and a Licenſe ſtay for us i' th' Church all this while: 
And you know tis Night. | =] 

Lady. Sir, give me 9 patiently, and whatſoever 
T have heretofore ſpoke jeſtingly, forget: For as I hope 
for Mercy any where, what I ſhall utter now is from 
my Heart, and as I mean. 

El. Lo. Well, well, what do you mean? 
Lady. Was not Jonce your Miſtreſs, and you me Servant? 

El. Lo. O tis about the old matter. Oy 8 

Lady. Nay good Sir ſtay me out; I wou'd but hear 
you excuſe your ſelf; why you ſhould take this Woman, 
and leaye me. : . 
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El. Lo. Prethee why not, deſerves ſhe not as much as 
ou: x | 
F Lady. I think not, if you will look 

With an indifferency upon us both. 0519 

El. Lo. Upon your Faces, tis true: But if judiciouſly 

we ſhall caſt our Eyes upon your Minds, you are a 

thouſand Women of her in worth. She cannot ſwoon in 
jeſt, nor {ct her Lover tasks, to ſhew her Peeviſhneſs, and 

his Affection, nor croſs what he ſays, though it be Canoni- 
cal. She's a good plain Wench, that will do as 1 will 
have her, and bring me luſty Boys to throw the Sledge, 
and lift at Pigs of Lead. And for a Wife, ſhe's far beyond 
you. What can youdo in a Houſhold to provide for your 
Iſſue, but lye i' Bed and get 'em? Your buſineſs is 
to dreſs you, and at idle hours to Eat; when ſhe can do 
a thouſand profitable things: She can do pretty well in 
the Paſtry, and knows how Pullen ſhould be cram'd, ſhe. 
cuts Cambrick at a Thread, weaves Bone ace, and quilts 
Balls admirably. And what are you good for? 

Lady. Admit it true, that ſhe were far beyond me in all 

reſpects, does that give you a licence to forſwear your lclt* 

El. Lo. Forſwear my ſelf, how? 

Lady. Perhaps you have forgotten the innumerable 
Oaths you have utter'd in diſclaiming all for Wives but 
me: Pll not remember you: God give you joy. . 

El. Lo. Nay but conceive me, the intent of Oaths 1s 
ever underſtood. Admit I ſhou'd proteſt to ſuch a Friend, 

to ſee him at his Lodging ro Morrow: Divines wou'd ne- 

ver hold me perjur d if I were ſtruck blind, or he hid 
where my diligent Search could not find him: So there 
were no croſs act of mine own in't. Can it be imagin'd I 
mean to force you to Marriage, and to have you whe- 

ther you will or no? | = 

Ledy. Alas you need not. I make already tender of 
my ſelf, and then you are forſworn. Us . 
El. Lo. Some Sin I Tee indeed muſt neceſſarily fall upon 
me, as whoſoever deals with Women ſhall never utter- 

ly avoid it: Yet I wou'd chuſe the leaſt Ill; which is to 
forſake you, that have done me all the abuſes of a ma- 
lignant Woman, contemn'd my Service, and would 
| U 4. | | 2; have 
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have held me prating about Marriage, *till I had been paſt 
getting of Children: Rather than her that hath forſaken 
her Family, and put her tender Body in my Hand, upon 
my word 10748 
Lady. Which of us ſwore you firſt to? 
El. Lo. Why to you. 
Lady. Which Oath is to be kept then? 
El. Lo. I prethee do not urge my Sins unto me, 
Without I cou'd amend 'em. 
Lady. Why you may by wedding me. 
El. Lo. How will that ſatisfie my word to her? 
Lady. Tis not to be kept, and needs no ſatisfaction, 
Tis an error fit for Repentance only. 5 
El. Lo. Shall Ilive to wrong that tender-hearted Virgin 
| fo? It may not be. | 
Lady. Why may it not be? 3 
El. Lo. I ſwear I had rather marry thee than her: But 
yet mine Honeſty? N 
Lady. What Honeſty? Tis more preſerv'd this way: 
Come, by this light, Servant, thou ſnalt, I'll kiſs thee on't. 
El. Lo. This Kiſs indeed is ſweet, pray God no {in lye 
© Under it. 7 ag DF ew 
lach. There is no fin at all, try but another. 
Mel. O my Heart! E's 
Mar. Help Siſter, this Lady ſwoons. 
El. Lo. How do you? 
el. Why very well, if you be ſo. 
El. Lo. Since a quiet Mind lives not in any Woman, 
Il! ſhall do a moſt ungodly thing. Hear me one word more, 
© which by all my hopes I will not alter. I did make an 
Oath when you delay'd me fo, that this very Night! 
W ocu d be Marry'd; now. if you will go without delay, 
ſuddenly, as late as it is, with your own Miniſter to your 
own Chappel, I'll wed you and to Bed. 
Lady. A Match, dear Servant. | 
El. Lo. For if you ſhou'd forſake me now, I care not, 
ſhe wou'd not though forall her Injuries, ſuch is her Spi- 
'n If I be not aſham'd to kiſs her now I part, may Inot 
Sg hae © ee ee | 
Mel. I ſee you go, as lily as you think to ſteal . 
; WE 
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yet I will pray for you: all Bleſſings of the World light 
on you two, that you may live to be an Aged Pair. All 
curſes on me if 1 do not {peak what I do wiſh indeed. 

El. Lo. If I can ſpeak to purpoſe to her, I am a Villain. 

Lady. Servant away. WE”. 

Mar. Siſter, will you marry that inconſtant Man ? 
think you he will not caſt you off to Morrow, to wron 
a Lady thus, lookt ſhe like Dirt, twas baſely done. May 
you ne'cr proſper with him. (told him. 

Wel. Now God forbid. Alas I was unworthy, ſo I 

Mar. That was your Modeſty, too good for him. 
I wou'd not ſee your Wedding for a World. 

Lady. Chuſe, chuſe, come Tounglove. 

Exit Lady, Elder Loveleſs, and Abigal. 

Mar. Dry up your Eyes Forſooth, you ſhall not think 
we are all {uch uncivil Beaſts as theſe. Wou'd I knew 
how to give you a revenge. | (deſire. 

Wel. So would not 1: No let me ſuffer truly, that I 

Mar. Pray walk in with me, tis very late, and you 
ſhall ſtay all Night : Your Bed ſhall be no worſe than 
mine; I wiſh I cou'd but do you right. HD 

Wel. My humble thanks: 5 
God grant I may but live to quit your Love. ¶ Excunt. 

i Enter Young Loveleſs and Savil. 

Jo. Lo. Did your Maſter ſend for me, Savil ? 
|  Sav. Yes, he did ſend for your Worſhip Sir. 
D. Lo. Do you know the Buſineſs ? | 
Sev. Alas Sir, I know nothing, nor am imploy'd be- 
ow my Hours of eating. My dancing Days are done, 

Ira . | 
Vo. Lo. What art thou now then? 

Sav. If you conſider me in little, Iam with your Wor- 
ſhips Reverence Sir, a Raſcal : One that upon the next 
anger of your Brother, mult raiſe a Sconce by the High 
Way, and ſell Switches; my Wife is learning now, Sir, 
to weave Inkle. . "285 

P. Lo. What doſt thou mean to do with thy Chil- 

dren, Savil? e eee e 1 
Sav. My eldeſt Boy is half a Rogue already, he was 
born burſten, and your Worſhip knows, that is a 22 

y ep 


* 


2068 The Scornful Lady. 


ſtep to Mens Compaſſions. My youngeſt Boy I purpoſe, 
Sir, to bind for ten Years to a Goaler, to draw under 
him, that he may ſhew us Mercy in his Function. 

Yo. Lo. Your Family is quarter'd with diſcretion. You 
are reſolvd to Cant then. Where, Savil, ſhall your Scene 
lye? 

a Sav. Beggars muſt be no Chuſers, 
In every place, I take it, but the Stocks. 

To. Lo. This is your drinking and your whoring, Sævil, 

J 3 you of it, but your Heart was harden'd. 

. "Tis true, you were the firſt that told me of it I 
do prov yet in Tears, you told me you wou'd have 
Whores, and in that Paſſion Sir, you broke out thus. 
Thou miſerable Man, repent, and brew three Stikes more 
in a Hogſhead. *Tis noon e'er webe drunk now, and the 
Time can tarry for no Man. 
D. Lo. You're grown a bitter Gentleman. I ſee Miſery 


can clear your Head better than Muſtard, I'll be a Sutor | 


for your Keys again, Sir. 
Sav. Will you bur be ſo gracious to me Sir? I ſhall be 
bound. | 
Iv. Lo. You ſhall Sir, 
To your Bunch again, or I'll miſs foully. 
Enter Morecraft. 
Mor. Save you Gentleman, fave you. 5 
Lb. Lo. Now Polecat, what young Rabet's Neſt have 
you to draw ? 
Hor. Come, prethee be familiar, Knight. 
Fo. Lo. Away Fox, I'll ſend for Terriers for you. 
Mor. Thou art wide yet: I'll keep thee Company. 
Tov. Lo. I am about ſome Buſineſs; Indentures, 
If you follow me I'll beat you: take heed, 
As I live I'll cancel your Coxcomb. 
Mor. Thou art cozen'd wow I am no Vlurer: 
What poor Fellow's this? 
Sav. 1 am poor indeed Sir. 
Mor. Give him Mony, Knight. 
V. Lo. Do you begin the offering. 
Mor. There poor Fellow, here's an Angel for thee: 
To. Lo. Art thou in earneſt, Morecrafe ? 5 
or. 
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Mor. Ves faith Knight, I'll follow thy example: Thou 
hadſt Land and I houſãnds, thou ſpend'ſt, and flung'ſt away, 
and yet it flows in double: I purchas'd, wrung, and wier- 
draw'd, for my Wealth, loſt, and was cozen'd: For which 
I make a Vow, to try all the ways above Ground, but 
I'll find a conſtant means to Riches without Curſes. 

To. Lo. lam glad of your Converſion, Maſter Morecraf? : 
You're in a fair courſe, pray purſue it ſtill. 

Mor. Come, we are all Gallants now, I'll keep thee 
Company; Here honeſt Fellow, for this Gentleman's 
ſake, there's two Angels more for thee. 

Sæv. God quit you Sir, and keep you long in this mind. 

Tov. Lo. Wilt thou perſevere? 

Mor. Till I have a Penny. I have brave Cloathes a 
making, and two Horſes ; canſt thou not help me to a 
Match Knight, FI lay a thouſand Pound upon my Crop- 


er. 


Wi. Lo. Foot, this is ſtranger than an Africk Monſter, 

There will be no more talk of the Cleve Wars 
While this laſts; come, I'll put thee into Blood. 
__Sav. Wou'dallhisdamn'd I ribe were as tender- hearted. 
I beleech you let this Gentleman join with you in the 
recovery of my Keys; I like his good beginning Sir, the 
whilſt VI! pray for both your Worſhips. 

Yo. Lo. He ſhall Sir. 

Mor. Shall we go, Noble Knight? I wou'd fain be ac- 
quainted. 

To. Lo. T'll be your Servant, Sir. [ Exennt. 
Enter Elder Loveleſs, and Lady. | 

Hl. Lo. Faith my ſweet Lady, I have caught you now, 

maugreyour Subtilties, and fine Devices, be coy again now. 

Lady. Prethee Sweet-heart tell true. 

El. Lo. By this Light, by all the Pleaſures I have had 
this Night, by your loſt Maidenhead, you are cozen'd 
meerly. I have caſt beyond your Wit. That Gentleman 
is your Retainer Welford. Lady. It cannot be fo. _ 

El. Lo. Your Siſter has found it ſo, or I miſtake, mark 
how ſhe bluſhes when you ſee her next. Ha, ha, ha, 
I ſhall not Travel now, ha, ha, ha. 

Lady. Prethee Sweet-heart be quiet, thou haſt angred 
me at Heart. El. Lo. 
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El. Lo. Pl pleaſe you ſoon again. Lady. Welford? 
El. Lo. Ay, Welford; he's a young handſome F ellow, 
well-bred — landed, your Siſter can inſtruct — in his 
good Parts, better than I, by this time. 
Lady. Uds foot am I fetcht over thus? 
- 3 Yes Ifaith. 
And over ſhall be fetcht again, never fear it. 
Lady. 1 muſt be patient, though it torture me: 
You have got the Sun, Sir. 
El- Lo. And the Moon too, in which PII be the Man. 
| Lady. But had I known this, had I bur ſurmis'd it, 
ou hou d have hunted three trains more, before you 
had come toth' Courſe, you ſhould have hankt o'th' Bri- 
dle, Sir, I' faith. 
El. Lo. I knew it, and min'd with you, and ſo blew you 
up. Now you may ſee the Gentle woman: ſtand cloſe. 
Enter Welford, and Martha. 
Mar. For Gods ſake Sir, be private in this buſineſs, 
You have undone me elſe. O God what have I done? 
Wel. No harm, I warrant thee. 
Mar. How ſhall I look upon my Friends again? 
With what Face? 
Wel. Why e' en with that: tis a good one, thou canſt 
not find a better: Look upon all the Faces thou ſhalt 
ſec there, and you ſhall find em ſmooth ſtill, fair ſtill, 
ſweet ſtill, and to your thinking honeſt; thoſe have 
done as much as you have yet, or dare do, Miſtreſs, and 
yet they keep no ſtir, 
Mar. Good Sir go in, and put your Womans Cloaths 
on: If you be ſeen thus, I am loſt for ever. 
Mel. I'll watch you for that Miſtreſs: I am no Fool, 
here will [ carry! till the Houſe be up and wizges with me. - 
| Mar. Good dear Friend go in. 
Mel. To Bed again if you pleaſe, elſe I am fixt OR 
till there be notice taken what I am, and what I have 
done. If you could juggle me into my Womanhood a- 
gain, and ſo cog me out of your Company, all this would 
25 forſworn, and I again an Aſinego, as your Siſter left me. 
No, I'll have it known and publiſh'd; then if you'll be 
ren * me and be aſham'd: And when * 5 
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hold no longer, marry ſome caſt Cleve Captain, and ſell 
Bottle-Ale. „„ 
Aar. ] dare not ſtay, Sir; uſe me modeſtly, I am your 
Wife. | 

Wel. Go in, I'll make up all. 

El. Lo. I'll be a Witneſs of your naked Truth, Sir. This 
is the Gentlewoman, prithee look upon him, this is he 
that made me break my Faith, Sweet: But thank your 
Siſter, ſhe hath ſoder'd it. | 
Lady. What a dull Afs was I, I cou'd not ſee this 
Wencher from a Wench: Twenty to one, if J had been 


burt tender like my Siſter, he had ſery'd me ſuch a ſlippery 
trick too. . | 


Wel. Twenty to one I had. 
El. Lo. 1 wou'd have watch'd you, Sir, by your good 
patience, for ferreting in my Ground. | 
Lady. You have bcen with my Siſter. 
Mel. Yes to bring. ; 3 
El. Lo. An Heir into the World, he means. 
Lady. There is no chafing now. n 
| el. I have had my part on't : I have been chaft this 
three hours, that's the leaſt, I am reaſonable cool now. 
Lady. Cannot you fare well, but you muſt cry Roaſt- 
meat? | | Sh 
q Wel. He that fares well, and will not bleſs the Founders, 
is either Surfeited, or ill Taught ; Lady, for mine own 
part, I have found ſo ſweet a Diet, I can commend it, 
o_ I cannot ſpare it. bak 5 
El. Lo. How like you this Diſh, Welford,-I madea Sup- 
per on't, and fed fo heartily, I cou'd not fleep. 
Lady. By this Light, had I but ſcented out your train, 
ye had ſlept with a bare Pillow in your Arms and kiſs'd 
that, or elſe the Bed-poft, for any Wife ye had got this 
Twelve-month yet: I would have vext you more than a 
tyr'd Poſt-horſe; and been longer bearing, than ever af- 
. at Iriſb was. Lord, that I were unmarried again. 
El. Lo. Lady Iwou'd not undertake ye, were you again 
a Haggard, for the beſt caſt of Ladies i' th' Kingdom: 
You were ever tickle-footed, and would not truſs round. 
Wer Is the rk W 
5 : : * El. Lo. 


: 7 . ö o 
= * * 


Lady. Againſt my will, Sir. 
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El. Lo. She was all Night lockt here Boy. 

el. Then you may lure her without fear of loſing: 
Take off her Cranes. You have a delicate Gentlewoman 
to your Siſter: Lord what a pretty fury ſhe was in, when 
ſhe perceived I was a Man: But I thank God I ſatisfied 
her ſcruple, without the Parſon o'th' Town. 

El. Lo. What did ye? E 

Wel. Madam, can you tell what we did? 

El. Lo. She has a ſhrewd gueſs at it I ſee it, by her. 

Lady. Well you may mock us: But my large Gentle- 
woman, my Mary Ambre, had 1 but ſeen into you, you 
ſhou'd have had another Bed- fellow, fitter a great deal 
for your itch. "SUE 8 

Mel. I thank you, Lady, methought & was well, 


You are ſo curious. 


Enter Dung Loveleſs, his Lady, Morecraft, Savil, 

and two Servingmen. 72 

El. Lo. Get on your Doublet, here comes my Brother. 
Io. Lo. Good morrow, Brother, and all good to your 


Lady. : 


Mor. God ſave you, and good morrow to you all. 
El. Lo. Good morrow. Here's a poor Brother of yours. 

Lady. Fie, how this ſhames me. g 
Mor. Prithee good Fellow help me to a Cup of Beer. 

Ser. I will, Sir. . 


J. Lo. Brother, what makes you here? Will this Lady 


do? Will ſhe? Is ſhe not nettl'd fill? 
El. Lo. No, I have cur'd her. 
Mr. Welford, pray know this Gentleman, he is my Brother. 
Wel. Sir I ſhall long to love him. 


Z. Lo. I ſhall not be your debter, Sir. But how is't 


with you? Non, | 
El. Lo. As well as may be, Man: lam married: Your 
new Acquaintance hath her Siſter, and all's well. 
To. Lo. I am glad on't. Now my pretty Lady Siſter, 


How do you find my Brother? 


Lady. Almoſt as wild as you are. . 
To. Lo. He will make the better Husband : You have 
tried im? „ | Het | 


5 V6. Lo. 


The Scornful Lady. 303 


To. Lo. He Il make your Will amends ſoon, do not doubt 


But, Sir, I mult intreat you to be better known (it. 
To this converted Few here. 


Ser. Here's Beer for you, Sir. 

Mor. And here's for you an Angel: 
Pray buy no Land, 'twill never proſper, Sir. 

El. Lo. How's this? 

P. Lo. Bleſs you, and then PII tell. He's turn'd Gallant. 

El. Lo, Gallant? 

15. Lo. Ay,Gallant, and is now called, Cutting Morecraft; 
The Reaſon I'll inform you at more leiſure. 

Wel. O good Sir let me know him * 

16. Lo. You ſhall hug one another. 

Mor. Sir, T muſt keep you company. 

El. Lo. And reaſon. | 

70. Lo. Cutting Morecraft faces about, I muſt preſent 
another. 

Mor. As many as you will, Sir, I am for 'em. 

Wel. Sir, I ſhall do you Service; 

Mor. 1 ſhall look for't in good Faith, Sir. 

El. Lo. Prithee good Sweetheart kifs him. 

Lady. Who, that Fellow? 

= Sir, will itpleaſe you to remember me: My Keys, 
good Sir. 

Yo. Lo. I'll do it preſently. 

El. Lo. Come thou ſhalt kiſs him for our 3 ks, 

Lady. Lethim come on then; and do you hear, donot 
inſtruct me in theſe tricks, for you may repent it. 

EI. Lo. That at my Peril. Luſty Mr. Morecraft, 
Here is a Lady wou'd ſalute you. 

Mor. She ſhall not loſe her longing, Sir: Whatisſhe? 

El. Lo. My Wife, Sir. 

Mor. She muſt be then my Miſtreſs. 

Lady. Muſt I, Sir? El. Lo. O yes, you muſt. 

Ih. And you mult take this is Ring, a poor Pawn 
Of ſome fifty Pound. _ 

El. Lo. Take it by any means, *tis lawful Prize. 

Lady. Sir, I ſhall call you Servant. 

Ar. 1 ſhall be proud on't: What Fellow's that? 

To. Lo. My Lady's Coachman. . == 

OV. 
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Mor. There's ſomething, my Friend, for you to buy 
And for you, Sir, and you Sir. (Whips; 
El. Lo. Under a Miracle, this is the ſtrangeſt 
I ever heard of. 7 
Ar. What, ſhall we play, or drink? What ſhall we do? 
Who will hunt with me for a Hundred Pounds ? 
Wel. Stranger and ſtranger! _ 
Sir you ſhall find ſport after a day or two. 
70. Lo. Sir, I have a ſuit unto you 
Concerning your old Servant Savil. 
El. Lo. O, for his Keys, I know it. 
Sav. Now, Sir, ſtrike in. | 
Mor. Sir, I mutt have you grant me. 
FI. Lo. Tis done, Sir, take your Keys again: 
But hark you, Savil, leave off the motions 
Of the Fleſh, and be honeſt, or elſe you ſhall graze again: 
I'll try you once more. = 
Sav. If ever I be taken drunk, or whoring, 
Take off the biggeſt Key i'th' bunch, and open 
My Head with it, Sir. I humbly thank your Worſhips. 
El. Lo. Nay then I ſee we muſt keep Holiday. 
1 Enter Roger, and Abigal. | 
Here's the laſt couple in Hell. 
Rag. Joy be among you all. 2 | 
Lady. Why how nowz Sir, what is the meaning of 


this Emblem? ns: £3 
Rog. Marriage, an't like your Worſhip. 
Lady, Are You mie. 
Rog As well as the next Prieſt could do it, Madam. 
: El. Lo. I think the Sign's in Gemini, here's ſuch cou- 
ing. e = #. ga 
8 , 2 Sir Roger, what will you take to lie from your 
Sweetheart to Night? =: 
Rog. Not the beſt Benefice in your Worſhip's gift, Sir. 
Mel. A Whorſon, how he ſwells. 4 
D. Lo. How many times to Night, Sir Roger ? 
Rag. Sir, you grow ſcurrilous: 5 
© What I ſhall do, I ſhall do: I ſhall not need your help. 
T6, Lo, For Horſe Fleſh, Roger. R * by 
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El. Lo. Come prithee be not angry, tis a day 
Given wholly to our Mirth. . 

Lady. It ſhall be ſo, Sir: Sir Roger and his Bride, 
We ſhall intreat to be at our Charge. 55 

El. Lo. Welford get you to the Church; by this Light, 
You ſhall not lie with her again, till you're married. 

Wel. I am gone. | 

Mor. To every Bride I dedicate this Day 
Six healths a piece, and it ſhall go hard, 
But every one a Jewel: Come be mad Boys. 

El. Lo. Thou'rt ina good beginning: Come, who leads? 
Sir Roger, you ſhall have the Van: lead the way: 
Would every dogged Wench had ſuch a day. 
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The PROLOGUVE. 


0³ free this Work is, Gentlemen, from Offence, 
That we are confident, it needs no Defence 
From us, or from the Poets we dare look 
On any Man, that brings his Table-book 
To write down, what again he may repeat 

At ſome great Table, tn deſerve his Meat. 

Let ſuch come ſwell d with Malice, to apply 
What is Mirth here, there for an Injury. 

Nor Lord, nor Lady we have tax'd; nor State, 
Nor any private Perſon; their poor Hate 

Will be ſtarv'd here, for Envy ſhall not find 
One touch that may be roſes to her Mind. 
And yet deſpair not, Gentlemen, the Play 

Is quick and witty; ſo the Poets ſay, 
And we believe them; the Plot neat, and new, 
Faſhion'd like thoſe, that are approv'd by you. 
Only "twill crave Attention in the moſt ; 
Becauſe one Point unmark*d, the whole is loſt. 
Hear firſt then, and Fudge after, and be free, 
And as our Cauſe is, let our Cenſure be. 


Another PROLOGUE. 


\ \ TE wiſh, if it were poſſible, you knew 
1 2 {> for this Night's look, if new. 
Ir being our Ambition to delight i 
Our kind Spectators with what's good, and right. 
Tet ſo far know, and credit me, twas ma 
By ſuch, as were held Work-men in their Trade, 
At a time too, when they, as divine, 
Were truly merry, and drank luſty Wine, 
The Nectar of the Muſes; Some are here 
I dare preſume, to whom it did appear | 
A well-drawn Piece, which gave 4 Lawful Birth 
To paſſonate Scenes mixt with no vulgar Mirth. 
But unto ſuch to whom tis known by Fame 
From others, perbaps only by the 3 
2 ; 
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PROLOGUE. 


I am a Suitor, that they would prepare 

Sound Palats, and then judge their Bill of Fare. 

It were Injuſtice to decry this now 

For being lib d before, you may allow | 
(Tour Candor ſafe) what's taught in the old Schogls, 
All ſuch as liv'd before you, were not Fools. 


pe CET 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 
Ount Clodio, Governor, and a Diſhonourable Purſuer 
of Zenocia. 
Manuel du Soſa, Governor of Lisbon, and Brother 5 
_ Guiomar. be 
Arnoldo, A Gentleman contracted to Zenocia. 
Rutilio, a merry Gentleman, Brother to Arnoldo. 
Charino, Father to Zenocia. I 
Duarte, Son to Guioman; 4 Gentleman well qualified, but 
_ vain-glorious. 3 
Alonzo, à young Portugal Gentleman; Enemy to Duarte. 
Leopold, a Sea Captain; Enamour d on Hippolyta. 
 Zabulon, 4 Jew, Servant to Hippolyta 
Jaques, Servant to Sulpitia. 6 
Zenocia, Miſtreſs to Arnoldo, «nd « chaſte Wife. 
Guiomar, 4 virtuous Lady; Mother to Duarte. 


Hippolyta, a rich Lady; wantonly in Love with Arnoldo. 
Sulpitia, 4 Bawd, Miſtreſs of the Male Stews. 


Doctor, Chirurgion, Officers, Guard, Page, Bravo, Knaves 
of the Male Stewes, Servants. . 


The S CEN E, ſomenimes Lisbon, ſometimes Italy. 
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Cuſtom of the Country. 


19 — 


l 
Enter Rutulio, and Arnoldo. 


RUTTIL IO. 


HY do you grieve thus ſtill? 
Arn. "Twould melt a Marble, (tune. 
And tame a Savage Man, to feel my For- 
Rur. What Fortune? I have liv'd this 
thirty Years, (Fortunes, 
* And run through all theſe Follies you call 
Yet never fixt on any good and conſtant, 
But what I made my ſelf: Why ſhould I grieve then 
At that I may mould any way ? I 8 
Arn. Lou are wide ſtill. 
Rur. Vou love a Gentlewoman, a young handſom 
Woman, I have loy'd a thouſand, not ſo few 
Arn. You are diſpos'd. 2 f 
Rur. You hope to Marry her; 'tis a lawful Calling 
And prettily eſteem'd of, but take heed then, 
Take heed dear Brother of a ſtranger Fortune 
Than e'er you felt yet; Fortune my Foe is a Friend to it. 
Arn. *Tis true I love, dearly, and truly love, 
A Noble, Virtuous, and moſt Beauteous Maid, 
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v2 K Cuten of the n 
And am belov'd again. 


Rur. That's too much o Conſcience, 
To love all theſe would run me out o' my Wits. 
Arn, Prethee give Ear, I am to marry her. | 
Rut. Diſpatch it then, "and Il go call the Piper. 
Arn. But O the wicked Cuſtom of this Country, 
The bar rous, moſt inhuman, damned Cuſtom. 
Rut. Tis true, to Marry is a Cuſtom 
F the World; for look you Brother, 
Wou'd any Man ſtand plucking for the Ace of Harts, 
With one pack of Cards all Days on's Life ? 
Arn. You do not 
Or elſe you purpoſe not to underſtand me. 
Rur. Proceed, I will give Ear. 
Arn. Thy have a Cuſtom _ 
In this moſt beaſtly Country, out upon't. 
Rut. Let's hear it firſt. 
Arn. That when a Maid is contracted 
And ready for the tye o'th* Church, the Governor, 
He that commandsin Chief, muſt have her Maiden-head, 
Or Ranſom it for Mony, at bis pleaſure. ( Cuſtom! 
Rur. How might a Man atchcive that Place? a rare 
An admirable rare Cuſtom! and none excepted * 2 
Arn. None, none. 
Rur. The rarer fill: How could 1 lay about me, 
In this rare Office? Are they born to it, or choſen 2 
Arn. Both equal damnable. | 
Rut. Methinks both excellent, 
Would I were the next Heir. 
Arn. To this mad Fortune 
Am I now come, my Marriage is proclaim d, 
And nothing can redeem me from thus Miſchief. 
Rut. She's very young. LOS» , 
Arn. Yes. 75 
Fur. And fair I dare proclaim ber, 
Elſe mine Eyes fail. | ; 
Arn. Fair as the Bud unblaſted. (caſe, 


Rut. I cannot blame him then, if were mine own 
1 would not go an Ace 9 WITT © 
Tn Fye Ai, | Bic 4 HERA N 
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Why do you make your Brother's Miſery 
Your Sport and Game? 
Rut. There is no Paſtime like it. 
Arn. I look'd for your Advice, your timely Counſel, 
How to avoid this Blow, not to be mockt at, "73 
And my Afflictions jeer'd. 

Rut. I tell thee Arnoldo, * 
An thou wert my Father, as thou art but my Brother, 
My younger Brother too, I muſt be merry. 
And where there is a Wench yet can, a young Wench, 
A handſome Wench, and ſooner a good turn too, 
And 1 were to be hang'd, thus muſt I handle it. 
But you ſhall ſee Sir, I can change this Habit 
To do you any Service; Adviſe what you pleaſe, 
And ſee with what Devotion I'll attend it: 
But yet methinks, I am taken with this Cuſtom, 

___- » Enter Charino and Zenocia. 

And could pretend to th' Place. 

Arn. Draw off a little; : 
Here comes my Miſtreſs and her Father. 

Rur. A dainty Wench! | 
Wou'd I might farm his Cuſtom. 

Char. My dear Daughter, 
Now to bethink your ſelf of new Advice 
Will be too late, later this timeleſs Sorrow, - 
No Price, nor Prayers, can infringe the Fate 
Vour Beauty hath caſt on you, my beſt Zenocia, 
Be rul'd by me, a Father's care directs ye, 
Look on the Count, look chearfully and ſweetly; 
What though he have the Pow'r to poſſeſs ye, 
To pluck your Maiden honour, and then flight ye, 
By Cuſtom unreſiſtible to enjoy you; 5 

(et, my ſweet Child, ſo much your Youth and Goodneſs, 
The Beauty of your Soul, and Saint- like Modeſty, 
Have won upon his mild Mind, ſo much charm'd him, 
That all Pow'r laid aſide, what Law allows him, 
Or ſudden Fires, kindled from thoſe bright Eyes, 
He ſues to be your Servant, fairly, nobly 
For ever to be ty'd your faithful Husband : 
Conſider, my beſt Child. 7 
1 f | en. 
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Zen. I have conſider'd. 
Char. The Bleſſedneſs that this breeds too, conſider 

Beſides your Father's Honour, your own Peace, 

The Baniſhment for ever of this Cuſtom, 

This baſe and barbarous Uſe, for after once 

He has found the happineſs of holy Marriage, 

And what it is to grow up with one Beauty, 

How he will ſcorn and kick at ſuch an Heritage 
Left him by Luſt and lewd Progenitors. . 

All Virgins too ſhall bleſs your Name, ſhall Saint it, 
And like ſo many Pilgrims go to your Shrine, 


When Time has turn'd your Beauty into Aſhes, 
Fill'd with your pious Memory. 
Zen. Good Father, 

Hide not that bitter Pill T loath to ſwallow 

In ſuch ſweet Words. | 

Cbar. The Count's a handſome Gentleman, 
And having him, you're certain of a Fortune, 

A high and noble Fortune to attend you: 
Where if you er ige Love upon this Stran 

This young Arnoldo, not knowing from what Place 


Or honourable Strain of Blood he is ſprung, you venture 


All your own Sweets, and my long Cares to nothing, 
Nor are you certain of his Faith; why may not that 
Wander as he does, every where ? 8 

Zen. No more Sir; . 5 
I muſt not hear, I dare not hear him wrong'd thus; 
Virtue is never wounded, but I ſuffer. 
"Tis an ill Office in your Age, a poor one, 
To judge thus weakly : And believe your {elf too, 
A weaker, to betray your Innocent Daughter, 
To his intemp'rate, rude, and wild Embraces, 

She hates as Heav'n hates Falſnood. 5 
 Rut. A good Wench, 
She ſticks clofe to you Sir. | 

Zen. His Faith uncertain? | © 
The Nobleneſs his Virtue ſprings from, doubted ? 


D'ye doubt it is Day now? or when your Rody's pe fe, | 


Your Stomach's well diſposd, your Pulſe's temperate, 
D'ye doubt you are in Health ? 1 tell you Father, ph 
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One Hour of this Man's goodneſs, this Man's Nobleneſs 
Put in the Scale, againſt the Count's whole Being, 
Forgive his Luſts too, which are half his Life, 

He could no more endure to hold weight with him 
Arnold's very Looks are fair Examples; 
His common and indifferent Actions, 

Rules and ſtrong ties of Virtue : He has my firſt Love, 
To him in Sacred Vow I have giv'n this Body, 

In him my Mind inhabits. | 

Rut. Good Wench ſtill. 

Ten. And 'till he fling me off, as undeferving, 
Which I confeſs I am, of ſuch a Bleſſing, | 
But would be loth to find it ſo 

Arn. O never; | 

Never, my happy Miſtreſs, never, never ; 
When your 2 Servant lives but in your Favour, 
One Foot i'th' Grave the other ſhall not linger. 
What Sacrifice of Thanks, what Age of Service, 
What Danger, of more dreadful Look than Death, 
W hat willing Martyrdom to Crown me conſtant 
May merit ſuch a Goodneſs, ſuch a Sweetneſs? 
A Love fo nobly great, no Pow'r can ruin; 

Moſt bleſſed Maid go on, the Gods that gave this, 

This pure unſpotted Love, the Child of Heav'n, 
In their own Goodneſs, mult preſerve and fave it, 
And raiſe you a Reward beyond our Recompence. 

Zen. I ask but you, a pure Maid to pofleſs, 
And then they have Crown'd my Wiſhes: If I fall then, 
| Go ſeek ſome better Love, mine will debaſe you. 

Rur. A pretty innocent Fool; well, Governor, 
Though 1 think well of your Cuſtom, and could wiſh 
For this Night in your place, heartily with it; (my ſelf 
Yet if you play not fair play and above board too, 
have a fooliſh Gin here, I ſay no more; (chanted. 
I'll tell you what, and if your Honour's Guts are not In- 

Arn. I ſhould now chide you Sir, for ſo declining 


The Goodneſs and thæ Grace you have ever ſhew'd me, < 


And your own Virtue too, in ſeeking raſhly 
To violate that Love Heav'n has appointed, 1 
3 Grab Bl To 
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To wreſt your Daughter's Thoughts, part that Affection 

That both our Hearts have ty'd, and ſeek to give it 
Rut. To a wild Fellow, that wou'd weary her; 

A Cannibal, that feeds on the Heads of Maids, 

Then flings their Bones and Bodies to the Devil. 

Wou'd any Man of Diſcretion venture ſuch a Griſtle, 

To the rude Claws of ſuch a Cat-a-Mountain ? 

You had better tear her between two Oaks, a Town Bull 

Is a meer Sroick to this Fellow, a grave Philoſopher, 

And a Spaniſh Jenner, a moſt virtuous Gentleman. 
Arn. Does this ſeem handſome, Sir? 

Rur. Though I confeſs : 

Any Man wou'd deſire to have her, and by any means 

At any rate too, yet that this common Hangman, 

That hath whipt off the Heads of a thouſandMaids already, 

That he ſhould glean the Harveſt, ſticks in my Stomach. 

This Rogue breaks young Wenches to the Saddle, 

And teaches them to ſtumble ever after ; 

'That he ſhould have her? for my Brother now + 

That is a handſome young Fellow; and well thought on, 

And will deal tenderly in the buſineſs; es. 

Or for my ſelf, that have a Reputation, 

And have ſtudied the concluſions of theſe Cauſes, 

And know the perfect manage, I'll tell you old Sir, 

If I ſhould call you wiſe, Sir, I ſhould bely you: 

This _ you ſtudy to betray your Child to, 

This Maiden-monger, when you have done your beſt, 

And think you have fixt her in the point of Honour, 

Who do you thiak you have ty'd her to? a Surgeon, 

I muſt confeſs an excellent Diſſector, Ea 

One that has cut up more young tender Lamb-pies —- 
Char. W hat I ſpake, Gentlemen, was meer compulſion, 

No Fathers free-will, nor did I touch your Perſon 

With any Edge of ſpight; or ſtrain your Loves 

With any baſe, or hir'd Perſwaſi6ns r 

Witneſs theſe Tears, how well I wiſht your Fortunes. [ Ex. 

Kur. There's ſome Grace in thee yet, you are determin'd 

To marry this Count, Lady. POR 
Zen. Marry him, Rutilio? ? pas, 
Rut. Marry him, and lye with him, I mean. 


Zen. You cannot mean that, 


5 
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If you be a true Gentleman, you dare not, 
*The Brother to this Man, and one that loves him ; 
I'll marry the Devil firſt. © 
Kut. A better choice. 3 25 
And lay his Horns by, a handſomer Bed- fellow, 
A cooler o' my Conſcience. | _ 

Arn. Pray let me ask you 

And my dear Miſtreſs, be not angry with me 
For what I ſhall propound : I am confident, 
No Promiſe, nor no Pow'r, can force your Love, 
I mean in way of Marriage, never ſtir you, 
Nor to forget my Faith, no ſtate can wound you. 
But for this Cuſtom, which this wretched Country 
Hath wrought into a Law, and muſt be ſatisfied; 
Where all the pleas of Honour are but laught at, 
And Modeſty regarded as a may-game, 
What ſhall be here conſider'd? Pow'r we haye none, 
To make reſiſtance, nor Policy to croſs it: 
*Tis held Religion too, to pay this Duty. 

Zen. I'll dye an Atheiſt then. 5 

Arn. My nobleſt Mittreſs, 
Not that I with ir ſo, but ſay it were (o, 
Say you did render up part of your Honour, 
For whilſt your Will is clear, all cannot periſh; 
Say for one Night you entertain'd this Monſter, 
Should I efteem you worie, forc'd to this render? 
Your Mind 1 know is pure, and full as beauteous; 
Alfter this ſhort Eclipſe, you would riſe again, 
And ſhaking off that Cloud, ſpread all your Luſtre. 

Zen. Who made you witty, to undo your ſelf, Sir? 

Or are you loaden with the Love I bring you, 
And fain would fling that burthen on another? 
Am I grown common in your Eyes, Arnaldo? 
Old, or unworthy of your F 9 1 7 
D'ye think, becauſe a Woman, I muſt err, 
And therefore rather wiſh that Fall before-hand 
Coloured with Cuſtom, not to be reſiſted ? 
D'ye love as Painters do, only ſome Pieces, 
Some certain handſome touches of your Miſtreſs, 
And let the Mind paſs by you, unexamin'd t 
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Be not abus d. With what the Maiden Veſſel 
Is ſcaſon'd firſt z you underſtand the Proverb. 
Rut. IJ am afraid, this thing will make me virtuous. 
Zen. Should you lay by the leaſt part of that Love 
You've {worn is mine, you; Youth and Faith has giv'n me, 
To entertain another, nay a fairer, 
And make the caſe thus deſp'rate, ſhe muſt dye elſe ; 
_ Dye think I would give way, or count this honeſt ? 
Be not deceiv'd, theſe Eyes ſhould never ſee you more, 
'This Tongue forget to name you, and this Heart 
Hate you, as if you were born, my full Antipathy. 
Empire and more imperious Love, alone Ty 
Rule, and admit no Rivals: The pureſt Springs 
When they are courted by laſcivious Land- floods, 
Their Maiden Pureneſs, and their Coolneſs periſh 
And though they purge again to their firſt Beauty, 
The ſweetneſs of their Taſte is clean departed. 
l˖ I muſt have all or none; and am not worth 
' Longer the noble Name of Wife, Arnldo, _ 
Than I can bring a whole Heart pure and handſome. 
Arn. I never ſhall deſerve you: Not to thank you; 
| You are ſo heav'nly good, no Man can reach you: 
I am ſorry I ſpake fo raſhlyz *twas but to try you. 
Rut. Youmight have try'd athouſand Women ſo, (ſel. 
And 920, 2 19 ſhould ha' followed your Coun- 
Take heed o' clapping Spurs to ſuch free Cattle. 
Arn. We muſt bethink us ſuddenly and conſtantly, 
And wiſely too, we expect no common Danger. 
Zen. Be moſt aſſur' d, I'll dye firſt. 
Enter Clodio, and Guard. 
EKReut. An't come to that once, | 
The Devil pick his Bones, that dies a Coward, 
P11 jog along with you; here comes the Stallion, 
How imug he looks upon the Imagination 
Of what he hopes to act? Pox on your Kidneys 
How they begin to melt? How big he bears, 
Sure he will leap before us all: What a ſweet Company 
Of Rogues and Panders wait upon his Lewdneſs? 
Plague of your Chops, you ha more handſome 2 . 
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Than a hundred honeſter Men, and more deſerving, 
How the Dog leers. 
Clod. You need not now be jealous, (done, 
I ſpeak at diſtance to your Wife, but when the Prieſt has 
We ſhall grow nearer, and more familiar. 
Rut. I'll watch you for that trick, Baboon, T'll 
Smoke you: The Rogue ſweats, as if he had eaten 
Grains, he broils, if I do come to the 
Baſting of you. 
Arn. Your Lordſh p Y 
May happily ſpeak this, to fright a Stranger, 
But *tis not in your Honour to perform it; 
The Cuſtom of this Place, if ſuch there be, 
At beſt moſt damnable, may urge you to it, 
But if you be an honeſt Man you hate it: 
However I will preſently prepare | 
To make her mine, and moſt undoubtedly 
Believe you are abus'd, this Cuſtom feign'd too, 
And what you now pretend, moſt fair and virtuous. 
Clod. Go and believe, a good Belief does well, Sir; 
And you, Sir, clear the place, but leave her here. 
Arn. Your Lordſhip's pleaſure, 
Clod. That anon, Arnoldo, 
This is but talk. | 
Rur. Shall we go off? 
Arn. By any means, | * 
I know ſhe has pious Thoughts enough to guard her: 
Beſides, here's nothing due to him till the rye be done, 
Nor dare he offer. 
Rur. Now do I long to worry him: 
Pray have a care to the main chance. [Ex. Arn. and Rut. 
Zen. Pray, Sir, fear not 1785 
Cod. Now, what ſay you to me? | 
Zen. Sir, it becomes SHER 
The Modeſty, that Maids are ever born with, 
To uſe few words. 
Clod. Do you ſee nothing in me? | 
Nothing to catch your Eyes, nothing of wonder 
The common mould of Men, come ſhort, and want in? 
Do you read no future Fortune for your ſelf here? —* 
é n 


Your Honour's cozen'd in this Calculation; 


And quieter a Quartane Feaver find ou. 
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And what a Happineſs it may be to you, 
To have him honour you, all Women aim at? 
To have him love you, Lady, that Man love you, 
The beſt, and the moſt beauteous have run mad for? 
Look and be wiſe, you have a favour offer'd you 
I do not every day propound to Women; 
You are a pretty one; and though each hour 
I am glutted with the Sacrifice of Beauty, 
I may be brought, as you may handle it, 
To caſt ſo good a Grace and liking on you. 
You underſtand, come kiſs me, and be joyful, 
I give you leave. „ 
Zen. Faith, Sir, twill not ſhew handſome; 
Our Sex is bluſhing, full of Fear, unskill'd too 
In theſe alarm. Fe 
Clod. Learn then and be perfect. 3 
Zen. I do beſcech your Honour pardon me, 
And take ſome skilful one can hold you play, 
I am a Fool. 
Cod. I tell thee Maid I love thee, 
Let that word make thee happy, ſo far love thee, 
That though I may enjoy thee without Ceremony, - 
I will deſcend ſo low, to marry thee ; 
Methinks I ſee the Race that ſhall ſpring from us, 
Some Princes, ſome great Soldiers. 
Zen. I am afraid , 


For certain, I ſhall ne'er have a Child by you. 
Clod. Why? . 
Zen. Becauſe I muſt not think to marry you, 
I dare not, Sir, the ſtep betwixt your Honour, 
And my poor humble State. ; ; 
Clad. Fwill deſcend to thee, 


And buoy thee up. 


Zen. 'I ſink to th' Center firſt, (cure 


Why would your Lordſhip marry, and confine that plea- 


You ever have had freely caſt upon you? WA ; 
Take heed, my Lord, this _—_— is a mad matter, 
Lighter a pair of Shackles will hang on you, 


* 
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If you wed me, I muſt enjoy you only, 
Vour Eyes mult be call'd home, your Thoughts in Cages 
To {ing to no Ears then but mine; your Heart bound, 
The Cuſtom, that your Youth was ever nurſt in, 
Muſt be forgot, I ſhall forget my Duty elſe, 
And how that will appear - 

Clod. We'll talk of that more. 

Zen. Beſides I tell ye, I am naturally, 

As all young Women are, that ſhew like handſome, 
Exceeding proud, being commended, monſtrous. 
Of an unquiet Temper, ſeldom pleas'd, 
Unleſs it be with infinite Obſervance, 
Which you were never bred to; once well angred, 
As every croſs in us provokes that Paſſion, | 
And like a Sea, I roul, toſs, and chafe a week after. 
And then all miſchief I can think upon, 
Abuſing of your Bed the leaſt and pooreſt, 
I teil you what you'il find, and in theſe fits, 
This little Beauty you are pleas'd to honour, 
Will be ſo chang'd, lo alter'd to an Uglineſs, 
Io ſuch a Vizard, ten to one, I dye too, 
Take't then upon my Death you murder'd me. 

Clod. Away, away Fool, why doſt thou proclaim theſe 
To prevent that in me, thou haſt choſen in another? 

Zen. Him I have choſen, I can rule and maſter, 
Temper to what I pleaſe, you are a great one 
Of a ſtrong Will to bend; I dare not venture. 
Be wiſe, my Lord, and ſay you were well counſel'd, 
Take Mony for my Ranſom, and forget me, 
"Twill be both ſafe, and noble for your honour, 
And whereſoe'er my Fortunes ſhall conduct me, 
So worthy mentions I ſhall render of you, 
So virtuous and ſo fair. 2 

Clod. You will not marry me? 2 

Zen. I do beſeech your Honour, be not angry 
At what I ſay, I cannot love ye, dare not; 

But ſet a Ranſom, for the Flower you covet. 
* Clad. No Mony, nor no Prayers, ſhall redeem that, 
Not all the Art you have. 

Zen. Set your own price, 2 3 


Vol. I. Clod. 
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Clad. Go to your Wedding, never kneel to me, 
When that's done, you are mine, I will enjoy you: 
Your Tears do nothing, I will not loſe my Cuſtom 
To caſt upon my ſelf an Empire's Fortune. f 
Zen. My Mind ſhall not pay this Cuſtom, cruel Man. [Ex. 
Cuiod. Vour Body will content me: I'll look for you. | Ex. 
Enter Charino, and Servants in Black. Covering the 
Place with Blacks. 
Char. Strew all your wither'd Flowers, your Autumn 
By the hot Sun raviſh'd of Bud and Beauty, (Sweets 
Thus round about her Bride-bed, hang thoſe Blacks therc, 
'The Emblems of her Honour loſt; all joy 
That leads a Virgin to receive her Lover, 
Keep from this place, all Fellow-maids that bleſs her, 
And bluſhing do unlooſe her Zone, keep from her : 
No merry Noiſe nor luſty Songs be heard here, (dy; 
Nor jul! Cups crown'd with Wine make the Rooms gid- 


This is no Mask of Mirth, but murder'd Honour. 


Sing mournfully that ſad Epithalamion 
I cave thee now: And prithee let thy Lute weep. 
Song and Dance. Enter Rutilio. 


Nut. How now, what Livery's this? Do you call this 
This is more like a Funeral. (a Wedding! 


Char, It is one, 
And my poor Daughter going to her Grave, 
To his moſt loath'd Embraces that gapes for her. 
Make the Earl's Bed ready; is the Marriage done, Sir? 

Rut. Yes they are knit; but muſt this Slubberdegullion 
Have her Maiden-head now ? » 

Arn. There's no avoiding it. 


Rut. And there's the Scaffold where ſhe muſt loſe it? 
Arn, The Bed, Sir. . 4 
Rut. No way to wipe his mouldy Chaps? 
Char, That we know. E 
Rut. To any honeſt well-deſerving Fellow, _ 

And *twere but to a merry Cobler, I couꝰd fit ſtill now, 

I love the game ſo well; but that this Puckfift, 

This univerſal Rutter fare ye well, Sir; 


And if you have any ood Pray'rs, put em forward, 
There may be yet a K mn 


emedy. e 
Char. 
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Char, I with it, Exit Rutilio, 
And all my beſt Devotions offer to it. | 
Enter Clodio, and Guard. 
Clog. Now is this tye diſpatch'd? 
Char. I think it be, Sir. | 
Clod. And my Bed ready ? 


Char. There you may quickly find, Sir, 

Such a loath'd preparation. e 

Cod. Never grumble, 

Nor fling a diſcontent upon my Pleaſure, 

It muſt and ſhall be done: Give me ſome Wine, 

And fill it till it leap upon my Lips: 

Here's to the fooliſh Maidenhead you wot of, 

The Toy muſt take pains for. 

Char. I beſcech your Lordſhip 

Load not a Father's Love. 
Clod. Pledge it Charino, E 

Or by my Lite I'll make thee pledge thy laſt, 

And be ſure ſhe be a Maid, a perfect Virgin, 

(I will not have my Expectation dull'd) 

Or your old Pate goes off. I am hot and fiery, 

And my Blood beats alarums through my Body, 

And Fancy high. You of my Guard retire, 

And let me hear no noiſe about the Lodging, | 

But Muſick and ſweet Ayrs; now fetch your Daughter, 

And bid the coy Wench put on all her Beaut es, 

All her Enticements, out-bluſh Damask Rofes, 

And dim the breaking Eaſt with her bright Cryſtals. 

I am all on fire, away. 
Char. And I am frozen. Exit. 
Enter Lenocia with Bow and Quiver, an Arrow bent, 

Arnoldo and Rutilio after ber, arn#d. 
Zen. Come fearleſs on. 
Rut. Nay an I budge from thee 
Bear me with dirty Sticks. 
Clod. What Maſque is this? 5 

What pretty fancy to provoke me high? | 

The beauteous Huntreſs, fairer far, and ſweeter; 

Diana ſhews an Etbiop to this Beauty 

Protected by two Virgin Knights  ' _ 

a 11 | Rat, 
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Rut. That's a lye, 8 

A loud one, if you knew as much as I do, 

The Guards diſpers'd. 
Arn. Fortune I hope invites us. 
Clod. I can no longer hold, ſhe pulls my Heart from me. 
Zen. Stand, and ſtand fixt, move not a foot, nor ſpeak not, 

For if thou doſt, upon this point thy Death ſits. 

Thou miſerable, baſe, and ſordid Leacher, 

Thou ſcum of noble Blood, repent and ſpeedily, 

Repent thy thouſand Thefts, from helpleſs Virgins, 

Their Innocence betray'd to thy Embraces. we 
Arn. The baſe Diſhonour that thou doſt to Strangers, 

In glorying to abuſe the Laws of Marriage; 

Ihe Infamy thou haſt flung upon thy Country, 

In nouriſhing this black and barbarous Cuſtom. 
Cod. My Guard. 


Arn. One word more, and thou dieſt. 
Rut. One Syllable es 
That tends to any thing, but I beſeech you, 
And as you're Gentlemen tender my caſe, 
And Tl thruſt my Javelin down thy Throat. 
Thou Dog-whelp, thou, pox upon thee, what 
Should I call thee, Pompion, - 
Thou kiſs my Lady? Thou ſcour her Chamber- 
Thou have a Maiden-head? a mottly Coar, 


You great blind Fool, farewel and be hang'd to ye, 
Loſe no time, Lad. . 
Aim. Pray take your pleaſure, Sir, 
And ſo we'll take our leaves. 
Zen. We are determined, 
Dye, before yield. 
Arn. Honour, and a fair Grave. 
Zen. Before a luſtful Bed, ſo for our Fortunes. . 
Rut. Du cat a whee, good Count, cry, prithee cry, 


O what a Wench haſt thou loſt? Cry, you great Booby. 


[ Exeunt. 


pot: 


| Enter Charino, | 

Clod. And is ſhe gone then, am I diſhonour'd thus, 
Cozen'd and bafl d? My Guard there; no Man anſwer? 
8 My Guard 1 ſay: Sirrah you Knew of this Piot 7 | 
. Where 
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Where are my Guard? I'll have your Life you Villain, 
You politick old Thief. 
Char. Hcav'n ſend her far enough, 
Enter Guard. 
And let me pay the Ranſom. 
Guard, Did your Honour call us ? 
Cod. Poſt every way, and preſently recover 
The two ſtrange Gentlemen, and the fair Lady. 
Guard. 'This Day was married, Sir? 
Clod. The fame. | 
Guard. We ſaw em 
Making with all main ſpeed to th' Port. 
Clod. Away Villains. [Ex. Guard. 
Recover her, or I ſhall dye; deal truly, 
Diòſt not thou knowꝰ | 
Char. By all that's good I did not. 
If your Honour mean their Flight, to ſay I grieve for that, 
Will be to lye; you may handle me as you pleaſe. 
Clod. Be ſure, with all the Cruelty, with all the Rigor, 
For thou haſt rob'd me, Villian, of a Treaſure. 
Euter Guard. 
How now? . 
Guard. They're all aboard, a Bark rode ready for em, 
And now are under Sail, and paſt recov'ry. 
Clod. Rig me a Ship with all the ſpeed that may be, 
will not loſe her: Thou, her moſt falſe Father, 
| Shalt go along; and if I miſs her, hear me, 
A whole day will I ſtudy to deſtroy thee. 
Char. I ſhall be joyful of it; and ſo you'll find me. 
| Exeunt. 


——_— 


a0 T4 8C-E NE I 
Enter Manuel du Sofa, and Guiomar. 


Man. Hear and ſee too much of him, and that 
1 Compels me, Madam, though unwillingly, 


To wiſh I had no Uncle's part in "a Th And 
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And much I fear, the comfort of a Son 
You will not long enjoy. | 
Gui. Tis not my fd 
And therefore from his Guilt my Innocence 
Cannot be tainted, ſince his Father's Death, 
(Peace to his Soul) a Mother's Pray'rs and Care 
Were never wanting, in his Education. 
His Child-hood J pals o'er, as being brought up 
Under my Wing; and growing ripe for Study, 
I overcame the tenderneſs, and joy 
T had to look upon him, and provided 
The choiceſt Maſters, and of greateft Name 
Of Salamanca, in all liberal Arts. 
Man. To train his Youth up. — 
I muſt witneſs that. | 
Gui. How there he proſpered to the admiration 
Of all that knew him, for a general Scholar, 
Being one of Note, before he was a Man, 
Is {till remembred in that Academy. © 
From thence I ſent him to the Emperor's Court, 
Attended like his Father's Son, and there 
Maintain'd him, in ſuch bravery and height, 


As did become a Courtier. (happy. 
Man. "Twas that ſpoil'd him, my Nephew had been 

The Court's a School indeed, in which ſome few 

Learn virtuous Principles, but moſt forget 

Whatever they brought thither good and honeſt. 

_ Trifling is there in practice, ſerious Actions 

Are obſolete and out of uſe ; my Nephew 

Had been a happy Man, had he ne'er known 

What's there in Grace and Faſhion. 
Gui. I have heard yet, 

That while he liv'd in Court, the Emperor 

Took notice of his Carriage and good Parts, 

The Grandees did not ſcorn his Company, 

And of the greateſt Ladics he was held 

A compleat Gentleman. 


& % " 


Man. He indeed Danc'd well; 
A turn o' th' Toe, with a lofty trick or two, 
To argue Nimbleneſs, and a ſtrong Back, wal 
| 1 
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Will go far with a Madam: Tis moſt true, 
That he's an excellent Scholar, and he knows it; 
An exact Courtier, and he knows that too; 
He has fought thrice, and come off ſtill with Honour, 
W hich he torpets not. 
Gui. Nor have I much reaſon, 
To grieve his Fortune that way. 
Man. You are miſtaken, _ 
Proſperity does ſearch a Gentleman's Temper, 
More than this adyerle Fortune: I have known 
Many, and of rare Parts, from their Succeſs 
In private Duels, rais'd up to ſuch a pride, 
And ſo transform'd from what they were, that all 
That lov'd them truly, wiſh'd they had fall'n in them. 
I need not write Examples, in your Son 
*Tis too apparent; for e' er Don Duarte 
Made tryal of his valour, he indeed was 
Admir'd for civil Courteſie, but now 
He's ſwoln ſo high, out of his own aſſurance 
Of what he dares do, that he ſeeks occaſions, 
Unjuſt occaſions, grounded on blind Paſſion, 
Ever to be in Quarrels, and this makes him 
Shunn'd of all fair Socicties. | 
Gui. Wou'd it were 
In my weak pow'rto help it: I will uſe 
With my entreatiesth' Authority of a Mother, 
As you may of an Uncle, and enlarge it 
With your command, as beinga Governor 
To the great King in Lisbon. 
Enter Duarte and bis Page. 
Man. Here he comes. 
We are unſeen, obſerve him. 
Dua. Boy. | | 
Page. My Lord. 
Dua. What ſaith the Spaniſh Captain that I ſtruck, 
To my bold Challenge? DRE i 
Page. He refus'd to read it. ; 
Dua. Why didſt not leave it there? 
Page. I did my Lord, 1 2 
But to no purpoſe, for he ſeems more willing 


Y 4 To 
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To fit down with the wrongs, than to repair 
His Honour by the Sword; he knows too well, 
That from your Lordſhip nothing can be got 
But more Blows, and Diſgraces. * 

Dua. He's a Wretch, 
A miſerable Wretch, and all my Fury 
Is loſt upon him; holds the Mask, appointed 
I th' honour of Hippolyta? | 
Page. Tis broke off. 
Dua. The reaſon? 
Page. This was one; they heard your Lordſbip 
Was by the Ladies choice to lead the Dance, 
And therefore they, too well aſſur'd how far 
You would out-ſhine em, gave it o'er, and ſaid, 
They would not ſerve for Foils to ſet you off. 
Dua. They at their beſt are ſuch, and ever ſhall be, 
W here I appear. | 
Man. Do you note his Modeſty? _ 
Dua. But was there n elſe pretended? ? 
Page. Les, 
Young Don Alonzo, the great Captain N erhew, 
Stood on Compariſons. 
Dua. With whom? 
Page. With you, 
And openly profeſs d that all N 
His Birth and State conſider'd, was due to him, 
Nor were your Lordſhip to contend wanne I 

So far above you. 

Dua. I look down upon him 
With ſuch p and Scorn, as on my Slave, 
He's a Name only, and all good in him 5 
He muſt derive from his great Grandſires Aſhes, 
For had not their victorious Acts bequeath'd 
His Titles to him, and wrote on his Forehead, 
This is a Lord, he had liv'd unobſerv'd 
By any Man of Mark, and died as one 
Amongſt the common Rout. Compare with me! * 
'Tis Giant-like Ambition; I know him, 
And know my ſelf; that Man is truly noble, 


And 
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And he may juſtly call that Worth his own, } 
W hich his Deſerts have purchas'd; I could wiſh 
My Birth were more obſcure, my Friends and Kinſmen 
Ot leſſer Pow r, or that my provident Father 
Had been like to that riotous Emperor 
That choſe his Belly for his only Heir; 
For being of no Family then, and poor, 
My Virtues, whereſoe'er I liv'd, fnould make 
That Kingdom my Inheritance, 2 55 
Gui. Strange Self- love! 
Dua. For if I ſtudied the Country's Laws, 
I ſhould ſo eaſily ſound all their Depth, 
And riſe up ſuch a wonder, that the Pleaders, 
That now are in moſt Practice and Eſteem, 
Should ſtarve for want of Clients. If I Travell'd, 
* wiſe Ulyſſes, to ſee Men and Manners, 
would return in act, more knowing, than 
Homer could fancy him. If a Phyſician, 
90 oft I would reſtore Death-wounded Men, 
That where] liv'd, Galen ſhould not be nam'd; 
And he that join'd again the ſcatter'd Limbs 
Of torn Hippolytus Rould be forgotten. 
I could teach Ovid Courtſhip, how to win 
A Julia, and enjoy her, though her Dow'r 
Were all the Sun gives light to: And for Arms 
Were the Perſian Hoſt that drank up Rivers, added 
To the Turks preſent Pow'rs, I cou'd direct, 
Command, and Marfhal them. 
Man. And yet you know not 
To rule your ſelf, you would not to a Boy elſe | , 
Like Flautus Braggart boaſt thus. = 
In act I can make good. : 
Gui. Why then being Maſter 5 
Of ſuch and ſo good parts, do you deſtroy them 
With ſelf Opinion, or like a rich Miſer, 
Hoard up the Treaſures you poſſeſs, imparting 
Nor to your ſelf nor others, We uſe of them? 


They are to you but like inchanted Viands, 
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On which you ſeem to feed, yet pine with Hunger; 


As if I were a Child fill; the baſe Peaſants 


And will purſue the Courſe beſt liketh me, Exgunt. 
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And choſe to rare perfections in my Son 
Which would make others happy, render me 


A wretched Mother. 


Man. You are too inſolent. 


And thoſe too many Excellencies, that feed 


Your Pride, turn to a Pleurifie, and kill 
That which ſhould nouriſh Virtue. Dare you think 


All Bleſſings are confer'd on you alone? 


You're groſly cozen'd ; there's no good in you, 

Which others have not. Are you a Scholar? So 

Are many, and as knowing. Are you valiant? 

Waſte not that Courage then in brawles, but ſpend it 

In the Wars, in ſervice of your King, and Country. 
Dua. Yes, ſo I might be General, no Man lives 

That's worthy to command me. ; | 

Man. Sir, in Lisbon 
I am; and you ſhall know it: Every hour 


I am troubled with complaints of your Behaviour 


From Men of all Conditions, and all Sexes. 

And my Authority, which you preſume 

Will bear you out, in that you are my Nephew, 
No longer ſhall protect you; for I vow, 
Though all that's paſt I pardon, I will puniſh 

The next fault with as much ſeverity 


As if you were a Stranger, reſt aſſur'd on't. 


Gui. And by that Love you ſhould bear, or that Duty 

You owe a Mother, once more I command you + 

To caſt this Haughtineſs off; which if you do, 

All that is mine, 1s yours; if not, expect 

My Pray'rs and Vows, for your Converſion only, 

But never Means, nor Favour. | Ex. Manuel and Guiomar. 
Dua. I am Tutor'd NE 3 

That fear, and envy my great Worth, have done this; 

But I will find them out, I will o' board 

Get my Diſguiſe; 1 have too long been Idle, 

Nor will I curb my Spirit, I was born free, 


Enter 
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Enter Leopold, Sailors, and Lenocia. 
Leop. Divide the ſpoil amongſt you, this fair Captive 
I only challenge for my elf. Flee 
Sail. You have won her 0 
And well deſerve her: Twenty Years I have liv'd 
A Burgeſs of the Sea, and have been preſent 
At many a deſperate Fight, but never ſaw 
So {mall a Bark with ſuch incredible valour 
So long defended, and againſt ſuch odds; 
And by two Men ſcarce arm'd too. 
Leop. Twas a wonder. 
And yet the Courage they expreſt being taken, 
And their contempt of Death wan more upon me 
Than all they did, when they were free: Methinks 
1 ſee them yet when they were brought aboard us, 
Diſarm'd and ready to be put in Ferrers, 
How on the ſudden, -as if they had ſworn 
Never to taſte the Bread of Servitude, r 
Both ſnatching up their Swords, and from this Virgin, 
Taking a farewel only with their Eyes, 
They leapt into the Sea. 
Sail. Indeed 'twas rare. | 
Leop. It wrought ſo much on me, that but I fear'd 
The great Ship that purſued us, our own ſafety 
Hindin my charitable purpoſe to 'em, 
1 Rave took 'em up, and with their Lives 
They ſhould have had rheir Liberties. | 
Een. O too late, 
For they are loſt, for ever loſt. 
Leop. Take comfort, 
Tis not impoſſible but that they live yet, 
For when they left the Ships, they were within 
A League o th Shore, and with ſuch Strength and Cunning 
They, ſwimming, did delude the riſing Billows, 
With one Hand making way, and with the other 
Their bloody Swords advanc'd, threatning the Sea- gods 
With War, unleſs they brought them ſafely off, 
That J am almoſt confident they live, 
And you again may ſee them. | 
Zion. In that hope DE 
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I brook a wretched Being, till I am 
Made certain of their Fortunes; but they dead, 
Death hath.ſo many Doors to let out Life, 
I will not long ſurvive them. 

Leop. Hope the beſt, 
And let the courteous Uſage you have found, 
Not uſual in Men of War, perſwade you 
To tell me your condition. 
Zen. You know it, 3 5 
A Captive, my Fate and your Pow'r have made me, 
Such I am now, but what J was it skills not: 
For they being dead, in whom I only live, 
I dare not challenge Family, or Country, 
And therefore Sir enquire not; let it ſuffice, 
I am your Servant, and a thankful Servant 
(If you will call that ſo, which is but Duty) 
I ever will be, and my Honour ſafe; - 


No Slavery can appear in ſuch a Form, 
Which with a maſculine Conſtancy I will not 
Boldly look on and ſuffer. 
Fe. You miſtake me:: 
That you are made my Priſoner, may prove 
The birth of your good Fortune. I do find 
A winning Language in your Tongue and Looks; 
Nor can a Suit by you mov'd be deny'd, * 
And therefore of a Friſoner you muſt be 
The Victors Advocate. 

Zen. To whom? 

CTC 8 
In whom all Graces that can perſect Beauty 
Are friendly met. IJ grant that you are Fair: 


And had I not ſeen her before, perhaps 


I might have ſought to you. 
Zen. This I hear gladly. 1 

. TLevp. To this incomparable Lady I will give you, 

(et being mine, you are already hers) 

And to ſerve her is more than to be free, 

At leaſt I think ſoz and when you live with her, 

It you will pleaſe to think on him that brought you 
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To ſuch a Happineſs, for ſo her Bounty 
Will make you think her Service, you ſhall ever 
Make me at your Devotion. 
Zen. All I can do, 
Reſt you aſſur'd of. 
L.eop. At Night I'll preſent you, 
Till when I am your Guard. | 
Zen. Ever your Servant. [ Exeumt. 
Enter Arnoldo and Rutilio. 
Arn. To what are we reſery'd? 
Rut. Troth tis uncertain, | 
Drowning we have ſcap'd miraculouſly, and 
Stand fair tor ought I know for hanging; Mony 
We have none, nor e'er are like to Give: | 
*Tis to be doubted: Beſides, we are Strangers, 
* Wondrous hungry Strangers; and Charity 
Growing cold, and Miracles ceaſing, 
Without a Conjurer's help, cannot find 
When we ſhall eat again. . 
Aru. Theſe are no wants 
If put in ballance with Zenocia's loſs; 
In that alone all Miſeries are ſpoken: 
O my Rutilio, when I think on her, 
And that which ihe may ſuffer, being a Captive, 
Then I could curſe my ſelf, almoſt thoſe Pow'rs 
That ſend me from the fury of the Ocean. _ i, 
Rut. You have loſt a Wite indeed, a Fair and Chaſt one, 
Two Bleſſings, not found often in one Woman; 
But ſhe may be recovered, queſtionleſss | 
The Ship that took us was of Portugal, ; 
And here in Zzsbon, by ſome means or other 
We may hear of her. 
Arn. In that Hope I live. 972 
Nur. And ſodol, but Hope is a poor Sallad 
To dine and ſup with, after a two days Faſt too: 
Have you no Mony left? ?: 
Arn. Not a Denier. 5 
Rur. Nor any thing to pawn? Tis now in Faſhion, 
Having a Miſtreſs, ſure you ſhould not be 
Without a neat Hiſtorical Shirt, Th 
u. 


* 
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Arn. For ſhame 
Talk not ſo poorly. 
Rut. 1 muſt talk of that 
Neceſſity prompts us to, for beg I cannot, 
Nor am made to creep in at a Window, 
To filch to feed me, ſomething muſt be done, 
And ſuddenly reſolve on't. 
935 Enter Jabulon and a Servant. 
Arn. What are thele? 
* Rut. One by his Habit is a Few. 
Zab. No more: W 
Thou are ſure that's he. 
Ser. Moſt certain. 
Zab. How long is it 
Since firſt ſhe ſaw him? 
Ser. Some two Hours _ [Exit Ser. 
Zab. Be gone let me alone to work him. 
Rut. How he eyes you! 
Nov he moves towards us, in the Devils Name 
What would he with us? 1 
Arn. Innocence is bold: 
Nor can I fear. 
Zab. That you are poor and Strangers, 
I eaſily perceive. | 
Rut. But that you'll help us, 
Or = Fo your Tribe, we dare not hope, Sir. 
Zab,; Why think you fo ? . 
Ru. Becauſe you are a Few Sir, 
And courteſies come ſooner from the Devil 
Than any of your Nation. 
Zab. We are Men, Wo 
And have, like you, Compaſſion, when we find 
Fit ſubjects for our Bounty; and for proof 
That we dare give, and freely, not to you Sir, 
Pray ſpare your pains, there's Gold; ſtand not amaz d, 
*FTis current I aſſure you. 0 5 
Rut. Take it Man, LIE 
Sure thy good Angel is a Few, and comes 
In his own ſhape to help thee: I cou'd with now: 
Mine would appear too like a Turk. 


Arn. | 
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Arn. I thank you, 

But yet muſt tell you, if this be the Prologue 
To any bad Act, you would have me practiſe, 
J mult not take it. 

Zab. This is but the earneſt 
Of that which is to follow, and the bond 
Which you muſt ſeal to for't, is your Advancement, 
Fortune with all that's in her pow'r to give, 
Offers her ſelf up to you: Entertain her, 

And that which Princes have kneel'd for in vain 
Preſents it ſelf to you. 

Arn. Tis above wonder. 

Zab. But far beneath the truth, in my Relation 
Of what you ſhall poſſeſs, if you embrace it. 
There is an Hour in each Man's Life appointed 
To make his Happineſs if then he ſeize it, 

And this, (in which, beyond all expectation, 
You are invited to your good) is yours, 

If you dare follow me, ſo, ff nor, hercafter 
Expect not the like offer. Exit. 

Arn. Tis no Viſion, Nut. Tis Gold I'm ſure. 

Arn. We muſt like Brothers ſhare; — 
There's for you. 

Rat. By this Light Tm glad I SIP It: 
There are few Gallants, (for Men may be ſuch 

Andyet want Gold, yea and ſometimes Silver) 

But would receive ſuch favours from the Devil, 

Th ough he appear d like a Broker, and demanded 
Sixty 1 th* hundred. *. 
hs. Wherefore ſhould I fear | 
Some plot upon my Life? Tis now to me hy 
Not worth the keeping. I will follow him : 

 Farewel, with me good F yy we ſhall mect 
Again, I doubt not. 

Rur. O I'll ne'er truſt Few more, ai Arnoldo. 

Nor Chriſtian for his ſake plague o my Stars, ; 
How long might I have walk'd without a Cloak; + 
Before l ſhould have met with ſuch a Fortune? . 
MJ Eder Brothers, though we are proper Men, 
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Ha not the luck, ha' too much Beard, that ſpoils us j 
The ſmooth Chin carries all. What's here to do now ? 

Manet Rutilio. Enter Duarte, Alonzo, and a Page. 

Dua. T'll take you as I find you. 

Alon. That were baſe----you ſee l am unarm'd. 
Dua. Out with your Bodkin 
Your Pocket-dagger, your Stiletto, out with it, 

Or by this Hand PII kill you. Such as you are 
Have ſtudied the undoing of poor Cutlers, 

And made all Manly Weapons out of faſhion: 
You carry Poniards to murder Men, : 
Vet dare not wear a Sword to guard your Honour. 

Rut. That's true indeed: Upon my Life this Gallant 
Is brib'd to repeal baniſht/ Swords, * 

Dua. III ſnew you 

The difference now between a Spaniſh Rapier 
And your pure Piſa. e 
Alon. Let me fetch a Sword, 
Upon mine Honour I'll return. 
Dua. Not ſo, Sir. | . 
Alon. Or lend me yours I pray you, and take this. 
EKeut. To be diſgrac'd as you are, no I thank you, 
Spight of the fathion, while I live, I am 
Inſtructed to go arm'd : What folly tis 
For you that are a Man, to put your ſelf 
Into your Enemy's Mercy. 

Dua. Yield it quickly 

OrT'll cut off your Hand, and now diſgrace you, 
Thus kick and baffle you: As you like this, 
You may again prefer Complaints againſt me 
To my Uncle and my Mother, and then think 
To make it good with a Poniard,. | 

Alon. I am paid 

For being of the Faſhion. 
Dua. Ger a Sword, 


hen if you dare redeem your Reputation: 
'ou know I am eaſily found: I'll add this to it 
To put you in mind. e 
Rut. You are too Inſolent r 
IM EO And 
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And do inſult too much on the Advantage 
Of chat which your unequal Weapon gave you, 
More than your Valour. 5 
Dus. This to me, you Peaſant? 
Thou art not worthy of my Foot, poor Fellow; 
"Tis Scorn, not Pity, makes me give thee Life: 

Kneel down and thank me for't: how, do you ſtare? 
, Kut. 1 have a Sword Sir, you ſhall find, a good one; 
This is no ſtabbing Guard. ; | 

Dug. Wert thou thrice arm'd, 
Thus yet I durſt attempt thee. 
Rut. Then have at you, [ Fight. 
I ſcorn to take Blows. 
[ Falls. 


Dua. O!] am lain. GS 
Page. Help! Murther, Murther! 
Alon. Shift for your ſelf, you are dead elſe, 
You have kill'd the Governor's Nephew. 
Page. Raiſe the Streets there. 

Alon. If once you are beſet you cannot 'ſcape, 
Will you betray your felf? 15 | 
Rut. Undone for ever. Exe. Rut. and Alonſo. 

| Enter Officers. 8 
1 Off. Who makes this Out- cry? 
Page. O my Lord is murder'd! 
This way he took, make after him, 
Help, help there. [ Exit Page. 
2 Offi. Tis Don Duarte. 5 
1 Ofi. Pride has got a Fall, 
He was ſtill in Quarrels, ſcorn'd us Peace-makers, 
And all our Bill-authority, now h'as paid for't. 
You ha? met with your match Sir now: Bring off his Body, 
And bear it to the Governor. Some purſue 
The Murderer; yet if he 'ſcape, it skills not; 
Were I a Prince, I would reward him for't, 
He has rid the City of a turbulent Beaſt, 
There's few will pity him: Bur for his Mother 
I truly grieve indeed, ſhe's a good Lady. { Excunt. 
. 5 Enter Guiomar and Servants. , 
Gui. He's not 1!th* Houſe ? ; 
Ro Mag... 
Ver. IJ. y 4 Cui. 
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Gs, Haſte and ſeek him, 
& all and every where, I'll not to Bed 
Till you return him, take away the Lights too, 
The Moon lends me too much, to find my Fears 
And thole Devotions I am to pay 
Are written in my Heart, not in this Book, ¶ Knsel. 
And [ ſhall read them there without a Taper, [ Ex. Ser. 

Enter Rutilio. 
Rut. I am purſued; all the Ports are ſtopt too; 

Not any Hope to eſcape, behind, before me, 

On either fide I am beſet; cum d Fortune, 
My Enemy on the Sea, and on the Land too, 
Redecm'd from one Affliction to another: 

Would I had made the greedy Waves my Tomb 
And dyed Obſcure, kT Innocent, not as Nero (me? 
Smear'd o'er with Blood. W hither have my Fears brought 
I am got into a Houſe, the Doors all open, 

This, * the Largneſs of the Room, the Hangings, 
And other rich Adornments, gliſtring thro 
The ſable Maſque of N ight, ſays it belongs 


To one of Means and Rank: No Servant . 
Murmur nor whiſper? 


Gui. Who's that? 
Rut. By the Voice, 
This is a Woman. 
Gui. Stephano, Faſpe, Julia, 
Who waits there? 
Rut. I is the Lady of the Houſe, 
Vi tlie to her Protection. 
Gui. Speak, what are you? 
Rut. Of all that ever breath'd, a Man moſt marched. 
Oui. I am ſure your are a Man. of moſt ill Manners, | 
You cou'd not with ſo little Reverence elſe - 
Preſs to my private Chamber. Whither wou'd you, 
Or what do you ſeek for? 
Rut. Gracious Woman hear mee; 
Lam a Stranger, and in that I anſwer __ 
All your demands, a molt unfortunate Stranger, 
That call'd unto it by my Enemy's Pride, 
Have left him dead i'th — Juilics: purſucs * 2 
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And for that Life I took unwillingly, 

And in a fair Defence, I muſt loſe mine, 
Unleſs you in your Charity protect me. 
Your Houſe is now my Sanctuary, and the Altar 
I gladly would take hold of, your ſweet Mercy. 
By all that's dear unto you, by your Virtues, 


And by your Innocence, that needs no Forgiveneſs, 


Take pity on me. | 

Gui. Are you a Caſtilian? 
Kut. No Madam, [zaly claims my Birth. 

Cui. Lask not 
With purpoſe to betray you; if you were 
Tien thouſand times a Spaniard, the Nation 

We Portugals moſt hate, I yet, would fave you 

If it lay in my Pow'r: Lift up theſe Hangings; 
Behind my Bed's head there's a hollow Place, 
Into which enter; ſo, bur from this ſtir not 
If the Officers come, as you expect they will do, 
I know they owe ſuch Reverence to my Lodgings, 
That-they will eaſily give credit to me 
And ſearch no further ; 

Rur. The bleſt Saints pay for me 
The infinite Debt I owe you. 
Gui. How he quakes? 
Thus far I feel his Heart beat; be of Comfort, 
Once more I give my Promiſe for your Safety; 
All Mea are fabjeck to ſuch Accidents, . 

_ Eſpecially the Valiant; and who knows not, 
But that the Charity I afford this Stranger 
My only Son elſe-where may ſtand in need of? 

Enter Officers, and Servants, with the Body of Duarte. 
1 Ser. Now Madam, if your Wiſdom ever cou'd ' 
Raiſe up Defences againſt Floods of Sorrow 
That haſte to overwhelm you, make true uſe of 
Your-great Diſcretion. 

2 Ser. Your only Son 
My I ord Dwarte's ſlain. HY. 
1 Of, His Murtherer, purſu'd by us, 
Was hy a Boy diſcover d r 
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Entring your Houſe, and that induced us 
To prels into it for his Apprehenſion. 

Gui. Oh! 

1 Ser. Sure her Heart i is broke. 

Of. Madam. 

Gui. Stand off. 
My Sorrow is ſo dear and precio to me 
That you muſt not partake it, ſuffer it 
Like wounds that do bleed inward to Apatch me. 
O my Duarte, ſuch an end as this 
Thy Pride long ſince did propheſie; thou art dead, 
And to encreaſe my Miſery, thy ſad Mother 
Muſt make a wilful Shipwrack of her Vow 
Or thou fall unreveng'd. My Soul's divided, 
And Piety to a Son, and true performance 
Of hoſpitable Duties to my Gueſt, 
That are to others Angels, are my Furies. 
Vengeance knocks at my Heart, but my word giv 'n 
Denies the Entrance: Is no Medium left, 
But that I muſt protect the Murderer, 
Or ſuffer in that Faith he made his Altar ? 
Motherly Love give place, the fault made this way, 
To keep a Vow, to which high Heav'n is witneſs, 


Heav'n may be pleas'd to pardon. - 


Enter Manuel, Doctors, and Surgeons. 
Man. *Tis too late, 


He's gone, paſt all recov'ry : now Reproof # 
Were but unſeaſonable when I ſhould give Comfort, 


And yet remember, Siſter. ©. 

Gui. O forbear, ; 7% 
Search for the Murtkerer, and remove * Body, 
And as you think fit, give it Burial. 
Wretch that I am⸗ uncapable of all Comfort, 


And therefore I intreat my Friends and Kinsfolk, 


And you my Lord, for ſome TI to forbear 
Your courteous Viſitations. Fi 
Man. We obey you. 0 | [Exennt with 'he 2 
Manet Guiomar. 
Rur. My Spirits come back, and how: Deſpair 2 


Gui, 


Her place again to Hope. 


o 
* 
. 
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Gui. What &er thou art 
To whom I have giv'n means of Life, to witneſs 
With what Religion I have kept my Promiſe, 
Come fearleſs forth, but let thy Face be cover'd, 
That I hereafter be not forced to know thee, 5 
For Motherly Affection may return, | | 
My Vow once paid to Heav'n. Thou haſt taken from me 
The reſpiration of my Heart, the light 
Of my {woln Eyes, in his Life that ſuſtainꝰd me: 
Yet my Word giv'n to fave you, I make good, 
Becauſe what you did, was not done with Malice, 
You are not known, there is no mark about you 
That can diſcover you; let not Fear betray you. 
With all convenient ſpeed you can, flie from mc 
That I may never ſee you; and that want 
Of means may be no let unto your Journcy, N 
There are a hundred Crowns: Vou are at the Door now, 
And ſo Farewel for ever. TY” TE 
Rut. Let me firſt fall 
Before you Feet, and on them pay the Duty 
I owe your Goodneſs; next all Bleſſings to you, 
And Heay'n reſtore the Joys I have bereft you, 
With full increaſe hereafter, living be 8 5 
The Goddeſs ſtil'd of Hoſpitality. Exeunt. 


— 1 


ACT m. SCENE I. 
Enter Leopold, and Tenocia. 


Le. Pint off theſe ſullen Clouds, you are enter'd now 
1 4 Intoa Houle of Joy and Happineſs, 
I have prepar'd a Bleſſing for ye. 5 
Zen. Thank ye, my State would rather ask a Curſe. 
Leop. You are peeviſh 5 7 means, 
And know not when ye are friended, I have us'd thoſe 
The Lady of this Houſe, the noble Lady, 
Will take ye as her own, and uſe ye graciouſly: | 
lake much of what you are, Miſtreſs of that Beauty, 
And expoſe it not to ſuch betraying Sorrows, © 
2 3 When 


* 
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When ye are old, and all thoſe Sweets hang withe1'd, 


Enter Servant. 
Then fit and ſigh. 
Zen. My Autumn is not far off. 
T.eop. Have you told your Lady? 
Ser. Ves Sir, I have told her 
Both of your noble Service, and your Preſent, 
Which ſhe accepts. | 
Leop. I ſhould be bleſt to ſee her. 5 
Ser. That now you cannot do: She keeps the Chamber 
Not well diſpos'd, and has deny'd all Viſits; 
The Maid I have incharge to receive from ye, 
So pleaſe you render her. | 
Leop. With all my Service, 
But fain I would have ſeen. 
Ser. Tis but your Patience; 
No doubt ſhe cannot but remember nobly. 
Leop. Theſe three Years I havelov'dthisScornful Lady, 
And follow'd her with all the truth of Service, 
In all which time, but twice ſhe has honour'd me 
With ſight of her bleſt Beauty: When you pleaſe Sir, 
You may receive your Charge, and tell your Lady, 
A Gentleman whoſe Life is only dedicated — 
To her Commands, kiſſes her beauteous Hands; 
And Fair one, now your help, you may remember 
The honeſt Courteſies, fince you were mine, 
I ever did your Modeſty ; you ſhall be near her, 
And if ſometimes you name my Service to her, 
And tell her with what Nobleneſs I love her, 
Twill be a gratitude I ſhall remember. 
Zen. What in my poor Por lyes, ſo it be honeſt. 
Leop. I ask no more. . | 
Fer. You muſt along with me (Fair.) 
Leop. And ſolleave you two: But a Fortune 
Too happy for my Fate: You ſhall enjoy her. 


SCENE II. 
Enter Zabulon and Seruants. 
Zab. Be quick, be quick, out with the Banquet there, 
Theſe Scents are dull; caſt richer on, and fuller; 
„ e Scent 


a 
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Seent every Place: Where have you plac'd the Muſick? 


Ser. Here they ſtand ready, Sir. 

Zab. *Tis well, be ſure | ; 

The Wines be luſty, high, and full of Spirit, 
And Amber'd all. 

Ser. They are. 

Zab. Give fair Attendance. | | 
In the beſt trim, and State, make ready all. [Banquet ſer 
I ſhall come preſently again. - forth. Exit. 

2 Ser. We ſhall Sir. 


What preparation's this? Some new device 
My Lady has in hand. 

x Ser. O proſper it 
As long as it carries good Wine in the Mouth, 
And good Meat with it, where are all the reſt? 


2 Ser. They are ready to attend. [Mofick. 


I Ser, Sure ſome great Perſon, 
They would not make this hurry elſe. 
2 Ser. Hark the Muſick. FF 
Enter Zabulon, and Arnoldo. 
It will appear now certain, here it comes. 
Now to our places. | 
Arn. W hither will he lead me ? 75 
What Invitation's this? to what new end 
Are theſe fair Preparations? a rich Banquet, 
Muſick, and every Place ſtuck with Adornment, 
Fit for a Prince's welcome; what new Game 
Has Fortune now prepar'dto ſhew,me Happy? 
And then again to ſink me? tis no Illuſion, 
Mine Eyes are not deceiv d, all theſe are rcal: 
What Wealth and State! PTE 
Zab. Will you fit down and eat, Sir? 
Theſe carry little wonder, thy are uſual; 
But you ſhall ſee, if yoube wiſe to obſerve it. 
That that will ſtrike dead, ſtrike with Amazement, 
Then if you be a Man: This fair Health to you - 
Arn. What ſhall I ſee? 1 pledge ye Sir, I was never 
So bury'd:in Amazement —— | 


Zab. mY are ſo ſtill: 4 5 | 5 * 
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Drink freely. 
Arn. The very Wines are admirable: ,- 
Good Sir, give me leave to ask this Queſtion, 
For what great worthy Man are theſe prepar'd ? 
And why do you bring me hither? 
Zab. They are for you, Sir | 
And under-value not the Worth you T0 
Vou are that worthy Man: Think well theſe, 
'They ſhall be more, and greater. 
Arn, Well, blind Fortune 
Thou haſt the prettieſt Changes when thou art pleas 'd, 
To play the Game out wantonly — 
Zab. Come be luſty, E 
And awake your Spirits. | * 
Arn. Good Sir, do not wake me, . (Servants 
For willingly I would dye 1n this Dream; pray whoſe 
Are all theſe that attend here? 4 | 
Zab. They are yours; en 
They wait on you. 
Arn. 1 never yet remember 
kept ſuch Faces, nor that l was ever able 
To maintain ſo many. 
Zab. Now you are, and ſhall be: 8 4.5 
Arn. You'll fay this Houſe is mine too: 4 
Zab. Say it? ſwear it. 
Arn. And all this wealth? 
Zab. This is the leaſt you ſee, Sir. 
Arn. Why, were has this been hid theſe thirty Veer! ? 
For certainly I never found I was wealthy 
*Till this hour, never dream'd of Houſe, and Servants. 
1 had thought Thad been a younger I a 125 Gent. 
I may eat boldly then. 
Zab. Lis prepar'd for ye. 
Arn. The taſte is perfect, and moſt delicate: 
But why for me? give me ſome Wine, I do drink; 
] feel it ſenſibly, and I am here, 8 
Here in this glorious Place: I am bravely us'd too, 
Good Gentle Sir, give me leave t to think a Bitte Lot, 
For either I am much abus'd ———— bt 
Zab. Strike Muſick 


, 
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And ſing that luſty Song. [ Muſick. Song. 


Arn. Bewitching Harmony! 
Sure I am turn'd into another Creature. 
+ Enter Hippolyta. 
Happy and bleſt, Arnoldo was unfortunate; 45 
Ha! bleſs mine Eyes; what precious piece of Natur 
To poſe the World? = 

Zab. I told you, you would ſee that 
Would darken theſe poor Preparations; 

What think ye now? nay riſe not, tis no Viſion. 

Arn. Tis more: *Tis Miracle. 

Hip. You are welcome, Sir, 

Arp. It ſpeaks, and entertains me, ftill more glorious ; 
She is warm, and this is Fleſh here: How ſhe ſtirs me! 
Bleſh me what Stars are there? | 

Hip. May I fit near yes 

Arn. No, you are too pure an Object to behold, 
Too excellent to look upon, and live; 

_ I muſt remove. 
Zab. She is a Woman, Sir, 
Fy, what faint Heart is this? 

Arn. The Houſe of Wonder. 1 

Zab. Do not you think your {elf now truly happy? 
Vou have the Abſtract of all Sweetneſs by ye, 

The precious wealth Vouth labours to arrive at; 
Nor is ſhe leſs in Honour, than in Beauty, 
Ferrara's Royal Duke is proud to call her 

His beſt, his nobleſt, and moſt happy Siſter ; 
Fortune has made her Miſtreſs of her ſelf, 

Wealthy, and Wiſe, without a Pow'r to ſway her, 
Wonder of Iraly, of all Hearts Miſtreſs. 

Arn. And all this is é 

Zab. Hippolita the Beauteous. 

Hip. You are a poor Relator of my Fortunes, 

Too weak a Chronicle to ſpeak my Bleſſings, 

And leave out that eſſential part of Story 

I am moſt high and happy in, moſt fortunate, 

The Acquaintance, and the noble Fellowſhip | 
Of this fair Gentleman. Pray ye do not wonder, 
Nor hold it ſtrange to hear a handſome Lady 4 we 
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Speak freely to ye. With your fair Leave and ne 
1 will fit by ye. 


Arn. I know not what to anſwerr 
Nor where I am, nor to what end conſider 
Why do you uſe me thus? 
Hip. Are ye angry, Sir, / 
Becaule ye are entertain d with al Humanity e 
Freely and nobly us de 
Arn. No, Gentle Lady, 
That were uncivil, but it much amazes s me, 
A Stranger, and a Man of no Deſert 
Should find ſuch floods of — 
Hip. 1 love ye, 
I honour ye, the firſt and beſt of all Men, 
And where that fair Opinion leads, tis ut {- 8 
Theſe trifles that but ſerve to ſet off, follow. 
I would not have you proud now, nor diſdainful 
Becauſe I fay I love ye, though I ſwear it, 
Nor think it a ſtale Favour 1 fling on ye, 
Though ye be handſome, and the only Man 
I muſt confeſs I ever fixt mine Eye on, 
And bring along all Promiſes that pleaſe ug, 
Yet I ſhould hate ye then, deſpiſe Je, for ye, 
And with as much Contempt purſue your Perſon, = 
As now I do with Love, But you are wiſer, 
Ar leaſt I think, more Maſter of your F 3 
And ſo I drink your Health. _ 
Arn. Hold fait good Honeſty, 
I am a loſt Man elſe. ' 
Hip. Now you may kiſs me, 
'Tis the firſt Kiſs I ever aßkt, I ſwear to ye. 
Arn. That I dare do, {ſweet Lady. _.. _ 
Hip. You do it well too; 4; 
You are a Maſter Sir, that makes you coy. . 
Am. Would you wou'd ſend your . off. 
Hip. Well thought un, 
Wait all without. 7 9 Zab. and Servants. 
Zab. I hope ſhe is pleas'd throughly. _ 
Hip. Why ſtand ye ſtill? here's no Man to detect ye, 
My People are gone off: Come, come, leave conjuring, 
55 The 
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The Spirit you would raiſe, is here already, 
Look boldly on me. 

Arn. What wou'd you have me do ? 

Hip. O myſt unmanly Queſtion! have you do? 
Ist poſſible your Years ſhould want a Tutor? 
T'll teach ye: Come, embrace me. Wert 

Arn. Fye, ſtand off; 

And give me leave, more now than e'er, to wonder, 
A building of ſo goodly a Proportion, 
Outwardly all exact, the frame of Heav'n, 
Should hide within ſo. baſe Inhabitants: 

You are as fair, as if the Morning bare ye, 
Imagination never made a Sweeter z 

Can it be poſlible this Frame ſhould ſuffer, 
And built on ſlight Affections, fright the Viewer? 
Be excellent in all, as you are out ward, 
The worthy Miſtreſs of thoſe many Bleſſings 
Heav'n has beſtow'd, make em appear ſtill nobler, 
Becauſe they are truſted to a weaker Keeper. 


Wou'd ye have me love ye? — 
Hip. Ves. 1 

Arn. Not for your Beauty; 3 
Though confeſs, it blowes the firſt Fire in us, 
Time, as he paſſes by, puts out that Sparkle; 
Nor for your Wealth, e e World kneel to it, 
And make it all addition to a Woman, | 
Fortune that ruins all, makes that his Conqueſt; 
Be honeſt, and be virtuous, P11 admire ye, 
At leaſt be wiſe, and where ye lay theſe Nets, 
Strow over 'em a little Modeſty, _ | 
*Twill well become your Cauſe, and catch more Fools. 

Hip. Cou'd any one that lov'd this wholeſome Counſel 
But love the Giver more? you make me fonder: 
You have a virtuous Mind, I want that Ornament; 
Is it a Sin I covet to enjoy ye? 
If ye imagine IT am too free a Lover, 
And act that part belongs to you, I am filent: 
Mine Eyes ſhall ſpeak my Blaſhes, parly with ye; 
I will not touch your Hand, but with a Tremble 
Fitting a Veſtal Nun; not long to kiſs ye, 


4 


Put 


— 
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But gently as the Air, and undiſcern'd hg. 
III ſteal it thus: I'll walk your Shadow by ye, 

' So Rtill and ſilent that it ſhall be equal, 

Jo put me off, as that; and when! covet, 

To give ſuch Toys as as theſe 
Arn. A new temptation— | 

Hip. Thus like the lazy Minutes 1 will I drop? B, 
Which paſt once are forgotten. 

Arn. Excellent Vice! 

Hip. Will ye be won? Look ſtedfaſtly upon me, 
Look manly, take a Man's Aﬀections to you; 
Young Women, in the old World, were not wont, Sir, 
To hang out 17 udy Buſhes for their Beauties, 

To talk themſelves into young Mens Affections. 
How cold and dull you are! 

Arn. How I ſtagger? 

She is wile, as fair; but 'tis a wicked Wiſdom 
Pl choak before I yield. 
Hip. Who waits within there? [Zabulon within. 
3 Make ready the Green Chamber. 
. Zab. It ſhall be, Madam. 
| Arn. I am afraid ſhe will i injoy me indeed. 

Hip. What Muſick do ye love? 

Arn. A modeſt Na | 
oP Hip. We'll have enough ofthat: :fye, fye, how whmpilh? 
= In a young Lady's Arms ; thus dull N 
K Arn. For Heay'n fake, 

Profeſs a little Goodneſs. 
Hip. Of what Country? 
Arn. I am of Rome. 
Hip. Nay then I know you mock me, 
The Iralians are not frighted with ſuch * 
Prithee go in. | 
Arn. I am not well. 
Hip. I'll make thee, 
P11 kiſs thee well. 
Arn. 1 am not ſick of that ſore. 
* Hip, Upon my Conſcience I muſt raviſh thee, 
be: 1 ſhall be 3 for the firſt Example: 
_ Wk this I'll tye ye firſt, then try your Rs E 
n. 


2 


4 
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Arn. My Strength? Away baſe Woman, Iabhor thee. 
Jam not caught with ſtales, Diſeaſe dwell with thee. Ex. 
Hip. Are ye fo quick? And have loſt my Wiſhes? 

Hoe, Zabulon; my Servants, es 
Sy Enter Labulon and Servants. 
Zab. Call'd ye, Madam? 1 
Hip. Is all that Beauty ſcorn'd, ſo many ſu'd for; 
So many Princes? By a Stranger too? 
Muft I endure this? £ 
Zab. W here's the Gentleman? 


. * . 


Hip. Go preſently, purſue the Stranger, Zabulon. 


He has broke from me, Jewels I have giv'n him: 


Charge him with Theft: He has ſtol'n my Love, my Free- 
Draw him before the Governor, impriſon him, (dom, 


Why doſt thou ſtay? 


Zab. I'll teach him a new Dance, 

For playing faſt and looſe with ſuch a Lady, 

Come Fellows, come: I'll execute your Anger, 

And to the full. UT 
Hip. His Scorn ſhall feel my Vengeance [Exennr. 


S Co: dEE HI: 
Enter Sulpicia, and Jaques. 
Sn. Shall I never fee a luſty Man again? 
Ja. Faith Miſtreſs „ 
You do ſo over- labour em when you have 'em, 
And ſo dry- founder em, they cannot laſt. 
Sul. Where's the Frenchman? . 
Fa. Alas, he's all to fitters, wo | 
And lyes, taking the W e his Fortune with a Syringe. 
He's chin'd, he's chin'd good Man, he is a Mourner. 
Sul. What's become of the Dane? | 
Fa. Who? Goldy-locks? | 
He's foul i'th' Touch-hole; and recoils again, 
The main Spring's weaken'd that holds up his Cock, 


He lies at the ſign of the Sun, to be new breech'd. 


* 
„ 


Sul. The Rutter too, is gone. 5 bo 
Fa. O that was a brave Raſcal, | 
He would labour like a Thraſher. But alas, * 


350 The Cuſtom of the Cumtry. 


What thing can ever laſt? He has been ill mew'd, 
And drawn too ſoon ; I have ſeen him in the Hoſpital. 
Sul.” There was an Enghſh Man. Eo 
Fa. Ay, there was an Eugliſb Man 
You'll ſcant find any now, to make that Name good. 
There were thoſe Enxgliſb that were Men indeed, 
And would perform like Men, but now they are vaniſh'q: 


They are ſo taken up in their own Count 


And fo beaten of their ſpeed by their own Women, 
When they come here, they draw their Legs like Hack- 
Drink, and their own Devices have undone em. (neys. 

Sul. I muſt have one that's ſtrong, no life in Lisbon elſe, 
Perfect and Young: My Cuſtom with, young Ladies, 
And high fed City Dames, will fall, and break elſe. 

I want my ſelf too, in mine Age to nouriſh me: 

They are all ſunkImaintain'd: Now what's this buſineſs, 

What goodly Fellow's that? * 
Enter Rutilio and Officers. 

Rut. Why do you drag me? 

Pox o' your Juſtice; let me looſe. 

ir. K 3 

Rut. Cannot a Man fall into one of your drunken Cellars, 

And venture the breaking on's Neck, your Trap-doors 

But he muſt be us'd thus raſcally ? | (open, 

1 Off. What made you wandring 
So late i'th* Night? You know that is Impriſonment. 

Rut. May be I walk in my fleep. | 

2 Offi. May be we'll walk ye. 0 
What made you wandring, Sir, into that Vault 
Where all the City Store, and the Munition lay? 
Rur. I fell into it by chance, I broke my Shins for't: 
Your Worſhips feel not that: I knockt my Head 
Againſt a hundred Poſts, would you had had it. 
Cannot I break my Neck in my own Defence? 

2 Offi. This will not ſerve: You cannot put it off ſo, 
Your coming thither was to play the Villain, © 
To fire the Powder, to blow up that part o'th* City. 

Rur. Yes, with my Noſe: Why were the Trap-doors 
„ open? 3 ; 0 
Might not you fall} or you, had you gone that way? : | 
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I thought your City had funk. 
1 Of. You did your beſt, Sir, 
We mutt preſume, to help it into th' Air, 
If you call that ſinking. We have told you what's the Lay, 
He that is taken there, unleſs a Magiſtrate, 
And have command in that place, preſently, 
If there be nothing found apparent near him 
Worthy his Torture, or his preſent Death, 
Muſt either pay his Fine for his Preſumption, 
(W hich is fix hundred Duckets) or for fix Years 4h 
Tug at an Oar i'th' Gallies. Will ye walk, Sir, - 
For we preſume you cannot pay the Penalty. 7 
Rut. Row in the Gallies, after all this miſchief? 
2 Offi. May be you were drunk, they'll keep you ſober 
Rur. Tugatan Oar? Youarenot arrant Raſcals, (there. 
To catch me in a pit-fall, and betray me? 
Sul. A luſty minded Man, 
Ja. A wondrous able. 
Sul. Pray Gentlemen, allow me but that liberty 
To ſpeak a few words with your Priſoner, 
And I ſhall thank you. 
1 Offi. Take your Pleaſure, Lady. er,” pe, 
Sul. What would ye give that Woman ſhould redeem 
Redeem ye from this Slavery?  _ 
Rut. Beſides my Service S's 
I would give her my whole ſelf, I wou'd be her Vaſſal. 
Sul. She has reaſon to expect as much, conſidering 
The great Sum ſhe pays fort, yet take comfort, 
What ye ſhall do to merit this, is eaſie, 
And I will be the Woman ſhall befriend ye, 
*Tis but to entertain ſome handſome Ladies, , 
And young fair Gentlewomen: You gueſs the way: 
But giving of your Mind———— 5 
Rut. I am excellent at it: N 
Vou cannot pick out ſuch another living. 
I underſtand ye: Is't not thus? 
Sul. Le hart ir. 8 
Rur. Bring me a hundred of em: Tl diſpatch em. 
I will be none but yours: Should another offer | 
Another way to redeem me, I ſhould ſcorn it. 


0 
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8 
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What Women you ſhall pleaſe: I am monſtrous alty : 
Not to be taken down: Would you have Children? 
PI. get you thoſe as faſt, and thick as Hie-blows. 
Sul. I admire him; wakdes at him! | 
Rut. Hark ye, Lady, * 
"0 m * require ſometimes 
by my faith. 
Ne Lady you ſhall have it by my faith, and Ws dbbnuy: 
This old Cat will ſuck ſhrewdly: You have no Daughters? 
I flye at all: Now am I in my Kingdom. a 
* Tug at an Oar? No, tug in a Feather- bed, . 
= With good warm Caudles; hang your Bread and Water. 
© Pl make you young again, believe thay Wy, 
I will fo frubbiſh you. 
Sul. Come, follow Officers, 
This Gentleman is free: 111 pay the Duckets. (tub 
_ Rat. And when you catch me in n your City-powdering- | 
Again, boil me with Cabbage. 
1 Off. You are both warn'd and arm'd, Sir. [Exennt. 


SCENE IV. 


Enter Leopold, Hippolyta, and Zenocia. 
Zen. Will your Lal Wear this Dreſling? 
| Hip. Leave thy praiing*” | 
7 I care not what I wear. 
| Zen. Yet 'tis my Duty | 
To know your pleaſure, and my worſt Ahn 
To ſee you diſcontented, © Bar 
Hip. Weeping too? i Wb 
=_ Prithee forgi $45 I am much "IO d, | 
| And ſpeak I know not what: To make thee amends, 
8 The Gown that I wore yelterday 1 18 thine, * 
Let it alone awhile. — 5 
Leop. Now you , en 
And taſte her Bounty. 
Zen. Much above my Merit. 
Leop. But have you not yet found a happy time 
To move for me? 
Zen. I have watch'd all occaſions, 
| 3 Bus hitherto, wirhout Succeſs; Yet doubt not x 
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But I'll embrace the firſt means. 
Leop. Do, and proſper: _ TL. © cx 
Excellent Creature, whoſe Perfection make 
Even Sorrow lovely, if your Frowns Hus take me, 
What would your Smiles do? g's 
Hip. Pox of this ſtale Courtſhip : | 
If I have any pow'r. UE 
Leop. IJ am commanded, ER 
Obedience is the Lover's Sacrifice, 
| Which I pay gladly. 
Hip. To be forc'd to woo, 
Being a Woman, cou'd not but torment me, 
But bringing for my Advocates, Youth and Beauty, 
Set off with Wealth, and then to be deny'd too, 
Does comprehend all Tortures. 'They flatter'd me, 
That ſaid my Looks were Charms, my Touches Fetters, 
My Locks ſoft Chains, to bind the Arms of Princes, 
And make them in that wiſh'd for Bondage, happy. 
I am like others of a couxſer Feature, 
As weak to allure, bur in my dotage, ſtronger: 
I am no Crrce; he, more than Ulyſſes, 
Scorns all my offer'd Bounties, flights my Favours, 
And, as I were ſome new Egyptian, flies me, 
Leaving no Pawn, but my own Shame behind him. 
Bur he ſhall find, that in my fell Revenge, 
I am a Woman: One that never pardons | 
The rude Contemner of her proffer'd Sweetneſs. 
Ener Zabulon. 
Zab. Madam, tis done. 
Hip. What's done? 
Zab. The uncivil Stranger 
Is at your Suit arreſted. \ 
Hip. Tis well handled. | 
Zab. And under Guard ſent to the Governor, 
With whom my Teſtimony, and the Favour 
He bears your Ladiſhip, have ſo prevail'd, 
Thar he is ſentenc'd. 
Hip. How? „ 
Zab. To loſe his Head. 5 
Hip. Is that the means to quench the c rching Heat 
Vo L. I. e Of 


* 
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Of my inrag' d deſires? Muſt Innocence ſuffer, 
*Cauſe I am faulty? Or is my Love ſo fatal, 
That of neceſſity it muſt deſtroy 
The Object it moſt longs for? Dull Higpo tee, 
To think that Injuries could make way for Lov 
When Courteſies were deſpis'd: That by his Death 
Thou ſhou'dſt gain that, which only thou canſt hope for 
While he is living: My Honour's at the Stake now, 
And cannot be preſery'd, unleſs he periſh. 
The enjoying of the thing I love, I ever 
Have priz'd above my Fame : Why doubt I now then? 
One only way is left me, to redeem all : 
Make ready my Caroch. a 
Leop. What will you, Madam ? | 
Hip. And yet I am impatient of ſuch ſtay: 
Bind up my Hair : Fye, fye, while that isdoing 
The Law may ſeiſe his Life: Thus as Tam then, 
Not like Hippolyta, but a Bacchanal, 
My frantick Love tranſports me. Exit. 
Leop. Sure ſhe's diſtracted. 
Zab. Pray you follow her: I will along with you: 
more than guels the cauſe: Women that love 
Are moſt uncertain, and one minute crave, 
W hat in another they refuſe to have. Exe. 
SCENE V. 
Enter Clodio, and Charino. 
Cod. Aſſure thy ſelf, Charino, I am alter d 
From what I was; the Tempeſts we have met with 
In our uncertain Voyage, were ſmooth Gales 
Compar'd to thoſe, the Memory of my Luſts 
Rais'd in my Covſcience: And if &er again 
L live to fee Zenocia, I will ſuc, 
And ſcek to her as a Lover, and a Servant, 
And not command Affection, like a Tyrant. 


Char. In hearing this, you make me young again, 


And Heav'n, it ſeems, favouring this good change in you 
In ſetting of a Period to our-Dangers, 


Cives us fair hopes to find that here in Licbon 


* 


Which 
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Which hitherto in vain we long have ſought for. 
I have receiy'd aflur'd intelligence, ' | 
Such Strangers have been ſeen here: And though yet 
I cannot learn their Fortunes, nor the place 
Of their Abade, I have a Soul preſages 
A fortunate event here. | 
Clod. There have paſs'd 
A mutual enterchange of courteſies 
Between me, and the Governor; therefore boldly 
We may preſume of him, and of his Pow'r, 
If we find cauſe to uſe them; otherwiſe 
I would not be known here, and theſe Diſguiſes 
Will keep us from diſcovery. 
Enter Manuel, Doctor, Arnoldo, and Guard. 
Char. What are theſe? - 
Cod. The Governor: With him my Riyal, bound. 
Char. For certain *tis Arnoldo. 
Clod. Let's attend 
What the ſucceſs will be. 
Man. Is't poſſible 
There ſhould be hope of his recovery, 
His Wounds ſo many and ſo deadly? 2 
Doct. So they appear'd at firſt, but the Blood ſtop'd, 
His Trance forſook him, and on better ſearch 
We found they were not mortal. 
Man. Uſe all care 
To perfect this unhop'd for Cure: That done 
Propoſe your own Rewards: And till you ſhall 
Hear farther from me, for ſome ends I have, 
Conceal it from his Mother. bi 
Doct. We'll not fail, Sir. [Exit. 
Man. You ſtill ſtand confident on your Innocence. 
Arn. It is my beſt and laſt guard, which I will not 
Leave, to rely on your uncertain Mercy. 
Enter Hippolyta, Zabulon, Leopold, Zenocia, and 
two Servants. "as 
Hip. Who bad you follow me! Go home, Md you, Sir, 
As you reſpe& me, go with her. 
Arn. Zenocta | 


And in her Houſe a Servant! 
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Char, Tis my Daughter. [ Len. paſſes. 
Clod. My Love? Contain your Joy, obſerve the ſequel. 
Man, Fye, Madam, how undecent tis for you, 
So far unlike your ſelf to be ſcen thus 
In th' open Streets? Why do you kneel ? Pray you riſe, 
1am acquainted with the 9 and loſs 
You have ſuſtain'd, and the Delinquent now 
Stands ready for his Puniſhment: 
Hip. Let it fall, Sir, 
On the Offender: He is innocent, 
And moſt unworthy of theſe Bonds he wears, 
Put I made up of Guilt. 
Man, What ſtrange turn's this? 
Leop. This was my Priſoner once. 
Hip. It Chaſtity 
In a young Man, and tempted to the height too, 
Did cer . Reward, or Admiration, 
He juſtly may claim both. Love to his Perſon 
(Or it you pleaſe give it a fouler name) 
Compel'd me firſt to train him to my Houſe, 
All Engincs I rais'd there to ſhake his Virtue, 
Which in the aſſault were uſeleſs, he unmoy'd till, 
As if he had no part of human frailty, 
Againſt the Nature of my Sex, almoſt 
I plaid the Raviſher, You might have ſeen 
In our Contention, young Apollo fly 
And Love- ſick Dafhne follow; all Arts failing, 
By flight he won the Victory, breaking from 
My ſcorn'd Embraces: The repulſe (in Women 
Unſufferable) invited me to practiſe — 
A mcans to be reveng'd: And from this grew 
His Accuſation, and the abulc LET 
Of your ſtill equal Juſtice: My Rage over, x 
Thanks Heav'n, though wanton, 1 found not my felt 
So far engag'd to Hell, to prolecute 2 
To the Death what I had plotted, for that Love 
That mad me firit deſire him, then accuſe him, 
Commands me with the hazard of my ſelf 
Firſt to entreat his Pardon, then acquit him. — 
Man. Whatc'er you re, ſo — love your e 
3 5 6 . lat 
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That ] defire your Friendſhip. Do you unlooſe him 
From thoſe Bonds, you are worthy of. Your Repentance 
Makes part of ſatlaction; yet I muſt 
Severely reprehend you. 

Leo. 1 am made 
A ſtale on all parts: But this Fellow ſhall 
Pay dearly for her Favour. N 

Arn. My Life's ſo full 
Of various changes, that I now deſpair 
Of any certain Ko one Trouble ending, 

A new, and worſe ſucceeds it: What ſhould Zenocia 
Do in this Woman's Houſe? Can Chaſtity 

And hot Luſt dwell together without infection? 

I wou'd not be, or jealous, or ſccure, 

Yet ſomething mult be done, to ſound the depth on't: 
That ſhe lives is my Bliſs, but living there, 

A Hell of Torments; there's no way to her 

In whom Llive, but by this Door, through which 

To me 'tis Death to enter, yet I muſt, 

And will make tryal. 

Man. Let me hear no more 7 
Of theſe Devices, Lady: This I pardon, ; 
And at your interceſſion I forgive 
Your Inſtrument the Few too: Get you home. 
The hundred thouſand Crowns you lent the City, 
Towards the ſetting forth of the laſt Navy 
Bound for the Iſlands, was a goed then, which 
I ballance with your ill now. j 

Char. Now, Sir, to him, 

You know my Daughter necds it. 

Hip. Let me take : 
A farewel with mine Eye, Sir, though my Lip 
Be barr'd the Ceremony, Courteſie 
And Cuſtom too allows of. 

Arn. Gentle Madam, : 

I neither am ſo cold, nor ſo ill-bred | 
But that ] dare receive it: You are unguarded, 
And let me tell you that I am aſham'd _ 
Of my late Rudeneſs, and would gladly therefoer, 
If you pleaſe to accept my ready lervice, 
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Wait on you to your Houſe. 

Hip. Above my hope: | 

Sir, if an Angel were to be my Convoy, 

He ſhould not be more welcome. [ Ex. Arn. and Hip. 
Clod. Now you know me. | ; 
Man. Yes, Sir, and honour Fol: Ever remembring 

Your many Bounties, being ambitious only 

To give you caule to ſay, by ſome one gervice, 

That I am not ungrateful. | 
Clod. Tis now offer'd : 

I have a Suit to you, and an eaſie one, 

Which &er long you {hall know. 

Man, When you think fit, Sir, 

And then as a Command I will receive it, 

Till when, moſt welcome: You are welcome too, Sir, 

*Tis ſpoken from the Heart, and therefore needs not 

Much proteſtation: At your better leiſure 

I will enquire the Cauſe that brought you hither: 

In the mean time ſerve you. 

Cod. You out-do me, Sir. Exeun:. 


6 


1 


AC T ... k-NÞ& þ 
Enter Duarte, and Doctor. 


Dua. VO U have beſtow'd on me a fecond Life, 
For which I live your Creature, and have bet- 

What Nature fram' d unperfect; my firft Being (ter'd 
Inſolent Pride made monſtrous; but this latter, ; 
In learning me to know my felt; hath taught me 
Not to wrong others. | 

Doct. Then we live indeed, | 
When we can go to reſt without alarm 
Giv'n ev'ry minute to a guilt- ſick Conſcience 
To keep us waking, and riſe in the Morning 
Secure in being innocent: But when 
In the remembranee of our worſer Actions 
We ever bear about us Whips and Furics, 
To make the Day a Night of Sorrow to us, 
Even Life's a burthen, | 1 
RS Dua. 
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Dua. I have found and felt it; | 
But will endeavour, having firſt made Peace 
With thoſe inteſtine Enemies my rude Paſſions, 
To be ſo with Mankind: But worthy Doctor, 
Pray, if you can, reſolve me; was the Gentleman 
That left me dead, e' er brought unto his Tryal? 
Dot. Nor known, nor apprehended. . 
Dua. That's my Grief. 
Dot. Why, do you with he had beenpuniſh'd? 
Dua. No, 
The ſtream of my ſwoln Sorrow runs not that way: 
For could I find him, as I vow to Heav'n 
It ſhall be my firſt care to ſeek him out, 
I would with thanks acknowledge that his Sword, 
In opening 4 Veins, which proud Blood poiſon'd, 
Gave the firſt Symptoms of true Health. 
Dot. Tis in you 
A Chriſtian Reſolution: That you live 
Is by the Governor's, your Uncle's charge 
As yet conceal'd. And though a Son's loſs never 
Was ſolemniz'd with more Tears of true Sorrow 
Than have been paid by your unequal'd Mother 
For your ſuppoſed Death, ſhe's not acquainted 
With your Recovery. ' 
Dua. For ſome few days 
Pray let her ſo continue: Thus diſguis'd 
I may abroad unknown. 
Doct. Without ſuſpicion 
Of being diſcover'd. | 
Dua. I am confident 
No moiſture ſooner dies than Womens Tears, 
And therefore though I know my Mother virtuous, 
Yet being one of that frail Sex, I purpoſe I 
Her farther tryal. f 
Doct. That as you think fit 'I not betray you. 
Dua. To find out this Stranger, Hs 
This true Phyſician of my Mind and Manners 
Were ſuch a Bleſſing. He ſeem'd poor, and may 
Perhaps be now in want; wow'd I cou'd find him. 
The Inns 11 fearch firſt, then the publick Stews; 
| A a 4 8 a He 
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He was of Italy, and that Country breeds not 
Preciſians that way, but hot Libertines; 
Ad ſuch the moſt are: *tis but a little travel: 
am unturniſh'd too, pray Mr. Doctor, | 
Can you ſupply me? 185 
Doa. With what Sum you pleaſe. 
Dua. I will not be long abſent. 
Do#. That I wiſh too; 


For till you have more Strength, I would not have you 


To be too bold. 3 
Dua. Fear not, I will be careful. Erxeunt. 
Enter Leopold, Zabulon, and Bravo. 


Zab. 1 have brought him, Sir, a Fellow that will do it 


Though Hell ſtood in his way, ever provided 
You pay him for't. 3 | 
Leop. He has a ſtrange Aſpect, 
And looks much like the figure of a Hang-man 
In a Table of the Paſſion. | 
Zab. He tranſcends 3 
All Precedents, believe it, a fleſh'd Ruffian, 
That hath ſo often taken the Strappado, 
That 'tis to him but as a lofty trick 
Is to a Tumbler: He bath perus'd too 
All Dungeons in Portigal, thrice ſev'n Years 
 Row'd in the Gallies for three ſeveral Murthers, 
Though I preſume that he has done a hundred, - 
And ſcap'd unpuniſh'd, 
_ Leop. He is much in debt to you, 2 
Vou ſct him off ſo well. What will you take, Sir, 
To beat a Fellow for me, that thus wrong d me? 
Bra. To beat him, ſay you? 
Leop, Yes, beat him to Lameneſs, 
Lo cut his Lips or Noſe off; any thing, 
That may disfigure him. 
Bra. Let me confider ? 
Five hundred Piſtolets for ſuch a ſervice 
think were no dear penniworth. 
Zab. Five hundred! r 
W by there are of your Brother-hood in the City, 
I'll undertake, ſhall kill a Man for twenty. 


Bra. 
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Bra, Kill him? I think fo ; I'II kill any Man 
For half the Mony. F | 
 Leop. And will you ask more 
For a ſound Beating than a Murther ? 
Bra. Ay Sir, | | | 
And with good Reaſon, for a Dog that's dead, 
The Spaniſh Proverb ſays, will never bite : 
But ſhould I beat or hurt him only, he may 
Recover, and kill me. 
Leop. A good Concluſion 
'The obduracy of this Raſcal makes me tender. 
I'll run ſome other courſe, there's your Reward 
Without the Employment. 
Bra. For that as you pleaſe Sir; 
W hen you have need to killa Man, pray uſe me, 
But I am out art beating. „ 
Zab. What's to be done then? 
TLecp. I'll tell thee Zabulon, and make thee privy 
To my moſt near deſigns: This Stranger, which 
Hippolyta fo dotes on, was my Priſoner 
When the laſt Virgin, I beſtow'd upon her, 
Was made my Prize; how he eſcap'd, hereafter 
Fll let thee know; and it may be the Love 
He bears the Servant, makes him ſcorn the Miſtreſs. 
Zab. Tis not unlike; for the firſt time he ſaw her 
His Looks expreſt ſo much, and for more proof, 
Since he came to my Lady's Houſe, though yet 
He never knew her, he hath practis'd with me 
JI 0o help him to a Conference, without 
The knowledge of Hippolita; which I promis'd. 
L.oeop. And by all means perform it for their Meeting, 
But work it ſo, that my diſdainful Miſtreſs 
(Whom, notwithſtanding all her Injuries, 
Tis my hard fate to love) may ſee and hear them. 
Zab, To what end, Sir? 
LCLeop. This Zabulon: When ſhe ; -- 
Who is her Rival, and her Lover's baſeneſs 
To leave a Princels for her Bond-woman, 5 
The ſight will make her ſcorn, what now ſhe dotes on: 
III double thy Reward. * ; | 2 
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Zab. Youare like to ſpeed then: 
For I confeſs what you will ſoon believe, 
We ſerve them belt that are moſt apt to give. 
For you, I'Il place you where you ſhall ſee all, and yet 
be unobſerv'd. | Zeop. That I deſire too. [ Exennr. 
N cc. 5 

Arn. 1 cannot ſee her yet, how it afflicts me 
The Poyſon of this Place ſhould mix it ſelf (manded, 
With her pure Thoughts? Twas ſhe that was com- 
Or my Eyes fail'd me grofly ; that Youth, that Face, 
And all that noble Sweetneſs. May ſhe not live here, 
And yet be honeſt fill? N 
ä Enter Zenocia. 

Zen. It is Arnoldo, 5 1 
From all his Dangers free; Fortune I bleſs thee. 
My noble Husband ! how my Joy ſwells in me ! 
But why in this Place? what buſineſs hath he here? 
He cannot hear of me, I am not known here. 

] left him virtuous; how I ſhake to think now ? 
And how that Joy I had, cools, and forſakes me? 

| Enter above Hippolyta aud Zabulon. 

This Lady is but fair, I have been thought ſo, 
Without compare admir'd ; She has bewitch'd him, 
And he forgot - . 

Arn. "Ts ſhe again, the ſame —— theſame Zenocia. 

Zab. There they are together. Now you may mark. 

„7 —8 

Arn. That you are well, Zenacia, and once more 
Bleſs my deſpairing Eyes, with your wiſht Preſence, 

I thank the Gods; but that I meet you here - 

Hip. They are acquainted. _ 80 

Zab. I found that Secret, Madam, 5 
When you commanded her go home: Pray hear em. 

Zen. That you meet me here, ne'cr bluſh at that, Arnolas. . 
Your coming comes too late: Iam a Woman, = 
And one Woman with another may be truſted ; 
Do you fear the Houſe?  _ _ 5 

Arn. More than a fear, I know it, 

Know it not good, not honeſt. 
Zen. What do you here then? 


Vk 
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ch* name of Virtue why do you approach it? 

Will you confeſs the doubt, and yet purſue it? 
Where have your Eyes been wandring, my Arnoldo 2 
What Conſtancy, what Faith do you call this? Fie, 
Aim at one wanton mark, and wound another ? 

I do confeſs, the Lady fair, moſt beauteous, 


[Leopold places himſelf unſeen below. 


And able to betray a ſtrang Man's Liberty, 
But you that have a Love, a Wife-— you do well 
To deal thus wiſely with me: Yet, Arnoldo, 
Since you are pleas'd to ſtudy a new Beauty, 
And think this old and ill, beaten with Miſery, 
Study a nobler way fot ſhame to love me 
Wrong. not her Honeſty 
Arn. You have confirm'd me. (der you, 


Zen. Who though ſhe be your Wife, will never hin- 


So much I reſt a Servant to your Wiſhes, 


And love your Loves, though they be my Deſtructions, 


No Man ſhall know me, nor the ſhare I have in thee, 
No Eye ſuſpect I am able to prevent you, 
For ſince am a Slave to this great Lady, 
W hom I perceive.you follow | 
Arn. Be not blinded. _ 
Zen. Fortune ſhall make me uſeful to your Service, 
I will ſpeak for you. | 
Arn. Speak tor me ? you wrong me. 
Zen. I will endeavour all the ways I am able 
To make her think well of you; will that pleaſe? 
To make her dote upon you, dote to madneſs, 
So far againſt my ſelf I will obey you. 
But when that's done, and I have ſhew'd this Duty, 
This great Obedience, few will buy it at my price, 
Thus will I ſhake hands with you, with you well, 
But never ſee you more, nor receive Comfort 
From any thing, Arnelds. 
Arn. You are too tender; 
I neither doubt you, nor deſire longer 
To be a Man, and live, than I am honeft 
An only yours; our infinite Affection 
Abus'd us both. | | 


Zab. 
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Zab. Where are your Favours now? 
The courteſies you thew'd this Stranger, Madam? 
Hip. Have I now found the Cauſe? 
Zab. Attend it further. | 
Zen. Did ſhe invite you, do you ſay? 
Arn. Moſt cunningly, 
And with preparation of that State 
I was brought in and welcomd. 
Zen. Scem'd to love you? 


Arn. Moſt infinitely, at firſt fight, moſt dotingly. 


Zen. She is a goodly Lady. 
Arn. Wondrous handſom : 
Art firſt view, being taken unprepar'd, 
Your Memory not preſent then to aſſiſt me, . 
She ſeem'd fo glorious ſweet, and ſo far ſtir'd me; 
Nay be not jealous, there's no harm done. 
Zen. Prethee didſt thou not kiſs, Arnaldo? 
Arn. Les, faith did I. | 
Zen. And then — 
Arn. 1 durſt not, did not ws) 
Zen. I forgive you, 
Come tell the truth. 2 MT, 
Arn. May be I lay with her. 
Hip. He mocks me too, moſt baſely. 
Zen. Did ye faith? did ye forget ſo far? 
Arn. Come, come, no weeping ; % 
I would have lyen firſt in my Grave, believe that. 
Why will you ask thoſe things you wou'd not hear? 
She is too untemperate to betray my Virtues, 
Too openly laſcivious: Had ſhe dealt 
But with that ſeeming Modeſty ſhe might, 
And flung a little Art upon her Ardor, 
But *twas forgot, and I forgot to like her, 
And glad I was deceiv'd. No my Zenocia, 
My. firſt Love here begun, reſts here unreapt yet, 
And here for ever. 
Zen. You have made me happy, 
Even in the midft of bondage bleſt. 
Zab. You ſee now _ | 
What rubs are in your way. 


The Cuſtom of the Country. 365 


Hip. And quickly, Zabulon, 8 
I'll root em out. Be ſure you do this preſently, 

Zab. Do not you alter then. ä 

Hip. 1 am reſolute. [Exit Zabulon. 

Arn. To ſee you only I came hither laſt, 

Drawn by no Love of hers, nor baſe Allurements, 
For by this holy Light I hate her heartily. 

Leop. I am glad of that, you have ſav'd me ſo much 
And to much tear, — (vengeance 
From this hour fair befal you. ; 5 

Arn. Some means I ſhall make ſhortly to redeem you, 
Till when, obſerve her well, and fit her Temper, 
Only her Luft contemn. 

Zen. When ſhall I ſee you ? 

Arn. I will live hereabouts, and bear her fair ſtill 
Till I can find a fit hour to redeem you. 

Hip. Shut all the Doors. 

Arn. Who's that? 

Zen. We are betray'd, 
The Lady of the Houſe has heard our Parly, 

Seen us, and ſeen our Loves. 

Hip. Vou Courteous Gallant, ' 

You that ſcorn all I can beſtow, that _ at 

The Afffictions, and the Groans I ſuffer for you, 
That flight and jeer my Love, contemn the Fortune 
My Favours can fling on you, have 1 caught you? 

Have I now found the Cauſe ye fool my Wiſhes? 
Is mine own Slave, my bane? I nouriſh that 

That ſucks up my Content. I'll pray no more, 

Nor woo no more; thou ſhalt ſee, fooliſh Man, 

And to thy bitter pain and anguiſh, look on 

The vengeance I ſhall take, provok'd and lighted | 
Redeem her then, and ſteal! her hence. Ho Zabulon, 
Now to your Work. | 

Enter Labulon, and Servants, ſome holding Arnoldo, 

ſome ready with a Cord to Strangle Lenocia. 

Aru. Lady, but hear me ſpeak firſt, 

Asyou have pity. „ 18 

Hip. have none. You taught me, 5 
When I cy'n hung about your Neck, you e. 

. | : | 4 9 
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Zab. Shall we pluck yet? 
Hip. No, hold a little Zabulon, 
III pluck his Heart-ſtrings firſt: Now am I worthy - 
A little of your Love? 
Arn. I'll be your Servant, 
Command me through What Danger you ſhall aim at, 
Let it be Death. | 
Hep. Be ſure Sir, I ſhall fit you. 
Ain. But ſpare this Virgin. 
Hip. I would ſpare that Villain firſt, 
Had cut my Father's Throat. 
Arn. Beunteous Lady, 
If in your Sex there be that noble Softneſs, 
That Tenderneſs of Heart, Women are crown'd for---- 
Zen. Kneel not, Arnoldo, do her not that honour, 
She is not worthy ſuch Submiſſion, 
J ſcorn a Life depends upon her Pity. 
Proud Woman do thy worſt, and arm thy Anger 
With Thoughts as black as Hell, as hot and bloody, 
I bring a Patience here, ſhall make em bluſh, 
An Innocence, ſhall outlook thee, and Death too. 
Arn. Make me your Slave, 1 give my Freedom to ye, 
For ever to be fetter'd to your Service; 
Twas J offended, be not ſo unjuſt then, 
To ſtrike the Innocent, this gentle Maid 
Never intended fear and bear againft you: 
She is your Servant, pay not her Obſervance 
With cruel looks, her duteous Faith with death. 
Hip. Am I fair now? now am I worth your liking ? 
Zen. Not fair, not to be liked, thou glorious Devil, 
Thou varniſht piece of Luft, thou painted Fury. 
Arn. Speak gently Sweet, ſpeak gently. 
Zen. I'Il ſpeak nobly. . 
Tis not the ſaving of a Liſe I aim at, 
Mark me, laſcivious Woman, mark me truly, 
And then conſider, how I weigh thy Anger. 
Life is no longer mine, nor dear unto me, 
Than uſeful to his Honour I preſerve it. 
If thou hadſt ſtudied all the Courteſies 
Humanity and noble Blood are linkt to, 


Thou 
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Thou cow'dſt not have propbunded ſuch a benefit, 
Nor heapt upon me ſuch unlookt for Honour 
As dying for his ſake, to be his Martyr, 
"Tis ſuch a grace. 
Hip. You ſhall not want that favour, 
Let your Bones work Miracles, 
. ͤ ᷣ Lady” 
By thoſe fair Eyes 
oo There is but this way left ye 
To fave her Life ——— —- 
Arn. Speak it, and I embrace it. 
Hip. Come to my private Chamber preſently, 
And there, what Love and I command— . 
Arn. I'll do it. N 
Be comforted, Zenocta. 8 
Zen. Do not do this 
To fave me, do not loſe your ſelf I charge you, 
I charge you by your Love, that Love you bear me; 
That Love, that conſtant Love you have twin'd to me, 
By all your Promiſes, take heed you keep *em, 
Now is your conſtant Trial. If thou doſt this, 
Or movꝰ'ſt one Foot, to guide thee to her Luft, 
My curſes. and eternal hate purſue thee. 
Redeem me at the baſe price of diſ-loyalty ? 
Muſt my undoubted Honeſty be thy Bawd too ? 
Go and intwine thy ſelf about that Body | 1.6 
Tell her, for my Lite thou haſt loſt thine Honour, 
Pull'd all thy Vows from Heay*n, baſely, moſt baſely 
Stoop'd to the ſervile Flames of that foul Woman, 
To add an hour to me that hate thee for it, 
Know thee not again, nor name thee for a Husband. 
Arn. What ſhall I do to ſave her? 
Hip. How now, what haſt there? 
| Enter @ Servant. 
Ser. The Governor, attended with ſome Gentlemen, 
Are newly centred, to ſpeak with your 5 
Hip. Pox o their buſineſs, reprieve her for this hour, 
I ſhall have other time. 5 
Arn. Now Fortune help us. 
Hip. I'll meet em preſently; Retire awhile all. . 


- 
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Zab. You rife to Day upon your right fide, Lady. 
You know the Danger too, we 4 may prevent it, 
And if you ſuffer her to periſh thus, 
As ſhe muſt do, and ſuddenly, believe it, 
Unleſs you ſtand her Friend; you know the way on't, 
I gueſs you poorly love her, leſs your Fortune. 
Let her know nothing, and perform this Matter, 
There are hours ordain d for ſeveral buſineſſes, 
You underſtand. | 
Arn. I underſtand you Bawd Sir, 
And ſuch a Counſellor I never car'd for. 
Enter the Governor, Clodio, Leopold, Charino and 
Attendants at one Door, Hippolyta at the other. 

Hip. Your Lordſhip does me honour. 

Gov. Fair Hippolyta, 
am come to eaſe you of a Charge. 

Hip. I keep none 
I count a burthen, Sir: And yet! lye too. 

Gov. Which is the Maid? is ſhe here? 

Cod. Ves, Sir, | 
This is ſhe, this is Zenocia, 

The very ſame I ſued to your Lordſhip for. 

Zen.Clodio again? more Miſery ? more Ruin? 
Under what angry Star is my Life govern'd? [Woman, 

Gov. Come hither Maid, you are once more a free 
Here I diſcharge your Bonds. 

Arn. Another Smile, 

Another Trick of Fortune to betray us! 

Hip. Why does your Lordſhip uſe me ſo unnobly? 
Againſt my will to take away my Bond-woman? 

Gov. She was no lawful Prize, therefore no Bond- 
She's of that Country we hold Friendſhip with, (woman : 
And ever did, and therefore to be us'd | 
With Entertainment, fair and courteous. 

The breach of League in us gives toul Example, 
Therefore you mult be pleas'd to think this honeſt; _ 
Did you know what ſhe was? 

Leop. Not till this inſtant \ 
For had I known her, ſhe had been no Priſoner. (now, 

Guy. There, take the Maid, ſhe is at her own * 

e | n 
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And if there be ought elſe to do your Honour 
any poor Service in | | 
lod. I am vow'd your Servant. 
Arn. Your Father's here too, that's our only Comfort, 
And in a Country now, we ſtand free People, 
Where Clodio has no Power, be comforted. 
Zen, | fear ſome Trick yet. 2 
Arn, Be not ſo dejectetc. 17525 | 
Gov. You muſt not be diſpleas'd; fo farewel Lady. 
Come Gentlemen; Captain, you muſt with me too, 
I have a little Buſineſs, © N 
Leop. I attend your Lordſhip: 
Now my way's free, and my hope's Lord again. 
[ Exennt all but Hip. and Lab. 
Hip. D'ye jeer me now ye are going? 
I may live yet to make you howl both. 
ab. You might have done; you had Power then, 
Bur now the Chains are off, the Command loft, | 
And ſuch a Story they will make of this 
To laugh out lazie Time. 
Hip. No Means yet left me? 
For now I burſt with Anger: None to ſatisfie me? 
No Comfort? no Revenge? 
ab. You ſpeak too late; 
You might have had all theſe, your uſeful Servants, 
Had you been wiſe, and ſudden: What Pow'r, or will 
Over her Beauty, have you now? By Violence 
To conſtrain his Love; ſhe is as free as you are, 
And no Law can impeach her Liberty, 
And while ſhe is ſo, Arnoldo will deſpiſe you. 
Hip. Either my Love or Anger muſt be ſatisfied, 
EE 7 HT wr | 
Zab. I have a Way wou'd do it, 
Wou'd do it yet, protect me from the Law. 
Hip. From any thing; thou know'ſt what PowerT have, 
What Mony, and what Friends. . 
Zab. Tis a deviliſh one: . 
But ſuch muſt now be us d: Walk in, I'll tell you; 
And if you like it, if the Devil can do any thing — 
VOI Il. 1 296, 12D Hip. 
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Hip. Devil, or what thou wil, ſo Lbe ſatisfied. [Ex. 
Enter Sulpitia, and Jaques. 
Sul. This is the rareſt and luſtieſt 00G, 
And ſo beſtirs himſelf —— 
a. Give him breath, Miſtreſs, 

Yowll melt him elſe, _ 
Sul. He does perform ſuch Wonders—— Ke 
The Women are mad on him 

Fa. Give him breath I ſay; 
The Man is but a Man, he "AA have 5D 

Sul. How many had he yeſterday ? 
And they paid bravely too. by 
Ja. About fourteen, 

But ſtill I cry give 8 ſpare him, and have him. 
Sul. Five Dames to Day; this was a IG Stage, 
He may enduxe five more. 

Fa. Breath, breath, I cry ſtill, _ 

Body o'me give Breath, he Man's a loſt Man elſe. 
Feed him and give him Breath. = 
Enter two Gentlewomen. 

Sl. Welcome Gentlewomen, af 155 

You're very welcome. (Fellow 
- I Gen, We hear you havealuſty and well complexiond 

That does rare tricks; my Siſter and 1 ſelf 1 | 

Would trifle out an 18 or two, ſo 

Ful. . conduct em in. 

Both. There's for your Courteſie. [ Ex. Jag · and Gent. 

Sal. Good pay ſtill, good round pay, this happy Fellow 
Will ſer me up again; he brings in Gold 
_ Faſter than I have leiſure ti receive it. 

O that his Body were not Fleſh and fading; 
But I'll ſo pap him up nothing too dear for him; 
What a ſweet Scent he has? Now what News Jaques? 

Ja. He cannot laſt, I pity the poor Man, 

I ſuffer for him; two Coaches of young City Dames, 

And they drive as the Devil were in the Wheels, 

Are ready now to enter: And behind theſe 

And Old deadepalſied Lady in a Litter, 

And ſhe makes l the haſte ſhe can: The Man's 8 
ou 
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You may gather up his dry Bones to make Nine-pins, 
But for his Fleſh. 


Sul. Theſe are but eaſie Labours | FN 
Vet, for I know he muſt have reſt. (preſently. 
Fa. He muſt- —you'll beat him off his Legs elſe 
dul. Go in, and bid him pleaſe himſelf, Iampleas' too: | 
To Morrow's anew Day; but if he can 
I would have him take pity o the old Lady. 
Alas tis Charity. 
Js. 111 tell him all this, 
14d if he be not too Fool- hardy. 


Enter Zabulon. 
Sul. How now? . 


W hat news with you? | 
Zab. You muſt preſently 
Shew all the Art you have, and for my Lady. 
Sul. She may command. | 
| Zab. You muſt not dream n nor rrifle. 
Sul. Which way? | 
Zab. A Spell you muſt prepare, a ow'rful one, 
Peruſe but theſe Directions, you ſhall find all; 
There is the Picture roo, be quick and faithful, 
And do it with that ſtrength when tis Perform, 
Pitch your reward at what you pleaſe, you have it. 
Sul. I'll do my beſt, and ſuddenly: But hark ye, 
Will you never lye at home * 
Zab. Excuſe me, 
I have too much buſineſs yet. 
Sul. T am right glad ont, ö 
Zab. Think on your bulineſs, lo farewel. 
Sul. I'II do it. 
Aab. Within this hour I'll viſit you again, 
And give you greater Lights. 
Sul. I ſhall obſerve ye; 5 
This brings a brave Reward, bravely Pl a0 it, 
1 all the hidden art Lhave, expres i in't. 
[Exeunt' at both Doors, 
Enter Rutilio with a Night-cap. | 
* Rut. Now do Ilook as if I were Crow-trodden, 
My Te how my Hams ſhrink * me! O me, s 
| 3b 22 | 
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I am broken-winded too; is this a Life? 
Is this the Recreation I have aim'd at? 
I had a Body once, a handſome Body, 
And wholeſome too. Now Iappear like a Raſcal, 
That had been hung a Year or two in Gibbets. 
Eye bowl faint! Women? keep me from Women; 
Place me before a Cannon, tis a Pleaſure; ; 
Stretch me Upan 4 Rack, a Recreation; 1 
But Women? Women? Othe Devil! Women? 
Goertius Gulf was never half ſo dangerous. 
Is there no way to find the 'Trap-door again, 
And fall into the Cellar, and be taken? 
No lucky fortune to direct me that way? 
No Gallies to be got, nor yet no Gallows? 
For I fear nothing now, no earthly thing 
But theſe unſatisfied Men- leeches, Women. 
How deviliſhly my Bones ake! O the old Lady! 
T have a kind of Waiting woman lies croſs my Back too, 
O how ſne ſtings! No Treaſon to deliver me? 
Now what are you? do you mock me? 
Enter three with Night-caps very faintly. 
1. No Sir, no; "Mn rye: x 
We were your Predeceſſors in this place. 
2. And come to ſee you bear up. 
Rur. Good Gentlemenz ,  _ PEAT 
You ſeem to have a ſnuffing in your head, Sir, 
A parlous ſnuffing ; but this ſame dampiſh Air--»- 
2. A dampith Air indeed. 
Nut. Blow your Face tenderly, . 
Your Noſe will ne'er. endure it: Mercy o' me, 
What are Men chang'd to here? Is my Noſe falt yet? 
Methinks it ſhakes i th* Hilts : Pray tell me, Gentlemen, 
How long is't ſince you flouriſht here? | 
3. Not long ſince. 


Rut. Move your ſelf eaſily, I ſee you are tender, 
Not long endured. 3 | 

2. The labour was ſo much, Sir, 
And fo few to perform if—— | 

Rut. Muſt 1 come to this? va 2 
And draw my Legs after me like a lame Dog? 
I cannot run away, I am too feeble; | 


.* 


"ew 


x 
1 
3 4 
7 *% g = 5 
+ of _— * * 
- . 1 1 
W 8 
x 8 5 
” a - 3.4 7 
L FY 
12 5 
* ” 
" - 
. f 
1 . 9 % 
* „ * = 
N 0 * 
55 


The Cuſtom of the Country. 373 


Will youſuefor this place again, Gentlemen? (plexions. 
1. No truly Sir, the place has been too warm for our Com- 
2. We have enough ont, reſt you merry Sir, $ 

We came but to congratulate Fj” F ort 

You have abundance. 
3. Bear your fortune ſoberly, 

And ſo we leave you to the next fair Lady. UE. v. the Three 
Rut. Stay but a little, and I'll meet TR Gentlemen, 

At thenexr Hoſpital: There's no living _ 

Nor am I able to endure it longer, 

With all the helps and heats that can be given me, 

I am at my trot already: They are fair and young 

Moſt of the Women that repair unto me, 

But they ſtick on like Burs, ſhake me like Feathers. 


Enter Sul pitia. 
More Women yet? 


Wou'dI were honeſtly Married 
To any thing that had but half a Face, 
And not a Groat to keep her, nor a Smock, 
That J might be civilly merry when! pleas d, 
Rather than labouring in theſe Fulling- mills. 
Sul. By this the Spell begins to work: You are Ys 
1 fee you bear up bravely yet. 
Rut. Do you hear Lady, 
Do-not make a Game-bear of me, to play me hourly, 
And fling on all your Whelps ; it would not hold; 


Play me with ſome diſcretion; to day one Courſe, 
And two days hence another. 


Sul. If you be ſo angry . 
Pay back the Mony! redeem'd you at 
And take your courſe, 1 can have Men enough: (ther, 
You have coſt me a hundred Crowns fince you came hi- 
In Broths and ſtrengthing Caudles; till you do pay me, 


If you will eat and live, you ſhall endeavour, 
I'll chain you to't elſe. 


Rut. Make me a Dog-kennel, 
I'll keep your Houſe and bark, and fes ed on bare Bones, 
And be whipt out o' Doors, 
Do you mark me Lady? whipt: 
ns eat old Shoes. 
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Euter Duarte. 
Dua. In this Houſe I am told 
There is a Stranger, of a goodly Perſon, 
And ſuch a one there was; if 1 could 2 him, 
1 yet remember him. | 
Sul. Your buſineſs Sir, 
If it be for a Woman, ye are cozen'd, 2 
J keep none here. Exit. 
Dua. Certain this is the Gentleman 3 
The very ſame. | 
Rut. Death, if I had but Mony, | 
Or any Friendto bring me from this Bondage, 
I would Thraſh, ſet up a Coblers-ſhop, keep Hogs, — 
And feed with * em, {ell Tinder-boxes, 
And Knights of Ginger-bread, Thatch for three 
Half pence a day, and think it Lordly, | 
From this bafeStallion trade: Why does he eye me, 
Eye me fo narrowly ? 
Dua. Itſeems you are troubled Sir, 
T heard you ſpeak of want. by 
Wen "Tis better hearing 0 
Far, than relieving, Bir. 7D | 
Dua. I do not think fo, you know me not. 
Rut. Not yet that I remember. © 
Dua. Youſhall, and for your Friend: 3 beholding to 
Greatly beholding, Sir; if you remember, (ye, 
You fought with ſuch a Man, they call'd Duarte, 
A proud diſtemper'd Man: He was my Enemy, 
My mortal Foe, you flew,him fairly, nobly. 
Rut. Speak ſoftly Sir, you do not mean to betray me. 
I wiſht the Gallows, now th' are coming fairly. 
Dua. Be confident, for as I live, I love you, 
And now you ſhall perceive it: For that ſervice, 
Me, and my Purſe command: There, take it to ye, 
J Tis Gold, and no ſmall Sum, A thouſand ada 
Supply your want. _ - ITY | 
Rut. But do you do this faithfully Kor, | 1 
Dua. If Imean ill, ſpit in my Face, ol Kick! „ {2 
| In what elſe may I ſerve you, Si- 
* I thank you, Fo 


This 


® 
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This is as ſtrange to meas Knights Adventures. 
J have a project, tis an honeſt one, 
And now I'll tempt my Fortune. 
Dua. Truſt me with it. | en 4, 
Rut. Youare ſo good and honeſt I muſt truſt ye, 
"Tis but to carry a Letter to a Lad 
That ſav'd my Life once. 
Dua. That will be moſt thankful, 
I will do't with all care. 
Nut. Where are you, White-broth? 
Now luſty Blood, 
Come in, and tell your Mony : LEGS: 
"Tis ready here, no Threats, nor no Orations, 
Nor Prayers now. 
Sul. You donot mean to leave me. 
Rut. L'Il live in Hell ſooner than here, and cooler. 
Come quickly come, diſpatch, this Air's unwholſome: 
Quickly good Lady, quickly to't. 
Sul. Well, ſince it muſt be, | 
The next I'll fetter faſter ſure, and cloſer. (take ye. 
Rut. And pick his Bones, as you've done mine, Pox 
Dua. At my Lodging for a while, you thall be quarter'd, 
And there take Phyſick for your Health. 
Nut. I thank ye, 
I have found my Angel now too, if I can keep him. 


. 3 
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OT YCENF 1. 
BO Eurer Rutilio aud Duarte. 


Rut. X O U like the Letter? | | 
| Dua. Yes, but I mult tell you 

You tempt a deſperate hazard, to follicit 
The Mother, (and the griev'd one to2, tis rumou:'d) 
Of him you flew ſo lately. 

Rut. I have told you 0 
Some proofs of her Affection, and I know not 
A nearer way to make her Satisfaction | 
5 5 1 Bb 4 Fc 
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For a loſt Son, than ſpeedily to help her 
To a good Husband; one that will beget 
Both Sons and Daughters, if ſhe be not barren. 
I have had a breathing now, and have recover d 
What Iloſt in my late ſervice, twas a hot one: 
It fired and fired me; but allthanks to you Sir, 
You have both freed and cool'd me. 

Dua. What is done Sir, 
I thought well done, and was in that rewarded, 
And therefore ſpare your thanks. 

Rut. Il no more Whoring: | 
This fencing *twixt a pair of Sheets, more wears one 
Than all the Exerciſe in the World beſides. 
To be drank with good Canary, a meer Julip 
Or like Gourd- water to't; twenty Surfeits 
Come ſhort of one Nights work there. If I get this Lady, 
As ten to one I ſhall, I was ne' er denied yet, 
Iwill live wondrous honeſtly; walk before her 
Gravely and demurely, 
And then inſtruct my Family; you are fad, 
W hat do you muſe on, Sir ? 

Dua. Truth I was thinking | 
What courſe to take for the deli iv? ry of your Letter, 
And now 1 have it: But faith did this Lady 


(For do not gull your ſelf ) for certain know, 
You kill'd her Son? 


Rur. Give me a Book I'll ſwear't; 
Deny'd me to the Officers, that purſu'd me, 
Brought me herſelf to the Door, then gave me Gold 
To bear my Charges, andſhall I make doubt then 
But that ſhe lov*'d me? I am confident, 

Time having ta'en her Grief off, that I ſhall be 

Moſt welcome to her: For then to have woo'd her 
Had been unſeaſonable. 

Dua. Well Sir, there's more Mony, 

To make you handſom; I'll about your buſineſs: 

You know where you mult ſtay ? 

Rut. There you ſhall find me: . a 
Would I could meet my Brother now, to know, _ 4 


* 
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Whether the Jew, his Genius, or my Chriſtian, 
Has prov'd the better Friend, „ 
Dua. O who wou'd truſt 
Deceiving Woman! Or believe that one 
The beſt, and moſt Canoniz'd ever was 
More than a ſeeming Goodneſs? I cou'd rail now 
Againſt the Sex, and curſe it; but the Theam 
And Way's too common: Yet that Gutomay 
My Mother, (nor let that forbid her to be 
The wonder of our Nation) ſhe that was 
M,ark'd out the great e for all Matrons 
Both Wife and Widow; ſhe that in my Breeding 
Expreſt the utmoſt of a Mother's care, 
And tenderneſs to a Son; ſhe that yet feigns 
Such Sorrow for me; good God, that this Mother, 
After all this, ſnould give up to a Stranger, 
The wreak ſhe ow'd her Son; I fear her Honour. 
That he was ſav'd, much joys me, and grieve only 
That ſhe was his Preſerver. III try further, 
And by this Engine, find whether the Tears, 
Of which ſne is ſo prodigal, are for mem 
Or us'd to cloak her baſe Hypocriſie. .. TEAR» 
1 Enter Hippolyta and Sulpitia. 5 
Hip. Are you aſſur'd the Charm prevails? 
Sul. Do I live? FEST 
Or do youſpeak tome? Now this very Inſtant 
Health takes its laſt leave of her; meager paleneſs 
Like Winter, nips the Roſes and the Lilies, 
The Spring that Youth and Love adorn'd her Face with. 
To force Affection, is beyond our Art, 
For I have prov'd all means that Hell has taught me, 
Or the malice of a Woman, which exceeds it, | 
To change Arnoldo's Love, but to no purpoſe: 
But for your Bond-womag ——— . 
Hip. Let her pine and dye; 
She remov'd, which like a brighter Sun 
Obſcures my Beams, I may ſhine out again, 
And as I have been, be admir'd and fought to: 
How long has ſhe to live? -  ' © * 
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Sul. Lady, before 
The Sun twice riſe and ſet, be 8 
She is but dead; I know my Charm hath found her. 
Norcan the Governor s Guard, her Lover's Tears, 

Her Father's Sorrow, or his Pow'r that freed her, 
Defend her from it. 
Enter Zabulon. 

Zab. All things have ſucceeded 
As you could wiſh; I ſaw her brought ſick home; 

The Image of pale Death ſtampt on her Fore-head, 
Let me adore this ſecond Hecate, 
This great Commandreſs of the fatal Siſters, | 
That as ſhe pleaſes, can cut ſhort or lengthen 
The thread of Life. 

Hip. Where was ſhe when the Inehantment 
Firſt ſeiz'd upon her ? * 

Zab. Taking the freſh Air, | 
In the company of the Governor, and Count Clodio, 
Arnoldo too was preſent with her Father, 

When, ina moment (ſo the Servants told me) 
As ſhe was giving thanks to the Governor, 
And Godio, for her unexpected Freedom, 
As if ſhe had been blaſted, ſhe ſunk wee, 
To their amazement. _ 
Hip. Tis thy Maſter-piece, 

Which 1 will ſo reward, that thou ſhalt fix here, 
And with the hazard of thy Life, no more 
Make tryal of thy pow'rful Artz which known 
Our Laws call death: Off with this Magical Robe, 
And be thy ſelf. * 

Enter Governor, Clodio, and Charino. 

Sul. Stand cloſe, you ſhall hear more. 

Man. You mult have patience all Rage is vain now, 
And Piety forbids, that we ſhould queſtion 
What is decreed above, or ask a reaſon 
Why Heav'n determines this or that way of ys. 

ld Heav'n has no hand in't; tis a work of Hell. 
Her Life hath been ſo innocent, all her Actions 


80 free from the ſuſpicion of Crime, Eu | 
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As rather ſhe deſerves a Saints place here, 
Than to endure, what now her Sweetneſs ſuffers. 
Char. Not for her Fault, but mine Sir, Zenocia ſuffers : 
The fin I made, when I ſought to raſe down 
Arnoldb's Love, built on a Rock of Truth, 
Now to the height is puniſh'd. I profeſs, 
Had he no Birth, nor Parts, the preſent Sorrow 
He now expreſſes for her, does deſerve her ; 
Above all Kings, though ſuch had been his Rivals. 
Clod. All ancient Stories, of the Love of Husbands 
To virtuous Wives, be now no more remembred. 
Char. The Tales of Turtles, ever be forgotten, 
Or, for his ſake believ'd. | 
Man. I have heard, there has been 
Between ſome Married Pairs, ſuch Sympathy, 
That th*'Husband has felt really the throws 
His Wife then Teeming ſuffers, this true Grief 
Confirms, tis not Impoſſible. 
Clad, We ſhall find 
Fit time for this hereafter; let's uſe now 
All poſſible means to help her. SEL" 
Nan. Care, nor Coſt,  «' 
Nor what Phyſicians can do, ſhall be wanting; 
Make uſe of any Means or Men. 
Char. You are Noble. | Exennt Man. Clod. and Char. 
Sul. Ten Colleges of Doctors ſhall not ſave her. 
Her Fate is in your Hand. 
Hip. Can I reſtore her ? 
Sul. If you command my Art. 
Hip. I'll dye my ſelf firſt. 
And yet I'll go viſit her, and ſee 
This Miracleof Sorrow in Arnold): T 
And 'twere for me, I ſhould change places with her, 
And dye moſt happy; ſuch a Lover's Tears 
Were a rich Monument, but too good for her, 
Whoſe Miſery I glory in: Come Sulpitia, 
You ſhallalong with me, good Zabulon 
Be not far off. 2 | | 
Zap. 1 will attend you,. Madam. Exeunt. 
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Eurer Duarte, and a Servant. 
Ser. 1 have ſerv'd you from my Youth, and ever 


You have found e That you live SA Treaſure 


I'll lock up here ſhall it be let forth, 
But when you give me warrant. 
Dua. I rely 


Upon thy Faith; nay, no more Proteſtations, 
Too many of them will call that in Queſtion, 
Which now I doubt not: ſhe is there? 

Ser. Alone too, 

But take it on my Life, your Entertainment, 
Appearing as you are, will be but courſe, 
For the Diſpleaſure I ſhall undergo. 
I am prepar'd. 8 

Dua. Leave me, T'll ſtand the hazard. Exit Servant. 
The Silence that's obſerv'd, her cloſe Retirements, 
No Viſitants admitted, not the Day; 
Theſe ſable Colours, all Signs of rrue Sorrow, 
Or hers is deeply counterfeit. PII look nearer, 
Manners give leave ——ſhe fits upon the ground; 
By Heav'n ſhe weeps 3 my Picture in her Hand too; 
She kiſſes it and weeps again. | 
Enter Guiomar. 
Gui. Who' s there? 
Dus. There is no ſtarting back now, b 195 
Gui. Ha, another Murderer! I'll not protect Mo 
Though I have no more Sons. g 
Dua. Your Pardon, Lady, 
There's no ſuch foul Fact taints me. 
Gui. What makes thou here then? 
W here are my Servants, do none but my Sorrows 
Attend upon me? ſpeak, what brought chee bieder * 
Dua. A will to give you Comfort. 5 
Gui. Thou art but a Man, 
And 'tis beyond a human reach to do it: 
If thou cou dſt raiſe the Dead out of their Graves, 
Bid Time run back, make me now what I was, © 
A happy Mother; gladly I would hear thee, ; 
But that's Impoſſible. 
Dua. Pleaſe you but read this 3 3 
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You ſhall know better there, why I am ſent, 
Than if I ſhould deliver it. 
Gui. From whom comes it? 
Dua. That will inſtruct you. I ſuſpe& this Stranger 
Yet ſhe ſpake ſomething that holds ſuch Alliance 
With his Reports; I know not what to think on't ; 
What a frown was there? ſhe looks me thro?, and thro), 
Now reads again, now paules, and now ſmiles; 
And yet there's more of Anger in't than Mirth, * 
Theſe are ſtrange Changes; oh I underſtand it, 
She's full of ſerious Thoughts. 4 
Gui. You are juſt, you Heav'ns, | | 
| 


And never do forget to hear their Pray'rs, 


That truly pay their Vows, the defer d Vengeance, 
For you and my words ſake ſo long defer'd, N 
Under which as a Mountain my Heart groans yet | 
When 'twas deſpaird of, now is offer'd to me; W |! 
And if I lole it, I am both ways Guilty. '* 
The Woman's Mask, Diſſimulation help me. (man, 5 
Come hither Friend, I am ſure you know the Gentle- 
That ſent theſe Charms. : 

Dua. Charms, Lady? 93 — 

Gui. Theſe Charms; 9355 1 
I well may call them ſo, they've won upon me, Wi 
More than e' er Letter did; thou art his Friend, 1 
(The confidence he has in thee, confirms it) 1 
And therefore I'll be open breaſted to thee ; | 1 
To hear of him, though yet I never {aw him, 11 
Was moſt deſir'd of af Men; let me bluſn, —_ 
And then PII fay I love him. 8} 

Dua. All Men ſee, 25 5 We | 
In this a Woman's Virtue. , GR 
Gui. I expected, 5 Tp 
For the courteſie I did, long ſince to have ſeen him; 
And though I then forbad it, you Men know, 

Between our Hearts and Tongues there's a large diſtance 
But I'll excuſe him, may be hitherto | 

He has forborn it, in reſpe& my Son 

Fell by his Hand. 

Dua. And reaſon, Lady. 


[ 
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Gui. No, he did me a pleaſure in't, a riotous Fellow, 
And with that inſolent, not worth the owning; 
I have indeed kept a long ſolemn Sorrow, 
For my Friends take partly; but eſpecially 
For his long abſence. | 
Dua. O the Devil. 
Gui. Therefore 
Bid him be ſpeedy; a Prieſt ſhall be ready 
To tye the holy Knot; this Kiſs I ſend him, 
Deliver that, and bring him. | 
Dua. Tam Dumb: | 
A good Cauſe I have now, and a good Sword, 
And ſomething I ſhall do. I wait upon you. Exeunt. 
Enter Manuel, Charino, Arnoldo, Zenocia born in 
a Chair, two Doctort, and Clodio. 
Do&. Give her more Air, ſhe dyes elſe. 
Arn. O thau dread Pow'r, 
That mad'{tthis All, and of thy Workmanſhip 
This Virgin Wife, the Maſter-piece, look down on her; 
Let her Mind's Virtues, cloth'd in this fair Garment, 
That worthily deſerves a better Name N 
Than Fleſh and Blood, now ſue, and prevail for her. 


my 


Or if thoſe are deny'd, let Innocence, 

To which all Paſſages in Heav'n ſtand open, 

Appear in her white Robe, before thy Throne; 

And mediate for her: Or if this Age of Sin 

Be worthy of a Miracle, the Sun | 

In his diurnal Progreſs never ſaw 

So ſweet a Subject to imploy it on. 5 
Man. Wonders are ceas'd Sir, we muſt work by means. 

Arn. Tis true, and ſuch reverend Phyſicians are; 

To you thus low I fall then; ſo may you ever 

Be ſtil'd the Hands of Heav'n, Nature's Reſtorers; 

Get Wealth and Honours; and by your Succeſs, 

In all your Undertakings, propagate 

Your great Opinion in the World, as now 

You ule your ſaving Art; for know, good Gentlemen, 

Beſides the Fame, and all that I poſlets, e 

For a Reward, Poſterity ſhall ſtand 

Indebted to you, for (as Heay'n forbid it) 


fe Shou'd 


* 
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Shou'd my Zenocia dye, robbing this Age 

Of all that's good or graceful, Times ſucceeding, 
The Story of her pure Life not yet perfect, 

Will ſuffer in the want of her EXample. 

Doct. Were all the World to periſh with her, we 
Can do no more, than what Art and Experience 
Give us Aflurance of, we have us'd all means 
To find the cauſe of her Diſeaſe, yet cannot; 

How ſhould we then, promiſe the Cure? 
Arn. Away, 
I did belie you, when I charg'd you with 
'The pow'r of doing, yeare meer Names only, 
And ey'n your beſt Perfection, accidental; 
W hat ever Malady thou art, or Spirit, 
As ſome hold all Diſeaſes that afflict us, 
As Love already makes me ſenſible 
Of half her Sufferings, caſe her of her part, 
And let me ſtand the Butt of thy fell Malice, 
And I will ſwear thou' rt merciful. 
Doct. Your Hand, Lady; | 
W hat a ſtrange heat is here ? bring ſome warm Water. 
Arn. She Mall uſe nothing that is yours; my Sorrow 
Provides her of a better Bath, my Tears 
Shall do that Office. 
Zen. O my beſt Arnoldo! _ 
The Trueſt of all Lovers! I would live, 
Were Heav'n ſo pleas'd, but to reward your Sorrow 
With my true Service; but ſince that's denied me, 
May you live long and happy: Do not ſuffer 
(By your Affection to me I conjure you) 
My Sickneſs to infect you; though much Love 

Makes you too Subject to it. FLEETS 
Arn. In this only DEEP 
Zenocia wrongs her Servant; can the Body 
Subſiſt, the Soul departed? tis as eaſie 
As I to live without you; I am your Husband, 

And long have been ſo, though our adverſe Fortune, 
Bandying us from one hazard to another, 

Wou'd never grant me ſo much Happineſs, 

As to pay a Husband's debt; diſpite of Forture, 


In 


4 
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In Death VI! follow you, and guard mine own; 
And there enjoy what here my Fate forbids me. 
uod. So true a ſorrow, and fo teelingly 
Expreſt, I never read of. 

Man. I am ſtruck 8 
With wonder to behold it, as with pity. 
Char. If you that area Stranger, ſuffer for them, 
"oy tied no further than Humanity e 
Leads you to ſoft compaſſion; think, great Sir, 
What of neceſſity I muſt endure, 
That am a 4 1 1 

Hi ta, Zabulon, and Sulpitia at the Door. 

Zab. Walt me there, I hold Ty | A 
Unfit to have you ſeen; as I find cauſe, 
You ſhall proceed. 

Man. You are welcome, Lady. 

Hip. Sir, I come to do a charitable Office, 
How does the Patient? | 

Clod. You may enquire 
Of more than one; for two are ſick, and deadly, 
He languiſhes in her, her health's deſpair'd of, 


And in hers, his. 


Hip. Tis a ſtrange ſpectacle, 
With what a Patience they fit unmov'd? 
Are they not dead already ? 
Doct. By her Pulſe, 
She cannot laſt a Day. 
Aru. Oh by that Summons, 
I know my time too 
Hip. Look to the Man. 
Clod. Apply 
Vour Art, to ſave the Lady, preſerve her, 
A Town is your Reward. 
Hip. I'll treble it, 
In ready Gold, if you reſtore Arnoldo; 
For in his Death I dye too. 
Clod. Without her 
I amno more. 8 
Aru. Are you there, Madam? now- 
You may feaſt on my Miſeries; my Coldneſss : 
n 
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In anſwering your Affections, or Hardneſs, 
Give it what Name you pleaſe, you are reveng'd of, 
For now you may perceive, our threadof Life 
Was ſpan together, and the poor Arnoldo 
Made only to enjoy the beſt Zenocia, 
And not to ſerve the uſe of any other; 
And in that the may equal; my Lord Clodio 
Had long ſince elſe enjoyed her, nor could I 
Have been ſo blind, as not to {ce your great 
And many Excellencies far, far 5 
Or my deſervings, or my hopes; we are now 
Going our lateſt Journey, and together, 
Our only comfort we defire, pray give it, 
Your Charity to our Aſhes, ſuch we mult be, 
And not to curſe our Memories. 
Hip. I am much mov'd. _ 
Clod. 1 am wholly overcome: All love toWomen 
 Farcwel for ever; cer you dye, your pardon; 
And yours Sir; had ſhe many years to Fve, 
Perhaps 1 might look on her, as a Brother, 
But as a Lover never; and fince all 
Your ſad misfortunes had Original 
From the barb'rous Cultom practis'd in my Country, 
Heav'n witneſs, for your ſake I here releaſe it. 
So to your memory, chaſte Wives, and Virgins, 
Shall ever pay their Vows. I give her to you; 
And with, ſhe were ſo now, as when my Luſt 
Forc'd you to quit the Country. 
Hip. It is in vain 
To ſtrive with Deſtiny, here my Dotape ends. 
Look up Zemcia, Health in me ſpeaks to you; 
She gives him to you, that by divers ways, 
So long has kept him from you: and repent not, 
That you were once myServant, tor which health, 
In recompence of what I made you ſuffer, 
The hundred thouſand Crowns, the City owes me, 
Shall be your Dower. 
Man. "Tis a magnificent Gift, 
Had it been timely given. 
Hip. It js, believe it. Sulpitia? 
VoL. I. Cc 
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Enter a Servant, and Sulpitia. 
Sul. Madam. 


Hip. Quick, undo the Charm; 

Ask not a reaſon why; let it ſuffice, 

It is my will. 
Sul. Which I obey, and gladly. 6 Exit. 
Man. Is to be married, faveſt thou? 

Ser. So ſhe ſays, Sir, 

And does defire your Preſence. 
Man. And tell her Ill come. | 
Hip. Pray carry them to their Reſt; for though already, 

They do appear as dead, let my Life pay fort, 


If they recover not. 5 8 
[They are born off in Chairs. 
Man. W hat you have warranted, | 
Aſſure your ſelf, will be expected from you; 

Look to them carefully; and till the tryal, —— 
Hip. Which ſhall not be above four hours. 
Man. Let me 


Intreat your Companies: There is ſomething 


Of weight invites me hence. 
All. We'll wait upon you. | Exeunt. 
Euter Guiomar, and Servants. 
Gui. You underſtand what my directions are, 
And what they guide you to; the faithful promiſe 
You have made me all. . 
All. We do, and will perform it. e 
Gui, The Governor will not fail to be here preſently; 
Retire a while, till you ſhall find occaſion, 
And bring me word, when they arrive. 
All. We ſhall, Madam. , 
Cuz. Only ſtay you to entertain. 15 
1 Ser, I, LS | 
Gui. I wonder at the bold, and practis'd Malice, 
Men ever have o' foot againſt our Honours, 
That nothing we can do, never ſo virtuous, 
No Shape put on ſo pious, no not think 
What a good is, be that good ne'er ſo noble, 
Never ſo laden with admir'd Example, 
But ſtill we end in Luſt; our Aims, our Actions, 
Nay, even our Charities, with Luſt arc branded. 3 
| inf | / y 
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Why ſhould this Stranger elſe, this wretched Stranger, 


W hoſe Life I fav'd at what dear Price ſticks here yet, 
Why ſhould he hope? He was not here an Hour, 
And certainly in that time, I may ſwear it, 
I gave him no looſe Look, I had no reaſon; 

Unleſs my Tears were Flames, my Curſes Courtſhips; 
The killing of my Son, a Kindneſs to me. 

Why ſhould he ſend to me, or with what Safety 
(Examining the Ruin he had wrought me) 

Though at that time, my pious Pity found him, 


And my word fixt. I am troubled, ſtrongly troubled. 
Enter a Servant. 


Ser. The Gentlemen are come. 


Gui. Then bid 'em welcome — 1 muſt retire, Exit. 


Enter Rutilio, and Duarte. 
Ser. You are welcome, Gentlemen. 
Rut. Ithank you, Friend, I would ſpeak with your Lady. 
Ser. I'Il let her underſtand. 5 
Rut. It ſhall befit you. [ Ex. Servant. 
How do I look, Sir, in this handſome trim? 
Methinks I am wondrous brave. 
Dua. You are very decent. ture, 


Rur. Theſe by themſelves, without more helps of Na- 


Would ſet a Woman hard; I know em all, . 
And where their firſt aims light; I'll lay my Head ont, 
PII take her Eye, as ſoon as ſhe looks on me, 
And if I come to ſpeak once, woe be to her, 
I have her in a Nooze, ſhe cannot ſcape me; 
I have their ſeveral Laſts. 
Dua. You are throughly ſtudicd. 
But tell me, Sir, being unacquainted with her, 
As you canteſs you ar > 
Rur. That's not an hours work, _ 
I'll make a Nun forget her Beads in two hours. | 
Dua. She being ſet in Years, next none of thoſe laſters 
Appearing in her Eye, that warm the fancy; 
Nor nothing in her Face, but handſom ruins. 


Rut. I love old Stories: Thoſe live believ'd, authentique, 


When twenty of your modern Faces are call'd in, 
For new Opinion, Paintings, and Corruprionsz 
e Give 
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Give me an old confirm'd Face; beſides, ſhe ſav'd me, 

She ſav'd my Life, have I not cauſe to love her? 

She's rich and of a conſtant State, a fair one, 

Have I not cauſe to woo her? J have tryed ſufficient 

All your young Phillies, I think this Back has try'd'em, 

And ſmarted for it too: They run away with me, 

Take Bitt between the Tecth, and play the Devils; 

A ſtayed pace row becomes my Years; a ſure one, 

Where I may fit and crack no Girths. 
Dua. How miſerable, 

If my Mother ſhould confirm, what I ſuſpe& now, 

Beyond all human Cure were my condition! 

Then I ſhall wiſh, this Body had been ſo too. 

Here comes the ws © Sir. — 

. Enter Guiomar. 
Rest. Excellent Lady, 5 | | 
To ſhew I am a Creature, bound to your ſervice, 
And only yours - 
Gui. Keep at that diſtance, Sir; 
Fer if you ſtir— 
Rut. 1 am obedient. 

She has found already, I am for her turn; 

With what a greedy Hawks Eye ſhe beholds me? 

Mark how ſhe muſters all my parts. 

Gui. A goodly Gentleman, 

Of a more manly ſet, I never look'd on. (of 'em. 
Rur. Mark, mark her Eyes ſtill; mark but the carriage 
Gui. How happy am I now, ſince my Son fell, 

He fell not by a baſe unnoble Hand? 

As that ſtill troubled me; how far more happy 

Shall my Revenge be, ſince the Sacrifice, 


= I offer to his Grave, ſhall be both worthy 


A Sons untimely loſs, and a Mother's ſorrow? 

Re. Sir, 1 am made believe it; ſhe is mine own, 

I told you what a 2 I carried with me, 
All this time does ſhe ſpend in contemplation 

Of that unmatch'd delight: I ſhall be thankful to ye; 

And if you pleaſe to know my Houle, to uſe it; | 

To take it for your own. ASE A e ee 
Gui. Who waits without there? 


Enter 
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Enter Guard, and Servants, they ſeize upon Rutilio 
| and bind him. 

Rut. How now? What means this, Lady? 

Gui. Bind him faſt. 

Nut. Are theſe the Bride-laces you prepare for me? 
The colours that you give? 
Dua. Fye Gentle Lady, 

This is not noble dealin 

Gui. Be you ſatisfied, 
It ſeems you are a Stranger to this meaning, 

You ſhall not be ſo long. (mens Perſecutions ? 
Kut, Do you call this wooing ls there no end of Wo- 

Muſt I needs fool into mine own Deſtruction ? 

Have I not had fair warnings, and enough too? 

Still pick the Devil's Teeth? You are not mad, Lady; 
Do I come fairly, and like a Gentleman, | 
To offer you that Honour? 

Gui. You are deceiv'd, Sir, 
You come beſotted, to your own Deſtruction: 
I ſent not for you; what Honour can ye add to me, 
That brake that Staff of Honour, my Age lean'd on? 
That rob'd me of that right, made me a Mother? 
Hear me, thou wretched Man, hear me with terror, 
And let thine own bold folly ſhake thy Soul, 
Hear me pronounce thy Death, that now hangs o'er tice, 
Thou deſperate Fool ; who bad thee ſeck this ruin? 
What mad unmanly Fate, made thee diſcover 
Thy curſed Face to me again? Was't not enough 
To have the fair Protection of my Houle, 
When Miſery and Juſtice cloſe purſued thee ? 

When thine own bloody Sword cryed out againſt thee, 
Hatcht in the life of him? Yet I forgave thee. 
My Hoſpitable word, even when I ſaw SEE 
The goodlieſt Branch of all my Blood lopt from me, 
Did J not ſeal ſtill to thee? 

Rut. I am gone. 

Gui. And when thou went'ſt, to Imp thy Miſery, 
Did I not give thee means? But hark ungrateful, 
Was it not thus? To hide thy Face and fly me? 

To keep thy Name for ever from my Memory? 
. C 3 „ 
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Thy curſed Blood and Kindred? did I not ſwear then, 
If ever, (in this wretched Life thou haſt left me, 
Short and unfortunate,) L ſaw thee again, 

Or came but to the Knowledge where thou wandredſt, 
To call my Vow back, and purſue with Vengeance, 


With all the Miſeries a Mother ſuffers? 


Rut. 1 was born to be hang'd, there's no e 
Gui. And dar'ſt thou with this Impudence appear ere? 
Walk like the winding Sheet my Son. was put in, 
Stand with thoſe Wounds? 
Dua. J am happy now again; 
Happy the hour 1 fell, to find a Mother, 
So pious, good, and excellent in Sorrows: 
Enter a Servant. 
Ser. The Governor's come in. 
Gui. O let him enter. (tune 
Rut. I have fool'd my ſelf a faix thred of all my For- 
This ſtrikes me moſt; not that I fear to 9 00 
But that this unmanngrly Boldneſs has brought me to it. 
Enter Governor, Clodio, and Charino 
Gov. Are theſe fit Preparations for a Wing, FIC 
I came prepar'd a Gueſt. 
Gui. O give me Juſtice; ; 
As ever you will leave a virtuous Name, 
Do Juſtice, Juſtice, - 
Gov. You need not as; 1 it, 
I am bound to it. 
Gui. Juſtice upon this Man 
That kill'd my Son. 
Gov. Do you conſeſs the Act? 
Rut. Ves, Sir. 
Clod. Rutilio ? | 
Cha. Tis the ſame. 
led. How tell he thus? | 
Here will be Sorrow for the good. Arnold. | 
Gov. Take heed Sir what you ay. 
Nut. J have weigh'd it well, 
am the Man, nor is it Life I far at; 
Only I am unhappy 1 am poor, ee 
Poor in erpencẽ of Laves there Lam, need, 
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That I have not two Lives lent me for his Sacrifice ? 
One for her Son, another for her Sorrows. 
Excellent Lady, now rejoyce again, 
For though I cannot think, you're pleas'd in Blood, 
Nor with that greedy thirſt purſue your Vengeance; 
The tenderneſs, ev'n in thoſe Tears denies that; 
Yet let the World believe, you lov'd Duarte; 
The unmatcht Courteſies you have done my Miſeries, 
Without this forteit to the Law, would charge me 
To tender you this Life, and proud *rwou'd pleaſe you- 
Cuz. Shall I have Juſtice? | 
Cov. Ves. 4 
. Raz. I'Il ask it for ye, 
I'Il follow it my ſelf, againſt my ſelF. 
Sir, 'tis moſt fit I dye; diſpatch it quickly, OS 
The monſtrous burthen of that grief the labours with 
Will kill her elſe, then Blood on Blood lyes on me; 
Had I a thouſand Lives, I'd give 'em all, 
Before I would draw one Tear more from that Virtue. 


Gui. Be not too cruel Sir, and yet his bold Sword 


But his Life cannot reſtore that, he's a Man too 
Of a fair promiſe, but alas my Son's dead; 
If I have Juſtice, muſt it kill him? Gov. Yes. 
Gui. If T have not, it kills me; ſtrong and goodly! 
Why ſhould he periſh too? 1 *- rs 
Gov. It hes in your Pow'r, 
You only may accuſe him, or may quit him. 
Clod, Be there no other Witneſſes ? 
Gui. Not any. | 
And if I fave him, will not the World proclaim, 
I have forgot a Son, to ſave a Murderer? 
And yet he looks not like one, he looks manly. 
Hip. Pity ſo brave a Gentleman ſhould perith. 
She cannot be ſo hard, fo cruebhearted. 
Gui. Will you pronounce? yet ſtay a little, Sir. 
Rut. Rid your ſelf, Lady, of this Miſery, 


— 


And let me go; Ido but breed more Tempeſts, 


With which you are already too much ſhaken. 
Gui. Do now, pronounce; I will not hear. 
| | Ce 4 _ --: 
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Vet turn and ſee, good Madam. f 

Gov. Do not wonder. 

'Tis he, reſtor'd again, thank the — Doctor, 
Pray do not ſtand amaz d, it is Dane, , 

Is well, is ſafe again. 

Gui. © my ſweet Son, 

I will not preſs my wonder now with Queſtions------ 
Sir, Iam ſorry for that Cruelty 

1 urg'd againſt you. 

Rut. Madam, it was but Juſtice. 

Dua. Tis true, the Doctor heal'd this Body again, 
But this Man heal'd my Soul, made my Mind perfect, 
The good ſharp Leſſons his Sword read to me, fay'd me z 
For which, if you lov'd me, dear Mother, 

Honour and love this Man. 
Gui. You ſent this Letter? , 

Rut. My boldneſs makes me bluſh now. 
Gui. Vl wipe off that, * | 

And with this kiſs, 1 take you for my Husband, 
Your wooing's done, Sir; | believe you love me, 
And that's — wealth I look for now. 
Rut. You have it. » #: 
| Dua. You have ended my deſire to all 1 my withes. 
Gov. Now, 'tis a Wedding again. And if Hippolyta 
ake good, whit with the hazard of her Life 
le undertook, the Evening will ſet clear. 
After a ſtomy Day. . 3» 
Enter Hippolyta, and Leopold, leading Arnoldo, and 
2 with Zubulon, and woes" 
Char. Here comes the Lady. 
Cod. With fair Zenocta, , 
Health with Life again 
Reftor'd unto her. 0 
Zen. The gift of her goo neſs. * 
Rur. Let us embrace, I am of your * too, 
And though I once deſpair'd of Women, now 
I find they reliſh much of Scorpions, | 
For both have ſtings, and both can wur and cure too; 


But what have been your Fortunes? 
. We'll deter 


Our 
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Our Story, and at time more fit, relate it. 
Now all that reverence Virtue, and in that 
Zenocia's Conſtancy, and perfect Love, 
Or for her ſake Arno/dr, join with us 
In th* Honour of this Lady 
_ Cha. She deſerves it. {4 8 

Hip. Hippolyta's Life ſhall make that good hereafter, 
Nor will I alone better my ſelf, but others: 

For theſe whoſe wants perhaps have made their Actions 
Not altogether-Innocent, ſhall from me 
Be ſo ſupplied, that need ſhall not compel them 

To any courſe of Life, but what the Law 

Shall give allowance to. 

Zab. and Sulp. Your Ladiſhip's Creatures. 

Rut. Be ſo, and no more you Man-huckſter. 

Hip. And worthy Leopold, you that with ſuch fervour 
So long have ſought me, and in that deſerv'd me, 
Shall now find full Reward for all your Travels, 
Which you have made more dear by patient ſufferance. 
And though my violent Dotage did tranſport me, 
Beyond thoſe Bounds, my Modeſty ſhould have kept in, 
Though my Deſires were looſe, from unchaſt Art 
Heav'n knows I am free, | 
 ZTeop. The thought of that's dead to me; 

1 gladly take your Offer. 1 

Rut. Do ſo, Sir, „„ | 
A piece of crackt Gold eyer will weigh down 
Suver ins Whole. TED 

Gov. You ſhall be all my Gueſts, 

I muſt not be deny d. 
Arn. Come my Zenocia, 3 
Our Bark at length has found a quiet Harbour; 
And the unſpotted Progreſs of our L yes 
Ends not alone in Safety, but Reward, © 
To Inſtruct others, by our fair Example; wal 
That though good Purpoſes are long withſtood, + 
The Hand of Heay 'n ſtill guides {uch as are good. . 
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7 HY the be an Epilogue to @ Pl 
I know no Cauſe > The old and uſual w 
which they wers made, 
uch as were Speaators : 
td lime, tis td no purpoſe; 
” What you reſolve already to be 
Will not be alter d, whatſoe e 
In the bebalf of us, 
Only to quit our doubts, if you 
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